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This Edition of the Poetical Works of Sir Walter Scott is be- 
lieved to contain every known poem and fragment of verse that 
he wrote 

In Its preparation the standard text of Lockhart’s Editions of 
1833 and 1841 has been followed, but not without independent 
study of the author’s meaning, and not without collation with the 
text as recently edited by careful scholars The result has been 
the detection of a few obvious misprints in the longer poems, 
such as ‘ torch ’ tor ‘ touch,’ ‘ rights ’ for ‘ rites/ &c , and the 
discovery of seveial mis-referSnces, and a good many omissions 
and mistakes of minor but not uninteresting note, in the shorter 
pieces, more especially in the poetry from the Waverl^y Novels 

There is no denying that the mottoes and lyrical fragments of 
the Novels are of all Scott’s work the most difficult part to edit 
His manner of procedure m supplying his chapters with mottoeb 
was indeed calculated, if not designed, to puzzle the critical 
reader He had at last the frankness to avow that they were 
^sometimes quoted from reading, or from memory, but in the 
general case were pure invention ’ It was a simple deception 
when he attributed those fabrications ‘Old Play’ or ‘-N-ew Play/" 
or some anonymous son of the Muses , but the artifice was bolder 
when he advanced to the invention of yerse for Dr Isaac Watts, 
and Sir David Lyndsay Even here his invention did not end 
he found at least a score of titles for non-existent poems from 
which he pretended to quote, and there is some suspicion that he 
also created a poet or two upon whom to father his fabrications. 



IV 
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But, while the difficulty's allowed, the mistakes -and omissions 
in the authoritative edition of 1841 are so numerous and apparent 
as to suggest that Lockhart, when he came to deal with that part 
of his subject, must have abandoned his editorial duties to an under- 
ling For not only are there misprints, and false references t(?n:he 
ch'apters of the Novels, but lines are included which belong right- 
fully*to Wdbster, Beaumort and Fbtcher, Bunyan’ Collins and other 
well-known- writers, and lines are omitted which are" undeniably 
jthe composition of Scott 

Without claiming for this edition absolute accuracy and com- 
pletenes§rl can only say that it corrects several faults in previotis 
editions, and is as complete and accurate as I have been able to 
make it 

In elucidation of the text I have added, but only where it seemed 
necessary, a few brief notes supplemental y to those of Scott and 
Lockhart 


J LOGIE ROBERTSON 
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The bigots of the i^fpn time 
Had call’d his harmless art a crime 
A wandering Harper, scorn’^and poor, 
He begg d his bread from door to door, 
And tuned, to please a peasant’s ear, 
Xhe harp a king had loved to heai 

He pass^ where Newark s stately^ 
tower 

Looks out ''from Yariows birchen 
bofver 

1 he Minstrel gazed with wishful eye — 
No humbler resting place was nigh , 
With hesit 5 iting step at last 
The embattled portal arch he pass’d. 
Whose ponderous grate and massy bar 
Had oft roll’d back the tide of war, 
But never closed the iron door 
Against the desolate and poor 
The Duchess mark’d his weary pace, 
His timid mien, and reverend face, 
And bade her page the menials tell 
That they should tend the old man 
well 

For she had known adversity, 

Though born in such a high degree , 

In pride of power, in beauty’s bloom. 
Had “V^ept o’er Monmouths bloody 
tomb f 

When kifdness had his wants sup- 
plied, 

And the old man was gratified, 

Began to rise his minstrel pride 
And he began to talk anon 
Of good Earl Francis, dead and gone, 
And of Earl Walter, rest him, God > 

A braver ne’er to battle rode , 

And how full many a tale he knew 
Of the o}(i warriors of Buccleuch 
And, would the noble Duchess (iet^n 
To listen to an old man’s strain, 
Though stilf his hand, his v^ice though 
weak, ^ 

He thought even yet, the sooth to 
speak, 

That, if she loved the %arp to hear, 

He could make music to her ear 


The humble boonOvas soon Cbtain’d, 
The aged Minstrel ^oidience gam d 
But, when he reach d the room of 
^ state, ^ 

! Where she with all her ladies sate, 
Perchance he wish’d his boon dlinied 
For, when to tune his harp he tried. 
His tremblingTiand had lost the ease, 
W^iich marks secunty^to please , 

And scents long past, of joy and pain, 
Came wildering o er his aged brain — 
He tried to tune his harp in vain f 
The pitying Duchess prais’d, its 
chime, 

;And gave him heart, and gave him 

time7 

Till every string s according glee 
Was blended into harmony 
And then, he said, he would full fam 
He could recall an ancient strain 
He never thought to sing again 
It was not framed for village churls, 
But for high dames and mighty earls , 
He had play’d it to King Charles the 
Good, 

When he kept court in Holy rood , 
And much he wish d, yet fear’d, to try 
The long forgotten melody 
Amid the strings his fingers stray’d, 
And an uncertain waibling made, 

And oft he shook his hoary head 
But when he caught the measure 
wild, 

The old mail rais’d his face, and 
smil d , 

And lighten’d up his faded eye 
With all a poet’s ecstasy 
In varying cadence, soft or strong, 

He swept the sounding chords along 
The present scene, the future lot, 

His toils, his wants, were all forgot , 
Cold diffiSence, and age’s frost, 

In the full tide of song were lost , 

Each blank, in faithless memory void, 
The poet’s glowing thought supplied , 
And, while his harp responsive rung, 
Twas thus the Latest Minstrel sung 
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Cantfi First 

I 

The feast was over in Branksome 
tower, 

And trie Ladye had gone to her secret 
bower , 

Her bower that was guarded by v\^rd 
and by spell, 

Deadly to hear, and deadly to tell — 
Jesu Maria, shield us well » 

No living wight, save the Ladye alone, 
Ha(* dared to cross the threshold 
stone 

II 

The tables were drawn, it was idlesse 
all, 

Knight, and page, and household 
squire, 

Loiter d through the lofty hall, 

Or crowded round the ample fire 
The stag hounds, weary v.^ith the 
chase. 

Lay stretch’d upon the rushy floor, 
And urg d in dreams, the forest race 
FromTeviot stone to Eskda^e-moor 

Hi 

Nine and twenty knights of fame 
Hung their shields in Branksome 
hall , 

Nme-and> twenty squires of name 
Brought them their steeds to bower 
from stall , 

Nine and twenty yeomen tall 
Waited, duteous, on them all 
They were ail knights of mettle 
true, 

Kinsmen to the bold Buccieuch 

IV 

Ten of them were sheath’<^in steel, 
With belted sword, and spur on heel 
They quitted not their harness bright, 
Neither by day, nor yet by night 
They lay down to rest, 

With corslet laced^ 


PillowM on bucl4^r cold and hard , 
They carv d at the meal 
Wit]^ gloves of steel, 

And they drank the red wine through 
the helmet barr d 

V 

#Ten sqi 4 »res, ten yeomen, mail clad 
men, 

Waited the beck of the wa^jders ten 
Thirty steeds, both fleet and wight, 
Stood saddled m stable day and night, 
Barb d with frontlet of ste^l,*I trow. 
And with Jedwood-axeaf saddlebow, 
A hundred more fed free m stall 
Such was the custom of Branksome 
Hall 

VI 

Why^ do these steeds stand ready 
dight ? 

Why watch these warriors, arm’d, by 
night ? 

They w^atch to hear the blood-hound 
baying 

They watch to hear the war-horn 
braying , 

iTosee St George’sred crossstreaming, 
To see the midnight beacon gleaming 
They watch a;;ainst Southern force 
and guile, 

Lest Scroop, or Howard, or Percy s 
powers. 

Threaten Bianksome s lordly 
towers, 

Fiom Warkworth, or Naworth, or 
merry Carlisle 

VII 

Such IS the custom of Branksjjme Hall 
♦ J/Iany a valiant knight is here , 
But he, the chieftain of them all, 

His swoi d hangs rusting on the wall, 
BesiJe his broken spear. 

Bards long shall tell 
How Lord Walter fell • 

When startkd burghers fled, afar, 

^ The furies of the Border war, 

B 2 
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€$( Mag of t^i^Ma»t (Jfttnofrefj 


When the street|,of high Dunedin 
Saw lances gleam, and falchions 
redden, ^ 

And heard the slogan’s deadlyyell — 
Then the Chief of Branksome fell 

VIII 

Can piety the discord heal, r f 

Or stanch the death-feud s enmity 2 
Can Chris^tian lore, can patriot zeal. 
Can Jove of blessed charity * 

No ’ \ainly to each holy shrine, 

In miftifal pilgrimage, they drew , 
Implor’d in*Vain the grace divine 
For chiefs their own red falchions 
slew 

While Cessford owns the rule of Carr, 
While Ettnck boasts the line of 
Scott, 

The slaughter’d chiefs, the mortal jar, 
The havoc of the feudal war. 

Shall never, never be forgot ’ 

ix 

In sorrow o’er Lord Walter’s bier 
The warlike foresters had bent , 
And many a flower and many a tear f) 
OldTeviot’s maids and matrons lent 
But o’er her warrior’s bloody bier 
The Ladyef dropp d nor flower nor 
tear* 

Vengeance, deep-brooding o’er the 
slain, 

Had lock d the source of softer woe. 
And burning pride and high disdain 
Forbade the nsing tear to flow , 
Until, amid his sorrowing clan, 

Her son lisp d from the nurse s 
kj^ee — 

‘And if I live to be a man, 

My father s death reveng d shall be ’ ’ 
Then fist the mother s tears did seek 
To dew the infant s kaidling cheek 

X 

All loose her negligenrt: attire. 

All loose her golden hair, 


^Hung Margaret o er her slaughter’d 
sue, 

And wept in wild despair 
But n*ot alone tKe bitter tear 
Had filial grief supplied , 

For hopeless love and anxiousi^ear 
Had lent their mingled tide 
Nor in her moChei* s alter d e 
Dsfi’d she to look for ^ympath> 

Her lover, ’gainst her father s clan. 
With Carr in arms had stood, 

When Mathouse burn to Melrose ran 
All purple with their blood , ^ 

And well she knew, her mother dread, , 
<?Before Lord Cranstoun she should wed, 
Would s'ee'ner on her d^ing bed 

XI 

Of noble race the Lad> e came , 

Her father was a clerk of fame, 

Of Bethune s line of Picardie 
He learn d the art that none maj name, 
In Padua, far be^ ond the sea 
Men said he changed his mortal frame 
By feat of magic mystery , 

For when, in studious mood, he pac d 
St Andrew s cloister’d hall, 

His form no darkening shadow trac d 
Upon the sunny wall ' 

xir 

And of his skill, as bards a\ o w, 

He taught that Lad>e fair, 

Till to her bidding she could bow 
The viewless forms of air 
And now she sits m secret bower, 

In old Lord David s western tower, 
And listens to a heavy sound 
That moans the mossy turrets round 
Is it the roar of Teviot s tide, 

That chafes against the scaurs rea 
sidfe ? 

Is it the wind that swings the oaks ’ 

Is it the echo from the rocks ? 

What may it be, the heavy sound. 

That moans old Branksome s turrets 
round ^ 
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fill 

At the sullen, mining sound, 

The ban-dogs bay and howl 
And, from the turrets round, 

Loud whoops the startled owl 
In the hall, both squire and knight 
Swore that a storm was near, 

And looked forth to view the nighj^. 
But the niglft was still and clear • 

XIV 

From the sound of Teviot s tide, 
Chafing with the mountain’s side, 
From the groan of the wind-swung oak. 
From the sullen echo of the rock. 
From the \oice of the coming storm, 
The Ladye knew it well < 

It was the Spirit of the Flood that 
spoke. 

And he call’d on the Spirit of the 
Fell 

XV 

RI\ER SPIRIT 

‘ Sleep’st thou, brother ? ’ 

MOUNTAIN SPIRIT 

‘ Brother, nay— 

On m> hills the moon beams play 
From Craik cross to Skelfhill-pen, 

By every nil, m every glen, 

Meriy elves their morris pacing, 

To afirial minstrelsy, 

Emerald rings on brown heath 
tracing, 

Trip it deft and merrily 
Up, and mark their nimble feet ’ 
Up, and list their music sweet • ’ 

XVI 

RlVrfe SPIRIT 

* Tears of an imprison’d maiden 
Mix with my polluted sfream , 
Margaret of Branksome, sorrow-laden. 
Mourns beneath the moon’s pale 
beam 

Tell me, thou, who view’st the stars, 
When shall ceasfe these feudal jars ^ 


What shall be th^ maiden’s fate? 
Who shall be the maiden’s jmate ? ’ 

XVII 

MOUNTAIN SPIRIT 

‘ Arthur’s slow wain his course doth 
roll 

*In utter darkness round the pole , 

The Northern Bear lowers black and 
gnm, 

Orion’s studded belt is dim , 
Twinkling faint, and distai^t far. 
Shimmers through mist eac"ii planet 
star , 

111 may I read their high decree ’ 
But no kind influence deign they 
shower 

On Te\ lot’s tide and Branksome’s 
tower 

Till pride be quell'd and lo\e be 
free’ 

XVIII 

The unearthly voices ceast, 

And the heavy sound was still , 

It died on the river’s breast. 

It died on the side of the hill 
But round Lord David s towy 
The sound still floated near , 

For it rung in the Lady^’s bower 
And It rung in the Ladye’s ear 
She raised her stately head. 

And her heart throbb’d high with 
pride — 

* Your mountains shall bend, 

And your streams ascend, 

Ere Margaret be our foeman’s bride ’ * 

XIX 

Ladye sought the lofty hall. 
Where many a bold retainer lay. 
And, with jocund dm, among them ail, 
Her son pursued his infant play 
A fancied moss trooper, the boy 
The truncheon of a spear bestrode. 
And round th« hall, right merrily, 

In mimic foray rode 
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t ** — — 


Even bearded knights, in arms grown 
old,^ 

Share in his frolic gambols bore, 
Albeit their hearts of rugged mould 
Were stubborn as the steel they 
wore 

For^he gray warriors prophesied, 
How the*l)ra\e bo>, in futi-re wai, 
Should tamerthe Unicorn’s pride, 
Exalt the Crescent and the Star 


Greet the Father ^eli from Ine , 
Say that the fafcd hour is come, 
An<J, to night he shall watch v\ ith 
thee, ^ 

To win the treasure of the tomb 
For this will be St Michael s nf^ht. 
And, though stars^be dim, the moon 
is bnght^ 

AnS the Cross, of bloody red, 

Will point to the gra\e of the might> 
dead 


XX 


xxin 


The Ladyd forgot her purpose high, 
One moment, and no more , 

One moment gazd with a mothers 
e>e, 

As she paus’d at the arched door 
Then from amid the armed tram, 

She call’d to her W lUiam of Deloraine 


‘ What he gives thee, see thou kcCp , 
Stay not thou for food or sleep 
fffe it scroll ^r be it book, 

Into it, Knight, thou must not look , 
If thou readest, thou art lorn ’ 

Better had st thou ne’er been born ’ 


XXI 

A stark moss trooping Scott was he, 
As e er couch’d Border lance by knee 
Through Solway sands, through Tar- 
ras moss, 

Blindfold, he knew the paths to cross , 
By wily turns, by desperate bounds. 
Had baffled Percy s best blood hounds, 
In Eske, or Liddel, fords were none. 
But he woul^ ride them, one by one , 
Alike to him was time or tide, 
December’s snow, or July’s pride, 
Alike to him was tide or time, 
Moonless midnight, or matin prime 
Steady of heart, and stout of hand, 
As ever drove prey fi om Cumberland , 
Five times outlawed had he been, 

By England’s King, and Scotland s 
Queen 

^ XXII 

^ Sir William of Deloraine, good at 
need, 

Mount thee on the wightest steed , 
Spare not to spur, nor stmt to ride, 
Until thou come to fair Tweedside , 
And m Melrose’s holy ptle 
Seek thou the Monk of St Maiy’s aisle 


wiv 

‘ O svr iftly can speed my dapple grey 
steed, 

Which dunks of the Teviot clear , 
Ere break of day/ the Warrior ’gan 
say, 

* Again will I be here 
rttAnd safer by none ma> ihy errand be 
done, 

Than, noble dame, by me , 

Letter nor line know I never a one, 
Were’t myneck‘verscat Hainbee * 

XXV 

Soon in his saddle sate he fast, 

And soon the steep descent he past, 
Soon cross d the sounding barbican. 
And soon the Teviot side he W'on 
Eastward the wooded path he rode, — 
Green hazels o’er his basnet nod , 

He pass’d the Peel ofGoIdiland, 

And cross’d old Borthwick’s roaring 
straxfd , 

Dimly he view’d the Moat hiirs 
mound, 

Where Druid shades still flitted round , 
In Hawick twinkled many a light , 
Behind him soon they set in night; 
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And So^n he spupr’d his courser keen | 
Beneath the tow^ of Hazeldean 

The clattering hoofs the watchmen 
mark 

* Stand, ho i thou courier of the dark ’ 

‘ For Branksome, Ro '4 the knight re 
join’d, 

And left the friendly tower behind 
He turn’d him now from Teviotside, 
And, guided by the tinkling nil, 
liJorthward the dark ascent did ride, 
And gained the moor at Horslie- 
hill, 

Broad on the left before^ifti lay, 

For many a mile, the Roman way 

XXVII 

A moment now he slack’d his speed, 

A moment breathed his panting steed , 
Drew saddle-girth and corslet-band. 
And loosen’d in the sheath his brand 
On Minto-crags the moonbeams glint. 
Where Barnhill hew’d his bed of 
flint , 

Who flung his outlaw’d limbs to rest,^ 
Where falcons hang their giddy nest, 
Mid cliffs, from whence his eagle eye 
For many a league his prey could spy , 
Cliffs, doubling, on their echoes borne, 
The terrors of the robber’s horn , 

Cliffs, which, for many a later year. 
The warbling Doric reed shall hear, 
When some sad swam shall teach the 
grove, 

Ambition is no cure for love f 

XXVIII 

Unchallengd, thence pass’d Delo- 
raine, 

To ancient Riddel’s fair dfomain, 
Where Aill, fiom mountains freed, 
Down from the lakes did raving come , 
Each wave was crested with tawny 
foam, 

Like the mane of a chestnut steed 


&i.6t (JUtncfref. 


I In vain ’ no torrent, deep or broad. 
Might bar the bold moss-ti ooper’s road 

XXIX 

At the first plunge the horse sunk low. 
And the water broke o’er the saddle- 
bow, 

Abo\e the foaming tide, 5^ ween, ^ 
Scarce ftalf the charger’s neck was 
seen , 

F or he was barded from counter to tail, 
And the rider was arm’d complete in 
mail ^ 

Never heavier man and hors’e 
Stemm d a midnight torrent’s force 
The warrior’s very plume, I say, 

Was daggled by the dashing spray , 
Yet, through good heart, and Our 
Ladye’s grace, 

At length he gain’d the landing-place 

XXX 

Now Bowden Moor the march man 
won, 

And sternly shook his plumed head. 
As glanc’d his eye o’er Halidon 
For on his soul the slaughter red 
Of that unhallow’d morn arose 
When first the Scott and Oarrwere 
foes , 

When royal James beheld the fray, 
Prize to the victor of the day , 

When Home and Douglas, in the van, 
Bore down Buccleuch’s retiring clan, 
Till gallant Cessford’s heart-blood dear 
Reek d on dark Elliot’s Border spear 

XXXI 

In bitter mood he spurred fast, 

And soon the hated heath was past , 
Anj3 flir beneath, in lustre'wan, 

Old Melros’ rose, and fair Tweed ran 
Like some tall lock with lichens grey, 
Seem’d Tiimly huge the dark Abbaye 
When Hawick he pass’d, had curfew 
rung, 

Now midnigjit lauds were in Melrose 
sung 
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The sound, upon the fitful gale, 

In solemn wise did rise and fail, 

Lijce that wild harp whose magic tone 
Is wakened by the winds alone 
But when Melrose he reach d, ’twas 
silence all 

He meetly stabled his steed in stall, 
AncTsought^the convent s lonely wall 


Here paus’d the harp , and with its 
swell 

The Master’s fire and courage fell , 
Dejectedly and low he bow’d. 

And, gazing^timid on the crowd, 

He seem’d to seek in every eye 
If they approv’d his minstrelsy , 

And, diffident of present praise, 
Somewhat he spoke of former days, 
And how old age and wand’rmg long 
Had done his hand and harp some 
wrong 

The Duchess and her daughters fair, 
And eveiy gentle lady there, 

Each after each in due degree. 

Gave praises to his melody , 

His hand was true, his voice was 
clear, 

And mudh they long’d the rest to hear 
Encourag’d thus, the aged man, 

After meet r^ct, again began 


Canto Second 

I 

If thou would’st view fair Melrose 
angnt. 

Go visit it by the pale moonlight , 

For the gay beams of lightsome day 
Gild, but to flout, the ruins grey 
When the broken arches are black in 
night. 

And each shafted or^el glimmers 
white , 


When the cold light Vuncertain^howcr 
Streams on the ruiifd central tower , 
When buttress and buttress, altcr- 
'^nately, ^ 

Seem fram’d of ebon and ivory , 
When silver edges the imagery , 

And the scrolls that teach thee to live 
and die 

WIfLn distant Tweed is«heard to rave, 
And the owlet to hoot o’er the dead 
man’s grave, 

Then go — but go alone the while — 
Then view St David’s ruin’d pile r 
And, home returning, soothly swear, 
\^as never scene so sad and fair » 

IX 

Short halt did Deloraine make there , 
Little reck’d he of the scene so fair 
With dagger’s hilt, on the wicket 
strong, 

He struck full loud, and struck full 
long 

The porter hurried to the gate — 

* Who knocks so loud, and knocks so 
late ^ ’ 

,‘From Branksorae I,’ the warrior 
cried , 

And straight the wicket open’d wide 
For Branksome’s Chiefs had m battle 
stood, 

To fence the rights of fair Melrose , 
And lands and livings, many a rood, 
Had gifted the shnne for their souls’ 
repose 

HI 

Bold Deloraine his errand said , 

The porter bent his humble head , 
With torch in hand, and feet unshod, 
And noiseless step, the path he trod 
The arched cloister, far and wide, 
Rang to thd^warnor s clanking stride, 
Till, stooping low his lofty crest, 

He enter’d the cell of the ancient 
priest, 

And lifted his barred aventayle, 

To hail the Monk of St Mary’s aisle 
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*V 

‘ The Ladye of B Anksome greets thee" 
by me , 

Says, that the fate® hour is come, 
And that to night I shall watch with 
thee, 

To win the treasure of the tomb ’ 
From sackcloth couch Che Monk arose, 

With toil lys stiffen’d limbs'* he 
rear’d , 

A hundred years had flung theirsnows 

On his thin locks and floating beard 

V 

And strangely on the Knight look’d h^ 

And his blue eyes glesfti’CL wuld and 
wide , 

‘ And dar’st thou, Warnor f seek to 
see 

What hea\en and hell alike would 
hide ^ 

My breast, in belt of iron pent, 

With shirt of hair and scourge of 
thorn , 

For threescore years, in penance 
spent, 

My knees those flinty stones have 
worn , 

Yet all too little to atone 
For knowing what should ne’er be 
known 

Would’st thou thy e\ ery future year 
In ceaseless prayer and penance 
drie, 

Yet wait thy latter end with fear — 
Then, daring Warrior follow me’ 

VI 

‘ Penance, father, will I none , 

Prayer know I hardly one , 

For mass or prayer can I larely 
tarry, 

Save to patter an Ave Mar^ , 

When I nde on a Border foray 
Other prayer can I none , , 

So speed me m3, errand, and let me be 
gone’ 


VII 

Again on the Knight Ipok d the 
Churchman old, 

And again he sighed hea\ 1I3. , 

For he had himself been a warnor 
bold. 

And fought in Spam and Jtalj. 

•And he fought on the dajffe that w ere 
long since by 

When his limbs were strong and his 
courage was high 

Now, slow and faint, he led thewa}, 
Where, cloister’d round, fhe garden 
lay, 

The pillar’d arches were o\er their 
head, 

And beneath their feet w’-ere the hones 
of the dead 

VIII 

Spreading herbs, and flowerets bright, 
Glisten’d with the dew of night , 

Nor herb, nor flow’-eret, glisten’d there, 
But was carv’d in the cloister-arches 
as fair 

The Monk gazed long on the lo\ elj 
moon, 

Then into the night he looKed forth, 
And red and bnght the streamers 
light 

Were dancing in the glowing 
north 

So had he seen, m fair Castile, 

The youth in glittering squadron^! 
start, 

Sudden the flying jennet wheel, 
And hurl the unexpected dart 
He knew, by the streamers that shot 
so bright, 

Th^t spirits wi^ere riding the northern 
light 

IX 

By a steel clench d postern door, 
They enter’d now the chancel tall , 
The darken’c^ roof rose high aloof 
On pillars loftj and light and small 

B 3 
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The key-s^-one, that lock’d e^ch ribbed 
aisl^, * 

Wasa fleur-de lys, ora quatre-feuille , 
The corbells were carvd grotesque 
and grim , 

And the pillars, with cluster’d shafts 
so trim, 

Witft base and with capital l^ounsh’d 
around, 

Seem’d bundles of lances which gar- 
lands had bound 

^ f ^ 

Full many a scutcheon and banner 
riven, 

Shook to the cold night wind of heaven. 
Around the screened altar’s pale , 
And there the dying lamps did burn, 
Before thy low and lonely urn, 

O gallant Chief of Otterburne • 

And thine, dark Knight of Liddes 
dale f 

0 fading honours of the dead < 

O high ambition, lowly laid * 

XI 

The moon on the east onel shone 
Through slender shafts of shapely , 
s4one, 

By foliaged tracery combin’d , 

Ihou wouldi’st have thought some 
fairy’s hand 

’Twixt poplars straight the ozier wand, 
In many a freakish knot, had twin'd , 
Then fram’d a spell, when the work 
was done, 1 

And chang d the willow- wreatns to 
stone 

The silver light, so pale and faint, 
Skew’d many a prophet, and many a 
saint, ^ <- 

Whose image on the glass was dyed, 
Full in the midst, his Cross of Red 
Triumphant Michael brandidaed, 

And trampled the Apostate’s pride 
The moon-beam kiss’d the holy pane, 
And threw on the pavement a bloody 
stain 


XZXit 

5rhey sate them ddwn on a marble 
^ stone 

(A Scottish m6narch slept below) 
Thus spoke the Monk, m solemn tone 
‘ I was not always a man of \\ oe , 
For Paynim countries I have trod, 
And fought benlath the Cross of God 
! No^, strange to my eyes thine arms 
appear, 

And their iron clang sounds strange 
to my ear 

xin 

these far climes it was my lot 
To meet therwondrous Michael Scott , 
A wizard, of such dreaded fame. 
That when, m Salamanca’s cave, 

Him listed his magic wand to wave, 
The bells would ring in Notre 
Dame * 

Some of his skill he taught to me , 
And, Warrior, I could say to thee 
The words that cleft Eildon h’Us in 
three. 

And bndled the Tweed with a curb 
of stone 

But to speak them were a deadly sm , 
Ard for having but thought them my 
heart Within, 

A treble penance must be done 

XIV 

* When Michael lay on his dying bed, 
His conscience was awakened 
He bethought him of his sinful deed, 
And he gave me a sign to come with 
speed 

I was in Spam when the morning rose, 
But I stood by his bed ere evening 
close 

The wordSmay not again be said, 
That he spoke to me, on death-bed 
laid , 

They would rend this Abbaye’s massy 
nave, 

And pile it in heaps above his grave 
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tv 

* I swore to bury*?iis Mighty Book, 
That never mortal mi^ht therein»look , 
And never to tell where it was hid, 
Save at his Chief of Branksome’sneed 
And when that need was past and 

o er, 

Again the volume to restore 
I buried him oft St Michael’s night, 
When the bell toll’d one, and the 
moon was bright, 

And I dug his chamber among the 
• dead, 

When the floor of the chancel was 
stained red, 

That his patron’s cross might over him 
wave, 

And scare the fiends from the Wizard s 
grave 

XVI 

' It was a night of woe and dread, 
When Michael in the tomb I laid < 
Strange sounds along the chancel 
pass’d. 

The banners wav d without a blast’ — 
— Still spoke the Monk, when the 
bell toll d one ' — 

I tell you, that a braver man 
Than William of Deloraine, good at 
need, 

Against a foe ne’er spurr’d a steed , 
Yet somewhat was he chill’d with 
dread, 

And his hair did bristle upon his head 

WII 

* Lo, Warrior > now, the Cross of Red 
Points to the grave of the mighty dead, 
Within It burns a wondrous light, 

To chase the spirits that love the 

night 

That lamp shall burn unquSnchably, 
Until the eternal doom shall be ’ 

Slow mov’d the Monk to the broad 
flag-stone, 

Which the bloody cross was trac’d 
upon 


He pointed to a secret nook , 

An iron bar the Warrior tOiok , 

And the Jlonk made a sign with his 
wither’d hand, 

The grave’s huge portal to expand 

XVIII 

With beAmg heart totheiasK ne went , 
His sinewy frame o’er the* grave stone 
bent, 

With bar of iron heav’d amain, 

Till the toil drops fell from ii\s brows, 
like ram 

It was by dint of passing strength, 
That he moved the massy stone at 
length 

I would you had been there, to see 
Howthe light broke forth so gloriously, 
Stream’d upward to the chancel roof, 
And through the galleries far aloof * 
No earthly flame blazed e’er so bright 
It shone like heaven’s own blessed 
light, 

And, issuing from the tomb, 
Show’d the Monk’s cowl, and visage 
pale, 

Danc’d on the dark brow d 'V^i^rnor’s 
mail, 

And kiss’d his waving glume 

XIX 

Before their eyes the Wizard lay, 

As if he had not been dead a day 
His hoary beard in silver roll’d, 

He seem’d some seventy winters old , 

A palmer’s amice wrapp’d him 
round, 

With a wrought Spani^ baldric 
bound, 

JLike a pilgrim from beyond the 
sea 

His left hand held his Book of 
Might , 

A silver cross was in his right , 
The lamp*was placed beside his 
knee 
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High and majestic "yvas his look, 

At which fhefellest fiends had shook, 
And all unruffled was his fa^e 
They trustedhis soul had gotten grace 

XX 

Often had Wilham of Deloraine 
Rode through the battle C blood\ ^ 
plain; 

And trampled down thev, amors slam, 
And neither known remorse noi 
awe , 

Yet now remorse and awe he ownM , 
His breath came thick, his head swam 
round, 

When this strange scene of death 
he saw 

Bewilder’d and unnerv’d he stood. 
And the priest pray’d feivently and 
loud 

With eyes averted prayed he , 

He might not endure the sight to see, 
Of the man he had lov’d so biotherlj 

XXI 

And when the priest his death-prayer ^ 
fead pray’d, 

Ihus unto Deloiaine he said — 

*Now, spee^jl thee what thou hast to 
do, 

Or, Warrior, we may dearly rue , 

For those thou may’st not look upon 
Are gathering fast round the yawning 
stone I ’ 

Then Deloraine, in terror, took 
From the cold hand the Mighty Book, 
With iron clasp’d, and with iron bound 
He thought, as he took it, the dead 
man frown’d , ^ 

But the glare of the sepulchral light, 
Perchance, had dazzled the warrior’s 
sight 

xxri 

When the huge stone sunk o’er the 
tomb, 

The night return d in double gloom , 


^or the moon had gdiie dow n,^and the 
stars were 

And, as the Knight and Priest with- 
drew, ^ 

With waiering steps and dizz\ brain, 
They hardly might the postern gain 
Tis said, as tlnough the aisles tht> 
pass’d, ^ 

ThS^ heardstiange noises on the blast, 
And thiough the cloister galleries 
small. 

Which at mid height thread the chan- 
cel wall. 

Loud sobs, and laughter louder, ran, 
j^nd \ oices unlike the voice of man , 
As if the neiids kept holiday , 

Because these spells were brought 
to da^ 

I cannot tell how the truth ma^ be , 

I say the tale as ’twas said to me 

\XII 

‘Now, hie thee hence,’ the Father 
said, 

‘ And when we are on death-bed laid, 
O may our dear Lad^e and sweet 
St John, 

Forgue our souls for the deed we 
have done ^ ’ 

The Monk return’d him to his cell, 
And man> a prayer and penance 
sped, 

When the con\ ent met at the noon 
tide bell — 

The Monk of St Mary’s aisle w as 
dead * 

Before the cioss was the bodj laid, 
With hands clasp’d fast, as if still he 
pray’d 

XXIV 

The Knight breath’d free in the 
morning wind, 

And strove his hardihood to find 
He was glad when he pass’d the 
tombstones grey, 

Which girdle round the fair Abbaye , 
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For th% mystic fiook, to his bosom 
prest, 

Felt like a load upon his bi east , 

And his joints, 'wit% nerves of iron 
twin’d, 

Shook, like the aspen leaves m wind 
Full fam was he when the dawn of day 
Began to brighten "Cheviot grey , 

He joy’d to s^ the cheerful Iightf 
And he said Ave Mary, as well as he 
might 

\xv 

The sun had brighten’d Cheviot grey. 
The sun had bnghten’d the Cai tei^s 
side , 

And soon beneath the rising day 
Smil’d Branksome towers and 
Teviot’s tide 

The wild birds told their warbling tale. 
And waken’d every flower that 
blows , 

And peeped forth the violet pale, 

And spread her breast the mountain 
rose 

And lovelier than the rose so red, 

Yet paler than the violet pale, 

She early left her sleepless bed, 

The fairest maid of Teviotdale 

XXVI 

Why does fair Margaret so early awake, 
And don her kirtle so hastilie , 

And the silken knots, which m hurry 
she would make, 

Why tremble her slender fingers to 
tie , 

Why does she stop, and look often 
around, 

As she glides down the secret stair , 
And why does she pat the shaggy 
blood-hound, 

As he rouses him up from his lair , 
And, though she passes the postern 
alone, 

Why IS not the watchman’s bugle 
blown ? 


XXVII 

The Ladye steps in doubt and dread, 
Lest hej; watchful mother hear her 
tread , 

The Ladye caresses the rough blood- 
hound. 

Lest his voice should waken the castle 
r^und , 

The watchman’s bugle is not blown, 
For he was her foster-fatl^er s son , 
And she glides through the greenwood 
at dawn of light 

To meet Baron Henry, hir own true 
knight 

XXVIII 

The Knight and Ladye fair aie met, 
And under the hawthorn’s boughs are 
set 

A fairer pair were never seen 
To meet beneath the hawthorn green 
He was stately, and young, and tall , 
Dreaded in battle, and lov’d in hall 
And she, when love, scarce told, scarce 
hid, 

Lent to her cheek a livelier red , 
When the half sigh her swelling breast 
Against the silken ribbon pr§st , 
When her blue eyes their secret told. 
Though shaded by her locks of gold— 
Where would youfind the peerless fair. 
With Margaret of Branksome might 
compare f 

XXIX 

And now, fair dames, methinks I see 
You listen to my minstrelsy , 
Yourwavmg locks ye backward throw, 
And sidelong bend your necks ot 
% snow 

Ye*ween to hear a melting tale. 

Of two true lovei s in a dale , 

And Sow the Knight, with tender 
fire, 

To paint his faithful passion strove, 
Swore he ^ight at her feet expire^ 
But never, never cease to love , 
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And how she blushed, and how she 
sigVd, 

And, half consenting, half denied, 
And said that she would die a maid , — 
Yet, might the bloody feud be stay’d, 
Henry of Cranstoun, and only he, 

Ma^aret of Branksome’s choice should 

be 

XXX 

Alas • fair cjaniss, y our hopes are vain ’ 
My harp has lost the enchanting 
strain , 

Its lightness would my age reprove 
My hairs are grey, my limbs are old. 
My heart is dead, my veins are cold 
I may not, must not, sing of love 

XXXI 

Beneath an oak, moss’d o’er by eld. 
The Baron’s Dwarf his coureer held. 
And held his crested helmandspear 
That Dwarf was scarce an earthly 
man, 

If the tales were true that of him ran 
Through all the Border, far and 
near 

’Twas said, when the Baron a-hunting 
rode 

Through Reedsdale’s glens, but rarely 
trod, 

He heard a voice cry, * Lost ’ lost * 
lost ' ’ 

And, like tennis ball by racket toss’d, 
A leap, of thirty feet and three. 
Made from the gorse this elfin shape, 
Distorted like some dwarfish ape, 
And lighted at Lord Cranstoun’s 
knee 

Lord Cjpanstoun was some whit 
dismay’d , ^ 

’Tis said that five good miles he 
rade, ^ 

To nd him of his company , 

But where he rode one mile, the Dwarf 
ran four, 

And the Dwarf was firs* at the castle 
door 


This pKish D\’\^ri \Mth the Baron 
staid , 

Little he ate, and less he spoke, 

Nor mingled with the menial flock 
And oft apart his firms he toss’d, 

An^ often mutter’d ‘ Lost * lost ’ lost 
lie was waspish, arch, and htherlie, 
But well Lord Cranstoun serv^cd ht 
And he of his service was full fain , 
For once ne had been ta’en or sHin, 
An it had not been for his mmisti y 
All between Home and Hermitage 
Talk’d 0^. I,prd Cranstoun s Gobhn- 
Page 

XXMII 

For the Baron went on pilgrimage, 
And took with him this elvish Page, 
To Mary s Chapel of the Lowes 
For there, beside our Ladye’s lake, 
An offering he had sworn to make, 
And he would pa> his vows 
But the Lad} e of Branksome gather'd 
a band 

.Of the best that would ndc at her 
command 

The trystmg place w as Newark Lee 
Watof Haiden came thither amain 
And thither came John of Thirleslane, 
And thither came W illiam of Delorainc , 
They were three hundied speais 
and three 

Through Douglas burn, up Yarrow 
stream, 

Their horses prance, their lances gleam 
They came to St Mary’s lake ere da} , 
But the chapel was void, and the 
Baron away 

They burn’d the chapel for very zage, 
And curs’ dy Lord Cianstoun’s Goblm- 
Page 

XXXIV’- 

And now, m Branksome s good green- 
wood, 

As under the aged oak he stood, 


x\xfi 

^ c 

Use lessens marvel, ^t is said 
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The Bsft-on’s courtser pricks his ears, 
As if a distant n^e he hears 
The Dwarf waves his long lean arm 
on high, 

And signs to the lovers to part and fly, 
No time was then to vow or sigh 
Fair Margaret through the hazel grove, 
Flew like the startied^ushat dove 
The Dwarf th^ stirrup held and rSn , 
Vaulted the Knight on his steed amain, 
And, pondering deep that mornings 
scene. 

Rode eastward through the hawthorns 
green 

While thus he pour’d the lengthen’d 
tale. 

The Minstrel’s voice began to fail 
Full slyly smiled the observant page, 
And gave the wither’d hand of age 
A goblet, crown’d with mighty wine, 
The blood of Velez’ scorched vine 
He raised the silver cup on high, 
And, while the big drop fill’d his eye, 
Pray’d God to bless the Duchess long. 
And all who cheer’d a son of song 
The attending maidens smiled to see 
How long, how deep, how zealously. 
The precious juice the Minstrel quafFd, 
And he, embolden’d by the draught, 
Look’d gaily back to them, and laugh’d 
The cordial nectar of the bowl 
Swell d his old veins, and cheer’d his 
soul , 

A lighter, livelier prelude ran. 

Ere thus his tale again began 


Canto Third. 

I 

A^D said I that my limbs were old. 
And said I that my blood was cold. 
And that my kindly fire was fled, 
And my poor wither’d heart was dead, 
And that I might not sing of love * -- 


IS 


How could I to the dearest theme, 
That ever warm’d a minstrel’s dream. 

So foul, so false a recreant prove * 
How could I name love’s very name, 
Nor wake my heart to notes of flame f 

II 

(iln peac|, Love tunes th^ shepherd’s 
reed , 

In war, he mounts the warrior’s steed , 
In halls, m gay attire is seen , ^ 

In hamlets, dances on the green 
Love rules the court, the? camp, the 
grove. 

And men below, and saints above , 
For love is heaven, and heaven is lo\e 

III 

So thought Lord Cranstoun, as 1 
ween, 

While, pondering deep the tender 
scene. 

He rode through Branksome’s haw- 
thorn green 

But the Page shouted wild and 
shrill, 

And scarce his helmet could he 
don. 

When downward from the shadj 
hill 

A stately knight came pricking 
on 

That warrior’s steed, so dapple-gray. 
Was dark with sweat, and splashed 
witn clay , 

His armour red with many a stain ‘ 
He seem’d m such a weary plight, 

As if he had ridden the live long 
night , 

% ^or it was William of Deloraine 

IV 

But no whit weary did he seem,. 
When, dancing in the sunny beam^ 
He mark’d the crane on the Baron’s 
crest ^ 

For his ready spear was in his rest 
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F ew were the words, and stern and 
higlj, 

That marked the foemeii^s teudal 
hate , 

For question fierce, and proud reply, 
Gave signal soon of dire debate 
Their \ ery coursers seem’d to know 
That each "v^as other’s mortal^oe, 

And snorted fire, when wheel’d 
around 

To give each foe his vantage-ground 

In rapid round the Baron bent , 

He Sigh’d a sigh, and prayd a 
prayer 

The prayer was to his patron saint, 
The sigh was to his ladye fair 
Stout Deloraine nor sigh’d nor pray’d, 
Nor saint, nor ladye, call’d to aid , 
But he stoop d his head, and couch’d 
his spear, 

And spurred his steed to full career 
Themeeting of these champions proud 
Seem’d like the bursting thunder 
cloud 

VI 

Stern wSs the dint the Borderer lent ’ 
The stately Baron backwards bent , 
Bent backwa'^ds to his horse’s tail. 
And his plumes went scattering on 
the gale , 

The tough ash spear, so stout and 
true, 

Into a thousand flinders flew 
But Cranstoun’s lance, of more avail, 
Pierc’d through, like silk, the Bor 
derer’s mail , 

Through shield, and jack, and acton, 
past, e ^ 

Deep in his bosom broke at last — 
Still sate the warrior saddle ^st, 

Till, stumbling m the mortal shock, 
Down went the steed, the girthing 
broke, 

Hurl’d on a heap lay m^ and horse 
The Baron onward pass’d his course , 


JSTorknew—so gidd>^oIled hi&Wain — 
His foe lay stretch’<f*upon the plain 

But when he rein d his course'* round, 
And saw his foeman on the ground 
Lie senseless as the bloody clay, 
fv He bade his pa^ to stanch the wound, 
id there beside the^warrior staj , 
Aind tend him in his doubtful state, 
And lead him to Branksome castle 
gate 

His noble mind was inly mo\ cd ^ 
For the kinsman of the maid he loved 
^ F'his shalt thou do without delay 
No loiigeFhCre myself may stay^ , 
Unless the swifter I speed away% 
Short shnft will be at my dying day*" ’ 

vin 

Away in speed Lord Cranstoun rode , 
The Goblin Page behind abode , 

His lords command he ne’er with- 
stood, 

Though small his pleasui e to do good 
As the corslet off he took, 

^The Dwarf espied the Mighty Book ' 
Much he marvell d a knight ot pndt, 
Like a book bosom’d pi lest should 
ride 

He thought not to search or stanch 
the wound 

Until the secret he had found 

i\ 

The iron band, the iron clasp, 
Resisted long the elfin grasp 
For when the first he had undone, 

It closed as he the next begun 
Those iron, clasps, that iron band. 
Would not ;5rield to unchnsten’d hand, 
Till he smear’d the cover o’er 
With the Borderer’s curdled gore , 

A moment then the volume spread, 
And one short spell therein he read 
It had much of glamour might , 

Could make a ladye seem a knight , 
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The cobwebs off a dungeon wail 
Seem tapestry A lordly hall , 

A nut shell seem a gilded bar^e, 

A sheehng seem a^alace large, 

And youth seem age, and age seem 
youth 

All w as delusion, nought was truth 


He had not read another spell, 

When on his cheek a buffet fell. 

So fierce, it stretch’d him on the plain 
B^^side the wounded Deloraine 
From the ground he rose d smay’d, 
And shook his huge and matted hdkd , 
One word he mutter’d, aifd no more, 

* Man of age, thou smitest sore » ' 

No more the Elfin Page durst try 
Into the wondrous Book to pry , 

The clasps, though smear’d with 
Christian gore, 

Shut faster than they were before 
He hid it underneath his cloak 
Now, if you ask who gave the stfoke, 
I cannot tell, so mot I thrive , 

It was not given by man alive 

XI 

Unwillingly himself he address’d, 

To do his master s high behest 
He lifted up the living corse, 

And laid it on the weary horse , 

He led him into Branksome hall, 
Before the beards of the warders all , 
And each did after swear and say 
There only pass’d a wain of hay 
He took him to Lord David’s tower, 
Even to the Ladye’s secret bower , 
And, but that stronger spells were 
spread, 

And the door might not be opened, 
He had laid him on her^ery bed 
Whate’er he did of gramarye 
Was always done maliciously , 

He flung the warrior on the ground. 
And the blood well’d freshly from the 
wound. 


31 

XII 

As he repass’d the outer fourt, 

He spied the fair young child at sport 
He thought to train him to the wood , 
For, at a word be it understood, 

He was always for ill, and never for 
good 

Seem’^ to the boy, some'*comi ade gay 
Led him forth to the wpods to play , 
On the drawbridge the warders stout 
Saw a terrier and lurcher passing out 

XIII 

He led the boy o’er bank and fell, 
Until they came to a woodland 
brook , 

The running stream dissolv’d the 
spell, 

And his own elvish shape he took 
Could he have had his pleasure vilde, 
He had crippled the joints of the 
noble child , 

Or, with his fingers long and lean, 
Had strangled him m fiendish spleen 
But his awful mother he had m dread, 
And also his power was limited , 

So he but scowl d on the startled child, 
And darted through the forest wild , 
The woodland brook he bounding 
cross’d, 

And laugh’d, and sBouted, ' Lost » 
lost ^ lost t ’ 

XIV 

Full sore amaz’d at the wondrous 
change, 

And frighten’d, as a child might be, 
At the wild yell and visage strange, 
And the dark words of gramarye, 
The child, amidst the forest bower, 
^ood rooted like a lily flower , 

And when at length, with trembling 
Dace, 

He sought to find where Brank- 
some lay, 

He fear’d to see that grisly face 
Glare ^rom some thicket on his 
way 
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Thus, startini^ oft, he journeyM on. 
And deeper^ in the wood is gone, — 
For aye the more he sought his way. 
The farther still he went astr^, — 
Until he heard the mountains round 
Ring to the baying of a hound 

XV 

And hark » ^nd hark * the deep 
mouth’d bark 

Comes nigher still, and nigher 
Bursts on the path a daik blood 
hotmfi, 

His tawny mazzle track’d the ground, 
And his red eye shot fire 
Soon as the wilder’d child saw he. 

He flew at him right funouslie 
I ween you would have seen with joy 
The bearing of the gallant boy. 

When, worthy of his noble sire, 

His wet cheek glow’d ’twixt fear and 
lie * 

He faced the blood-hound manfully, 
And held his little bat on high , 

So fierce he struck, the dog, afraid, 

At cautious distance hoarsely bay’d, 

But still m act to spring , 

When dash’d an archer through the 
glade, 

And when he# saw the hound was 
stay’d, 

He drew his tough bow stnng , 

But a rough voice cried, * Shoot not, 
hoy I 

Ho f shoot not, Edward , ’tis a boy t » 

XVI 

The speaker issued from the wood, 

And check d his fellow’s suily mood. 
And <|uell’d the ban-dog’s ire 
He was an English yeoman good. 

And born in Lancashire 
Well could he hit a fallow deer 
Five hundred feet him fro , 

With hand more true, and eye more 
clear, 

No archer bended bow 


B[is coal black hair, ^horn loufid and 
close, fft 

Set off his sun burn d face 
Old England s sigif, St George s ci oss, 
His barret cap did gi ace , 

His bugle horn hung by his side, 

All m a wolf skm baldric tied , 
f And his short falOiion sharpand cleai , 
Had pierc d the throat otoany a deer 

WIT 

His kiltie made of forest green, 
Reach’d scantl;^ to his knee , 

And, at his belt, of arrow's keen 
^ furbish’d sheaf bore he , 

Hxs buckler, 3r:arce in breadth a span, 
No larger fence had he , 

He never counted him a man, 

Would strike below the knee 
His slacken’d bow was in his hand. 
And the leash that was his blood 
hound’s band 

XMII 

He w'ould not do the fair child harm, 
But held him wuth his powerful aim. 
That he might neither fight nor flee , 
for wdien the Red Cross spied he, 

The boy strove4ong and violently 
' Now, by St George,’ the ii chei cries, 

" Edward, methinks wc ha\e a piizc « 
This boy ’s fair face, and courage free, 
Show he IS come ot high degree ’ 

‘ Yes ’ I am come of high degree, 

For I am the heu of boIdBuccIeuch, 
And, if thou dost not set me tree, 

False Southron, thou shait dearly 
rue f 

For Walter of Harden shall come w ith 
speed, 

And William^ of Deloraine, good at 
need, 

And every Scott, from Esk to Tweed, 
And, if thou dost not let me go, 

Despite thy arrows and thy bow, 

I'll have thee bang’d to feed the crowt’ 
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*Gramerc3^ fo?^* thy good-will, fair 
boy ♦ 

My mind was never set so high , 

But if thou art chief of such a clan, 
And art the son of such a man, 

And ever comest to thy command, 

Our wardens had need tokeep^ood* 
order ^ 

M3 bow of yew to a hazel wand, 

Thou ’It make them work upon the 
Border 

Meantime, be pleased to come with I 
me, 

For good Lord Dacre shalt thou 39 e , 

I think our work is well begun. 

When w e have taker thy father s son ’ 

XXI 

Although the child was led away, 

In Branksome still he seem’d to stay. 
For so the Dwarf his part did pla3 , 
And, in the shape of that young boy. 
He wrought the castle much annoy 
The comrades of the young Buccleuch 
He pinch’d, and beat, and overthrew , 
Na3, some of them hewellnighslew 
He tore Dame Maudlin’s silken tire. 
And, as Sym Hall stood by the fire. 
He lighted the match of his bandolier, 
And wofully scorch’d the hackbuteer 
It may be hardly thought or said. 

The mischief that the urchin made. 
Till many of the castle guess d. 

That the 3’'oung Baron w as possess’d * 

XMI 

Well I ween the charm he held 
The noble Ladye had soon dispell’d , 
But she was deeply busied then 
To tend the wounded Deloraine 
Much she wonder’d tS find him he 
On the stone threshold stretch’d 
along , 

She thought some spirit of the sky 
Had done the bold moss-trooper 
wrong, 


Met (Wltfieivit 

a_ 

Because, despite her precept dread. 
Perchance he in the B00I5 had read , 
But the broken lance in his bosom 
Itood, 

And it was earthly steel and wood 

\XIII 

She drew the splinter fropi the wound, 
And*with a chaira she stanch’d the 
blood , ’ 

She bade the gash be cleans’d and 
bound 

No longer by his couclj she stood , 
But she has ta’en the broken lance. 
And wash d it from the clotted gore. 
And salv ed the splinter o’er and o’er 
William of Deloraine, in trance. 
Whene’er she turn’d it round and 
round. 

Twisted as if she gall’d his wound 
Then to her maidens she did say 
That he should be whole man and 
sound 

Within the course of a night and 
da3 

Full long she toil’d , for she did rue 
Mishap to fi lend so stout and true 

XXIV 

So pass’d the day , the evening fell, 
’Twas near the time o&curfew bell , 
The air was mild, the wind was calm, 
The stream was smooth, the dew was 
balm, 

E’en the rude watchman on the tower 
Enjoy’d and bless d the lovely hour 
Far more fair Margaret loi^’d andbless’d 
The hour of silence and of rest 
On the high turret sitting lone. 

She waked at times the lute’s soft tone , 
♦Tpuch’d a wnld note, and all between 
Thought of the bower of hawthorns 
^reen 

Her golden hair stream’d free from 
band, 

Her fair cheek rested on her hand. 
Her blue ejpes sought the west afar, 
For lov ers lo\ e the western star 
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Is yon the star, o’er Penchi^st Pen, 
That rises slowly to her ken, ^ 

And, spreading broad its wavering 
light, 

Shakes its loose tresses on thenight^ 
Is yon red glare the western star 2 
O, ’tis the beacon blaze of wai?* 
Scarce could she draw her tighten’d 
breatl;i, 

For well she knew the fire of death • 

XXVI 

The Warder view’d it blazing strong, 
And blew his war note loud and long, 
I ill, at the high and haughty sound, 
Rock, wood, and rivei rung around 
The blast alarm’d the festal hall, 

And startled forth the warriors all , 
Far downwaid, in the castle-yard. 

Full many a toich and cresset glared , 
And helms and plumes, confusedly 
toss’d. 

Were m the blaze half seen, half-lost, 
And spears in wild disorder shook, 
Like reeds beside a frozen brook 

xwn 

The Seneschal, whose silver hair 
Was redden’ dAy the torches^ glare, 
Stood in the midst with gesture proud, 
And issued forth his mandated loud 
* On Penchryst glows a bale of fire, 
And three are kmdling on Priest- 
haughswire , 

Ride out, nde out, 

The foe to scout ’ 

Hount, mount for Branksome, every 
man^ 

Thou, Todrig, warn the Johnstojaer 
clan. 

That ever are true and stout , 

Ye need not send to LiddesdsSe, 

For when they see the blazing bale, 
Elliots and Annstrongs never fail 
Ride, Alton, ride, for death and life ! 
And warn the Warder of the strife 


Young Gilbert, let OLfi- beacon blaze, 
durkm, and clan, andTfncnds to raise ’ 

xxf/iii 

Fair Margaret from the turret head 
Heard, far below, the coursers’ tread, 
While loud the harness rung 
fAs to their seatsf with clamour dread, 
Thte ready horsemen sprung 
And trampling hoofs, and iron coats, 
And leaders’ voices mingled notes, 
And out ’ and out 1 
In hasty route, 

The horsemen gallop’d forth , 
Du^^persing to the south to scout, 

And easf, a^d west, and north, 

To view their coming enemies. 

And warn their vassals and allies 

xxi\ 

The ready page, with hun led hand, 
Awaked the need-fire’s slumbering 
brand, 

And ruddy blush'd the heav en 
For a sheet of flame fiom the turret 
high 

Wav’d like a blood-flag on the sky, 

All flaring and une\cn , 

And soon a score of flies, I ween, 
From height, and hill, and cliff, were 
seen , 

Each with warlike tidings fraught, 
Each from each the signal caught , 
Each after each they glanc’d to 
sight. 

As stars arise upon the night 
They gleam’d on many a dusky 
tarn, 

Haunted by the lonely earn, 

On many a cairn’s grey pyramid, 
Where urns of mighty chiefs he hid 
Till high DuTiedm the blazes saw 
From Soltra and Dumpender Law, 
And Lothian heard the Regent s 
order 

That all should bowne them for the 
Border 
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The livelong ni^t in Branksorae rang 
The ceaseless sound of stecj , 

The castle-bell, wim backward clang, 
Sent forth the larum peal , 

Was frequent heard the heavy jar, 
Where massy stone and iron bar 
Were piled on ecnoing keep and^ 
tower* 

To whelm the foe with deadly shower. 
Was frequent heaid the changing 
guard, 

ASid watch-word from the sleepless ; 
ward , 

While, wearied by the endless di:i^ 
Blood hound and ban dogyell’d with- I 
in I 

XXXI 

The noble Dame, amid the broil, 
Shared the grey Seneschal’s high toil. 
And spoke of danger with a smile , 
Cheer’d the young knights, and 
council sage 

Held w ith the chiefs of riper age 
No tidings of the foe were brought. 
Nor of his numbers knew they aught^ 
Nor what in time of truce he sought 
Some said that there were thou 
sands ten , 

And others ween’d that it was 
nought 

But Leven clans, or Tynedale men, 
Who came to gather m black-raail , 
And Liddesdale, with small avail. 
Might drive them lightly back agen 
So pass’d the anxious night away, 

And welcome was the peep of day 


Ceas’d the high sound The listening 
throng 

Applaud the Master of the Song , 
And marvel much, in helpless age, 

So hard should be his pilgrimage 
Had he no friend, no daughter dear, 
His w andering toil to share and cheer, 


No son to be his father’s staj , 

And guide him on the rugged way ? 
‘Ay, once he had — but he’ was dead i ’ 
Upon the harp he stoop d his head, 
And busied himself the strings withal 
To hide the tear that fain would fall 
In solemn measure, soft and slow, 
Arose a father’s notes of woe 


Canto Fourth 

I 

Sweet Teviot • on thy silver tide 
The glaring bale fires blaze no 
more, 

No longer steel-clad warriors ride 
Along thy wild and willow’d shore , 
Where’er thou wmd’st, by dale or hill. 
All, all is peaceful, all is still, 

As if thy waves, since Time was 
born, 

Since first they roll’d upon the Tweed, 
Had only heard the shepherd’s reed. 
Nor staited at the bugle-horn 

II 

Unlike the tide of human time, — 
W’hich, though it cjjange in cease- 
less flow, 

Retains each gnef, retains each crime 
Its earliest course was doom d to 
know, 

And, darker as it downward bears, ' 
Is stain’d with past and present teal’s 
Low as that tide has ebb’d with me. 
It still reflects to Memory’s eye 
The hour my brave, my only boy 
Fell by the side of great Dundee 
why, when the volleying musket 
play d 

AgainSt the bloody Highland blade, 
Why was not I beside him laid * 
Enough, h e died the death of fanie . 
Enough vTlth conquering 

Graeme 
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Now over J^order dale and fell 

Full wide and far was terror spread , 
For pathless marsh, and mountain 
cell, 

The peasant left his lowly shed 
The frighten d flocks and herds were 
pent 

Beneath the peel’s rude battlement , 
And maids and matrons dropp’d the 
tear, 

While ready warriors seiz’d the spear 
Prom Brank^ome’s towers, the watch- 
man s eye 

Bun wreaths of distant smoke can 

spy» 

Which, curling in the rising sun, 
Show’d southern ravage was begun 

IV 

Now loud tne heedful gate- ward 
cried — 

* Prepare ye all for blows and 
blood » 

Watt Tinlinn, from the Liddel side, 
Comes wading through the flood 
Full oft the Tynedale snatchers knock 
At his lone gate, and prove the lock , 

It was but last St Barnabnght 
They siegd l^m a whole summer 
night, 

But fled at morning , well they knew 
in vam he never twang d the yew 
Right sharp has been the evening 
shower 

That drove him from his Liddel towei , 
And, by my faith/ the gate-ward said, 

^ I think ’twill prove a Warden Raid ’ 

V 

#■ * 

While thus he spoke, the bold yeoman 
Enter'd the echoing barbican 
He led a small and shaggy nag^ 

That through a bog, from hag to hag. 
Could bound like any Billhope stag 
It bore his wife and childr,pn twain , 

A half clothed serf was all their tram , 


His wife, stout, ruddy, and^daik- 
^ brow’d, 

Of silver brooch and bracelet proud, 
Laugh’d to her fhcnds among the 
crowd 

He was of stature passing tall, 

But sparely foim d, and lean withal, 
^ batter’d moi loft on his brow , 

A lei her jack, as fence ^jnow , 

On his broad shoulders looseI\ hung , 
A border a\e behind was slung , 

His spear, si\ Scottish ells in length, 
Seem d newly dved with gore , , 
His shafts and bow, of wondrous 
f strength, 

His hai jfartner bore 

M 

Thus to the Ladye did Tinlinr shovV 
The tidings of the English foe 
‘ Belted Will How’-ard is marching 
here. 

And hot Lord Dacre, with many a 
spear, 

And all the German hackbut men, 
Who have long lam at Askerten 
'Jhey cross d the Liddel at ci rftw 
hour, 

And burn’d my little lonch tower 
Ihc fiend receive their souls therc- 
tor * 

It had not been burnt this 3 car and 
more 

Barn-yard and dwelling, blazing 
bright, 

Serv'd to guide me on my flight , 

But I was chas d the livelong night 
Black John of Akeshaw and Fergus 
Graeme 

Fast upon my traces came 

Until 1 turn’d at Piiesthaugh Scrogg, 

And shot ther horses in the bog, 

Slew Fergus with my lance out- 
right , 

I had him long at high despite — 

He drove my cows last Pastern’s 
night ' 



IV] 


of Baet (ttltnefoefc 


23 


VII 

Now weary sc^%ts from Liddesdale, 
Fast hurrying in, confirm’d the tale , 
As far as they c^ld judge Sy ken, 
Three hours would bring to 
Teviot’s strand 

Three thousand armed Englishmen , 
Meanwhile, full* many a warlike? 
band, • 

From Teviot, Aill, and Ettrick shade, 
Came in, their Chief s defence to aid 
There was saddling and mounting 
in haste, 

There was pricking o er moor and 
lea , 

He that was last at the*tr Jsting-place 
Was but lightly held of his gay 
ladye 

VIII 

From fair St Mary’s silver wave, 

From dreary Gamescleugh’s dusky 
height, 

His ready lances Thirlestane brave 
Array d beneath a banner bright 
The treasured fleur-de luce he claims 
To wreathe his shield, since royal 
James, 

Encamp’d by Falas mossy wave, 

The proud distinction grateful gave, 
For faith ^mid feudal jars , 

What time, save Thirlestane alone. 

Of Scotland’s stubborn baions none 
Would match to southern wars , 
And hence, in fair remembrance worn. 
Yon sheaf of spears his crest has 
borne , 

Hence his high motto shines reveal’d — 

* Ready, aye ready ’ for the field 

IX 

An aged Knight, to danger steel’d, 
With many a moss trooper came on. 
And azure in a golden field. 

The stars and crescent graced his 
shield, 

Without the bend of Murdieston 


Wide lay his lands round Oakwood 
tower, 

And wide round haunted Castle 
Ower , 

High over Borthwick’s mountain flood 
His wood-embosom’d mansion stood , 
In the dark glen, so deep below, 

The herds of plunder’d England low — 
His bold retainers’ daily food, 

And bought with danger, blows, and 
blood 

Marauding chief! his sole delight 
The moonlight raid, the mprningfight , 
Not even the Flower of Yarrow’s 
charms, 

In youth, might tame his rage for 
arms , 

And still, in age, he spurn d at rest, 
And still his brows the helmet press d, 
Albeit the blanched locks below 
Were white as Dinlay’s spotless snow , 
Five stately warriors drew the 
sword 

Before their father’s band , 

A braver knight than Harden’s lord 
Ne’er belted on a brand 

X 

Scotts of Eskdale, a stalwart band, 
Came trooping down the Todshaw- 
hill , 

By the sword they won their land. 
And by the sword they hold it still 
Hearken, Ladye, to the tale, 

How thy sires won fair Eskdale 

Earl Moiton was lord of that valley 
fair , 

The Beattisons were his vassals there 
The Earl was gentle, and mild of 
^ mood , 

The vassals were warlike, and fierce, 
and Hide , 

High of heart, and haughty of word, 
Little they reck’d of a tame liege 
lord 

The Earl into fair Eskdale came, 
Homage anS seignory to claim 
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Of Gilbert the Galliard a h«enot he 
sought, 

Sa 3 ang, ‘ Give thy best steed, as a 
vassal ought * 

* Dear to me is my bonny white steed, 
Oft has he help d me at pinch of need , 
Lord and Earl though thou be, I trow 
I can rein Bucksfoot better than thou ’ 
Word on word gave fuel to fii^, 

Till so highly blazed theBeattison’sire, 
But that ther Earl the flight had ta en, 
The vassals there their lord had slam 
Sore he ph^ both whip and spui. 

As he urged his steed through Eskdale 
mmr , 

And it fell down a weary weight, 

Just on the threshold of Branksome 
gate 

XI 

The Earl was a wrathful man to see. 
Full fain avenged would he be 
In haste to Branksome s Lord he 
spoke. 

Saying — 'Take these traitors to thy 
yoke , 

For a cast of hawks, and a purse of 
gold. 

All Eskdale 1 11 sell thee, to have and 
hold 

Beshrew thy heart, of the Beattisons* 
clan 

If thou leavest on Eske a landed man , 
But spare Woodkernck’s lands alone, 
For he lent me his horse to escape 
upon ’ 

A glad man then was Branksome bold, 
Down he flung him the purse of gold , 
To Eskdale soon he spui r d amain, 
And with him five hundred nders has 
ta en 

He left his merrymen m the mist 'of 
the hill, ' 

And bade them hold them close and 
still. 

And alone he wended to the plain, 

To meet with the Galliard and all his 
train 


To Gilbert the Galliard thus he said 
'^now thou me for; th> liege-lord 
and head , 

Deal nf)t with im as with Morton 
tame, 

For Scotts play best at the roughest 
game 

^Give me in peace mj heiiot due, 
Thy^ionny white steed, ^or thou shalt 
rue 

If my horn I three times w iiid, 
Eskdale shall long hav e the sound in 
mind ’ 

Lcjj^dly the Beattison laugh d m 
scoim ,r 

' Little care w e for th;^ winded 
horn 

Ne er shall it be the Galliard s lot 
To yield his steed to a haughty" Scott 
Wend thou to Branksome back on 
foot 

With rusty spur and miry boot ’ 

He blew his bugle so loud and hoarse 
That the dun deer started at iau 
Craikcross , 

JJe blew again so loud and clear, 
Through the grey mountain mist the re 
did lances appeal , 

And the third blast rang with such a 
dm 

That the echoes answer’d from Pen- 
toun-lmn, 

And all his nders came lightly m 
Then had you seen a g illant shock 
When saddles weie emptied and 
lances broke » 

For each scornful word the Galhaid 
had said, 

A Beattison on the field was laid 
His own good sword the chieftain 
drew,r 

And he bore the Galliaid through 
and through , 

Where the Beattisons’ blood mixd 
with the nil, 

The Galliard’s Haugh men call it still 
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The Scotts have^catterM the Beatti, 
son clan,- 

In Eskdale they left but onejanded 
man 

The valley of Eske, from the mouth 
to the source, 

Was lost and won for that bonny 
white horse — * 

2s.m 

Whitslade the Hawk, and Headshaw 
came, 

And warriors more than I may name , 
From Yarrow-cleugh to Hindhaugh- 
swair, % 

From Woodhouselie *to* Chester- 
glen, 

Troop’d man and horse, and bow and 
spear , 

Their gathering word was Bellen- 
den 

And better hearts o’er Border sod 
To Siege or rescue ne\ er rode 
The Ladye mark’d the aids come 
in, 

And high her heart ofpride arose 
She bade her youthful son attend, 
lhat he might know his father’s 
friend. 

And learn to face his foes 
* The boy is npe to look on war , 

I saw him draw a cross bow 
stiff. 

And his true arrow struck afar 
The raven’s nest upon the cliff , 
The red cross on a southern breast 
Is broader than the raven s nest 
Thou, Whitslade, shalt teach him his 
weapon to wield, 

And o’er him hold his father’s shield ’ 

XIV 

Well may you think the wily page 
Car d not to face the Ladye sage 
He counterfeited childish fear, 

And shriek’d, and shed full many a 
tear. 


And moan’d and plain’d m manner 
wild * 

The attendants to the Ladye told 
Some^fairy, sure, had changd the 
child, 

That wont to be so free and bold 
Then wrathful was the noble dame , 
if She blush’d blood-red» for very 
shame 

‘ Hence < ere the clan his faintness 
view , 

Hence with the weakling to Buc- 
cleuch * • • 

Watt Tinlinn, thou shalt be his guide 
To Rangleburn’s lonely side 
Sure some fell fiend has cursed our 
line. 

That coward should e’er be son of 
mine ’ ’ 

XV 

A heavy task Watt Tinlinn had, 

To guide the counterfeited lad 
Soon as the palfrey felt the weight 
Of that ill-omen’d elfish freight. 

He bolted, sprung, and rear d amain, 
Nor heeded bit, nor curb, nor rein 
It cost Watt Tinlinn mickle toil 
To drive him but a Scottish mile , 
But as a shallow brook they 
cross’d, 

The elf, amid the running stream. 
His figure changd, like form m 
dream, 

And fled, and shouted, * Lost^ 
lost ^ lost > ’ 

Full fast the urchin ran and laugh’d, 
But faster still a cloth yard shaft 
Whistled from startled Tinlmn’s jew 
And pierc’d his shoulder through and 
• ^ through 

Although the imp might not be 
slmn, 

And though the wound soon heal’d 
again. 

Yet, as he ran he yell’d for pain , 
And Wat of 'Smlinn, much aghast, 
Rode back to Branksome fiery fast 
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Soon on the hill’s steep verge he 
stood, ^ 

That looks o’er Branksome’s towers 
and wood , 

And martial murmurs, from below, 
Proclaim’d the approaching southern 
foe ' 

Through the ^dark wood, in mingled 
tone, 

Were Border pipes and bugles blown , 
Ihe coursers* neighing he could ken, 
A measuretf tread of marching men , 
While broke at times the solemn hum 
The Almayn’s sullen kettle-drum , 
And banners tall of crimson sheen 
Above the copse appear , 

And, glistening through the haw- 
thorns green, 

Shine helm, and shield, and spear 

XVII 

Light foragers, first, to view the 
ground, 

Spurr’d their fleet courseis loosely 
round , 

Behind, in close array, and fast, 
Thef Kendal archers, all in green, 
Obedient to the bugle blast, 
Advancimg from the wood were 
seen. 

To back and guard the archer band, 
Lord Dacie’s bill men were at hand 
A hardy race, on Irthing bred, 

With kirtles white, and crosses red, 
Airay d beneath the banner tall, 

That stream’d o’er Acre’s conquer’d 
wall , 

And minstrels, as they march d in 
order, 

Play d ♦Noble Lord Dacre, he dwells 
on the Border ’ 

XVIII 

Behind the English bill and bow, 

The mercenaries, firm a«d slow, 
Moved on to fight, in dark array. 


By Conrad led of Wfelfenstem,^ 

Who bi ought the bftid from distant 
Rhine, 

And*sold their l55ood for foieign pa\ 
The camp their home, their law the 
sword, 

They knew no countr\ , own d no lord 
Thei were not ^rm d like England s 
^ sons. 

But bore the levin-darting guns 
Buff coats, all fi ounc’d and broidcr’d 
o’er, 

And morsmg-horns and scarfs tl>ey 
wore , 

E#^h better knee was bared, to aid 
The w^arnfir^ m the escalade , 

All as they march d, in rugged tongue 
Songs of Teutonic feuds they sung 

MX 

But louder still the clamour grew. 
And louder still the minstrels blew , 
When, from beneath the greenwood 
tree, 

Rode forth Lord Howard’s chivalry. 
His men at arms, with glaive and 
spear, 

Bi ought up the battle’s glittering reai 
There many a youthful knight, full 
keen 

To gam has spurs, m arms was seen , 
With favour in his crest, or glove, 
Memorial of his ladye-love 
So rode they forth in fair array, 

Till full their lengthen’d lines display , 
Then call’d a halt, and made a stand, 
And cried ‘St George Sot mery 
England ’ ’ 

XX 

Now e\eiy English tye, intent 
On Branksome’s armed towers was 
bent^ 

So near they were, that they might 
know 

The straining harsh of each cross-bow. 
On battlement and bartwan 
Gleam’d axe, and spear, and partisan , 
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Falcon and culvd!*, on each tower, 
Stood prompt Aeir deadly hail to 
shower , 

And flashing armour frequent broke 
Fiom eddying whirls of sable smoke, 
"W here upon tower and turret head. 
The seething pitch and molten lead 
ReeUd, like a witch s^caldron red 
While yet tliey gaze, the bridges 
fall, 

The wicket opes, and fi om the wall 
Rides forth the hoary Seneschal 

XXI 

Armed he rode, all save the head, 

His white beaid o’er hi# bPeast-plate 
spread , 

Unbroke by age, erect his seat, 

He rul’d his eager courser’s gait , 
Fore d him, with chasten’d fire to 
prance, 

And, high curvetting, slow advance , 
In sign of truce, his better hand 
Display d a peeled willow wand , 

His squire, attending in the rear, 
Bore high a gauntlet on a spear 
When they espied him riding out, 
Lord Howard and Lord Dacre stout 
Sped to the front of their array, 

To hear what this old knight should 
say 

XXII 

‘Ye English warden loids, of you 
Demands the Ladye of Buccleuch, 
Why, ’gainst the truce of Border tide, 
In hostile guise ye dare to nde. 

With Kendal bow, and Gilsland 
brand, 

And all yon mercenary band. 

Upon the bounds of fair Scotland ^ 

My Ladye reads you swith return , 
And, if but one poor stra^ you burn 
Or do our towers so much molest 
As scare one swallow from her nest, 
St Mary f but we’ll light a brand 
Shall warm your hearths in Cumber- 
land’ 


xxrii 

A wrathful man was Dacre^s lord. 

But calrgier Howard took the word 
‘ May ’t please thy Dame, Sir Senes- 
chal, 

To seek the castle’s outward wall, 
Our pursuivant-at arms shall show 
Both w&y we came, and when w e go 
The message sped, the noble Dame 
To the wall’s outward circle came , 
Each chief around lean’d on his speai 
To see the pursuivant appear 
All in Lord Howard’s hvery dress’d, 
The lion argent deckd his breast, 

He led a boy of blooming hue — 

O sight to meet a mother’s view ’ 

It was the heir of great Buccleuch 
Obeisance meet the herald made. 

And thus his master’s will he said 

XXIV 

‘ It irks, high Dame, my noble Lords, 
’Gainst ladj e fair to draw their 
swords , 

But yet they may not tamely see, 

All through the Western Wardenry , 
Your law-contemning kinsmen nde, 
And burn and spoil the Border side , 
And ill beseems youi rank and birth 
To make j^our towers a«flemens firth 
We claim from thee William of 
Deloraine, 

That he may suffer march treason 
pain 

It was but last St Cuthbert’s even 
He prick’d to Stapleton on Leven, 
Harried the lands of Richard Mus- 
grave, 

And slew his brother by dint of 
glai\e 

Then, since a lone and widow d 

rjpme 

These restless riders may not tame. 
Either receive within thy towers 
Two hundred of my master’s powers, 
Or straight tliey sound their warnson, 
And storm and spoil thy garrison 
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And this fair boy, to London led, 
Shall good. King Edward’s page be 
bred' 

XXV 

He ceased— and loud the boy did cry, 
And stretch’d his little arms on high , 
Implor’d for aid each well known 
face, 

And strove t© seek the Dames em- 
brace 

A moment chang’d that Ladye’s cheer, 
Gush’d to her ey e the unbidden tear , 
She gaz’(f upon the leaders round, 
And dark and sad each warnor 
frown’d , 

Then, deep within her sobbing breast 
She lock’d the struggling sigh to 
rest , 

Unalter’d and collected stood, 

And thus replied in dauntless mood 

xwi 

* Say to your Lords of high empnze. 
Who war on women and on boys. 
That either William of Deloraine 
Will cleanse him by oath of march- 
treason stain, 

Oi else he will the combat take 
’Gainst Musgrave, for his honour’s 
sake 

No knight in Cumberland so good, 
But William may count with him kin 
and blood 

Knighthood he took of Douglas’ 
sword, 

When English blood swell d Ancram’s 
ford, 

Andbut Lord Dacre’s steed was wight, 
And bare him ably in the flight, 
Himself had seen him dubb’d a knighf 
For the young heir of Branksome’s 
hne, 

God be his aid, and God be mine ; 
Through me no fnend shall meet his 
doom , 

Here, while I live, ifo foe finds 
room 


I A. ^ 

Then, if thy LorSs their purpose 

urge, 

T^e our defiance loud and high , 
Our slogan is tlfeir l>ke wake dirge, 
Our moat the grave where they 
shall he ’ 

f xxvii 

Proud she look’d roun3, applause to 
claim — 

Then lighten’d Thirlestanes e^e of 
flame , 

His bugle Wat of Harden blew , 
P^sils and pennons wide were fli ng, 
To hea\eiiptlie Border slogan rung, 
‘St Mary for the joung Buc- 
cleuch ’ * 

The English war cry answer’d wide, 
And forward bent each southern 
spear , 

Each Kendal archer made a stride, 
And drew the bowstring to his 
ear, 

Each minstrel’s war note loud \vas 
blown , 

^But, ere a grey-goose shaft had 
flown, 

A horseman gallop’d from the rear 

III 

‘Ah’ noble Lords’’ he breathless 
said, 

‘ What treason has your march be- 
tray’d i 

What make you here, from aid so far, 
Before you walls, around you war ? 
Your foemen triumph m the thought 
That in the toils the lion ’s caught 
Already on dark Ruberslaw 
The Douglas holds his weapon- 
scha'5^ , 

The lances, waving in his train, 
Clothe the dun heath like autumn 
gram ; 

And on the Liddels northern strand, 
To bar retreat to Cumberland, 



IV] 


Mag of iU Mast Qllmofrof* 


29 


Lord Maxwell qpnks his meiry-men 
good, ’ 

Beneath the eagle and the rood , 

And Jedwood, Bske, and fTeviot- 
dale, 

Ha\ e to proud Angus come , 

And all the Merse and Lauderdale 
Have risen with#haughty Home 
An exile from Northumberlan<J| 

In Liddesdale I ve wander d long , 
But still my heart was with merry 
England, 

A.rd cannot brook my countiy’s 
wrong , ^ 

And hard I ve spurr d all night to 
show 

The mustering of the coming foe * 

XXIX 

^ And let them come * ’ fierce Dacre 
cried , 

* F or soon yon crest, my father s pride, 
That swept the shores of Judah s sea, 
And wav’d in gales of Galilee, 

From Branksome’s highest towers 
display’d, 

Shall mock the rescue’slingenng aid = 
Level each harquebuss on row , 
Draw, merry archers, diaw the bow. 
Up, bill-men, to the walls, and cry, 
Dacre for England, win 01 die < ’ 

XXX 

‘Yet hear,’ quoth Howard, ‘calmly 
hear. 

Nor deem my words the words of fear 
For who, in field or foray slack, 

Saw the blanche lion e’er fall back ? 
But thus to risk our Border flower 
In strife against a kingdom’s power, 

1 en thousand Scots ’gainst thousands 
three, 

Certes, were desperate policy 
Nay, take the terms the Ladye made. 
Ere conscious of the advancing aid 
Let Musgrave meet fierce Deloraine 
In single fight, and, if he gain. 


He gams for us , but if he ’s cross d, 
’Tis but a single warrior lost 
The rest, retreating as thejr came, 
Avoid defeat, and death, and shame * 

XXXI 

III could the haughty Dacre brook 
His brother Warden’s sage rebuke , 
And yet his forward step he staid. 
And slow and sullenly 6bey d 
But ne er again the Border side 
Did these two lords in friendship 
ride , ^ , 

And this slight discontent, men say. 
Cost blood upon another day 

XXXII 

The pursuivant-at-arms again 
Before the castle took his stand , 
His trumpet call’d, with parleying 
strain. 

The leaders of the Scottish band , 
And he defied, in Musgrave s right. 
Stout Deloraine to single fight , 

A gauntlet at their feet he laid. 

And thus the terms of fight he said 
‘ If in the lists good Musgrave’s sword 
Vanquish the Knight of D^eloraine, 
Your youthful chieftain, Bianksomes 
Lord, 

Shall hostage for his clan remain 
If Deloraine foil good Musgrave, 

The boy his liberty shall have 

Howe’er it falls, the English band, 
Unharming Scots, by Scots unharm d, 
In peaceful march, like men unarm d. 
Shall straight retreat to Cumberland ’ 

XXMII 

^Unconscious of the near relief. 

The proffer pleased each Scottish chief. 
Though much the Ladye sage gain- 
Say’d , 

For though their hearts weie brave 
and true. 

From Jedwood s recent sack they knew 
How tardy was the Regent s aid 
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And you may guess the noble Dame 
Durst not the secret prescience 
own, 

Spiung from the art she m^ght not 
name, 

By which the coming help was 
known 

Clos’d was the compact, and agreed 
That lists should be enclofd with 
speed,® 

Beneath the castle, on a lawn 
They fix'd the morrow for the strife, 
On foot, ^ijfch Scottish axe and knife, 
At the fourth hour from peep of 
dawn, 

When Delorame,fiom sickness fieed. 
Or else a champion in his stead, 
Should for himself and chieftain stand 
Against stout Musgrave, hand to hand 

XXMV 

I know right well, that, in their lay. 
Full many minstrels sing and say, 
Such combat should be made on 
horse, 

On foaming steed, in full career, 

With brand to aid, when as the spear 
ShoulcJ shiver in the course 
But he, the jovial Harper, taught 
Me, yet a youth, how it was fought, 
In guise which now I say , 

He knew each ordinance and clause 
Of Black Lord Archibald s battle-laws, 
In the old Douglas’ day 
Hebrook’dnot, he, thatscofifing tongue 
Should tax his minstrelsy with wrong, 
Or call his song untrue 
For this, when they the goblet plied. 
And such rude taunt had chaf d his 
pnde, 

The Bard of Reull he slew 
On Teviot’s side, in fight they stood, 
And tuneful hands were sta^r’d with 
blood , 

Where still the thorn s white branches 
wave, 

Memorial o’er his rival’s grave 


\x\v« 

^A7'hy should I tell tfc i igid doom 
That dragg’d my master to his tomb , 
How Ousenam^s maidens tore their 
hair, 

Wept till their eyes were dead and 
dim, 

wrung th^ii hands lor love of 
him, * 

Who died at Jedwood Air’ 

He died ’—his scholars, one by one, 

1 o the cold silent grave are gone , 
And I, alas ’ sur\ ive alone, 

1 o muse o’er rivalries of > ore, 

A#d grieve that I shall hear no more 
The strain?*, ^ith envy heard before, 
For, with my minstrel brethren fled, 
My jealousy of song is dead 


He paused the listening dames again 
Applaud the hoary Minstrel’s strain 
With many a word of kindly cheer, 
In pity half, and half sincere, 
Marvell’d the Duchess how so well 
His legendary song could tell 
^Of ancient deeds, so long forgot , 

Ol feuds, whose memory was not. 

Of forests, now laid waste and bare , 
Of towers, which harbour now the 
haie, 

Of manners, long since chang'd and 
gone , 

Of chiefs, who under their giey stone 
So long had slept, that fickle Fame 
Had blotted from hei rolls their name, 
And twin’d round some new mmion’s 
head 

The fading wreath for which they bled 
In sooth, ’twas strange, this old man s 
verse 

Could call <*hem from their marble 
hearse 

The Harper smil’d, well-pleas’d , 
for ne’er 

Was flattery lost on poet’s ear 
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A simple race ’ *hey waste their toil 
For the vain tril^te of a smile , *' 

E’en when in age their flame expires, 
Her dulcet bi eath ctn fan its ffres 
Their drooping fancy wakes at praise, 
And stiives to trim the short-livd 
blaze 

Smil’d then, well pleas’d, the ^ged 
man. 

And thus his tale continued ran 


Canto FifUi. 

I 

Call it not vain , they do not err. 
Who say, that when the Poet dies, 
Mute Nature mourns her worshipper, 
And celebrates his obsequies 
Who say, tall cliff and cavern lone 
For the departed Bard make moan , 
That mountains weep in crystal rill , 
That flowers in tears of balm distil , 
Through his lov'd groves that breezes 
sigh, 

And oaks, in deeper groan, reply , 
And rivers teach their rushing wave 
To murmur dirges round his grave 

II 

Not that, in sooth, o’er mortal urn 
Those things inanimate can mourn , 
But that the stream, the w ood, the gale, 
Is vocal with the plaintive wail 
Of those, who, else forgotten long, 
Liv’d in the poet s faithful song, 

And, with the poet’s parting breath. 
Whose memory feels a second death 
Ihe Maid’s pale shade, who wails her 
lot, 

That love, true love, should be forgot, 
From rose and hawthorn shakes the 
tear 

Upon the gentle Minstrel’s bier 


The phantom Knight, his glory fled, 
Mourns 0 er the field he heap d with 
dead , 

Mountsrthe wild blast that sweeps 
amain, 

And shrieks along the battle plain 
Ihe Chief, whose antique crownlet 
long 

Still spihkied m the feudal song, 

N o w, from the mountain 3 misty thron e„ 
Sees, in the thanedom once his owii, 
His ashes undistmguish’d he, 

His place, his power, his memor}i die 
His groans the lonely caverns fill, 

His tears of rage impel the rill 
All m ourn the M instrel s harp unstrung, 
Their name unknown, their praise un- 
sung 

III 

Scarcely the hot assault was staid. 

The terms oftruce were scarcely made, 
When they could spy, from Brank- 
some’s towers, 

The advancingmarch of martial powei s 
Thick clouds of dust afar appear’d, 
And trampling steeds were faintly 
heard , 

Bright spears, above the columns dun, 
Glanced momentary to the , 

And feudal banners fair display’d 
The bands that moved Branksome s 
aid 

IV 

Vails not to tell each hardy clan, 

From the fair Middle Marches came, 
The Bloody Heart blaz’d in the van, 
Announcing Douglas, dreaded 
name < 

Vails not to tell what steeds did spurn. 
Where the Seven Spears of Weddcr 
burne 

Their men in battle-order set , 

And Stvinton laid the lance m rest, 
That tamed of yore the sparkling crest 
Of Clarence’s Plantagenet 
Nor list I s^ what hundreds mor^ 
From thencn Merse and Lammerm^i 
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And Tweed s fair borders to the war, 
Beneath the crest of Old Dunbar, 

And H^pbuins mingled banners 
come, 

Down the steep mountain gJittermg 
far. 

And shouting still, ‘A Home* a 
Honje ’ * 

V 

Now squire and knight, from Brank- 
some sent. 

On many a courteous message went , 
To every^ c£ief and lord they paid 
Meet thanks for prompt and powerful 
aid , 

And told them,— how a truce was 
made, 

And how a day of fight was ta’en 
’TwiKt Musgrave and stout Delo- 
raine , 

And how the Ladye prayM them 
dear. 

That all would stay the fight to see, 
And deign, in love and courtesy. 

To taste of Branksome cheer 
Nor, while they bade to feast each 
Scot, 

Were England s noble Lords forgot 
Himself, the hoary Seneschal 
Rode forth, ifi seemly terms to call 
Those gallant foes to Branksome Hall 
Accepted Howard, than whom knight 
Was never dubb’d, more bold in fight , 
Nor, when from war and armour free, 
More fam’d for stately courtesy 
But angry Dacre rather those 
In his pavilion to repose 

VI 

Now, noble Dame, perchance you fek 
How these two hostile armies met ? 
Deeming it were no easy task 
To keep the truce which here was 
set , 

Where martial spirits, all on fire, j 
Breathed only blood and%ortal ire j 


By mutual inroads, gfnutual blows, 
•By habit, and by n%tion, foes, 

They met on Te\iot s strand , 

They met and sat^ them mingled dow n, 
Without a threat, without a frown, 
As brothers meet in foreign land 
The hands the spear that lately 
grasp d, c 

btif in the mailed gauntlet clasp’d, 
Weremterchang d in^eeting deal , 
Visors were raised, and faces shown, 
And many a friend, to friend made 
know n, 

Partook of social cheer 
Some drove the jolly bowl about , 
With dife#iiid draughts some chas d 
the daj , 

And some, wnth man;^ a merry shout, 
In not, revelry, and rout, 

Pursued the foot ball play 

VII 

Yet, be it known, had bugles blown, 
Or sign of w^ar been seen, 

Those bands so fair together rang d, 
Those hands, so frankly interchang d, 
Had d> ed w ith gore the green 
fThe merry shout by 1 e\ lot side 
Had sunk m w^ai -cries wild and wide, 
And in the groan of death , 

And whingers, now in friendship baie 
The social meal to pait and shaie. 
Had found a bloody sheath 
^Twixt truce and war, such sudden 
change 

Was not infrequent, nor held stiange, 
In the old Border-day 
But J et on Branksome s towers and 
town, 

In peaceful merriment, sunk down 
The sun s declining ray 

« VIII 

Ihe blithsome signs of wassel gay 
Decay d not with the dying day 
Soon through the latticd windows 
tall 

Of lofty Branksome s lordly hall, 
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DividedT square by*shafts of stone, 
Huge flakes of ruAjy lustre shone , 
Nor less the gilded rafters rang^ 
With merry harp ana beakers’ clang 
And frequent, on the daikening 
plain, 

Loud hollo, whoop^or whistle ran. 
As bands, their stragglers to reg^, 
Give the shrill watchword of then 
clan , 

And revellers, o’er their bowls, pro 
claim 

Douglas or Dacre s conquering name 

IX 

Less frequent heard, and faiilter still, 
At length the \anous clamours 
died 

And you might hear, from Branksoine 
hill, 

No sound butTeviot s rushing tide, 
Save when the changing sentinel 
The challenge of his watch could 
tell, 

And save where, through the dark 
profound, 

Ihe clanging axe and hammers 
sound 

Rung from the nether lawn , 

For many a busy hand toil’d there, 
Strong pales to shape, and beams to 
square, 

The lists’ dread barriers to prepare 
Against the morrow s dawn 

X 

Margaiet from hall did soon retreat, 
Despite the Dame’s reproving eye , 
Nor mark’d she, as she left her seat, 
Full many a stifled sigh , 

For many a noble warrior strove 
To win the Flower of Tevnft’s love. 
And many a bold ally 
With throbbing head and anxious 
heart, 

All in her lonely bower apart, 

In broken sleep she lay . 


Betimes from silken couch she rose , 
While yet the banner’d hos4s repose, 
She view’d the dawning day 
Of all the hundreds sunk to rest, 
First woke the loveliest and the best 

XI 

^he gaz’ti upon the inner cimrt, 
Which in the tower’s j:all shadow 
lay, 

Where coursers’ clang, and stamp, 
and snort 

Had rung the livelong ye&tSrday , 

N ow still as death , till stalking slow — 
, The Jingling spurs announc’d his 
I tread — 

A stately warnor pass’d below , 

But w]^en he rais d his plumed 
head— 

Bless’d Mary < can it be ^ 

Secure, as if m Ousenam bowers. 

He walks through Bianksome’s hostile 
towers 

With fearless step and free 
She dar’d not sign, she dar’d not 
speak — 

•Oh * if one page’s slumbers brealv, 

His blood the price must pa^ < 

I Not all the pearls Queen Mary wears. 
Not Margarets yet moje precious 
tears, 

Shall buy his life a day 
xn 

Yet was his hazaid small , for well 
You may bethink you of the spell 
Of that sly urchin page , 

This to his lord he did impart. 

And made him seem, by glamour art, 
A j^night from Hermitage 
Unchalleng d thus, the warder’s post, 
The CQurt, unchalleng’d, thus he 
cross’d, 

For all the vassalage 
But O I what magic’s quaint disguise 
Could blind fair Margaret’s azure eyes ’ 
She started from her seat , 

C 
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While with surprise and fear she 
strove, 

And both could scarcejy master 
love, 

Lord Henry ’s at her feet 

XIII 

Oft have I mus d what purpose bad 
That foul n>alicious urchin had 
To bring this meeting round , 

For happy lo\e*s a heavenly sight, 
And by a vile malignant sprite 
In sucH no joy is found , 

And oft Tve deem’d perchance he 
thought 

Their erring passion might hav e 
wrought 

Sorrow, and sin, and shame , 

And death to Cranstouns gallant 
Knight, 

And to the gentle ladye bnght 
Disgrace and loss of fame 
But earthly spirit could not tell 
The heart of them that lov’d so well 
Tiue love’s the gift which God has 
given 

To man alone beneath the heaven 
It iS not fantasy s hot fire. 

Whose wishes, soon as granted, 
fly ^ 

It liveth not m fierce desire, 

With dead desire it doth not die , 
It IS the secret sympathy. 

The silver link, the silken tie, „ 
Which heart to heart, and mind to 
mind, 

in body and in soul can bind 
Now leave we Margaret and her 
Knight, 

To tell you of the approaching jfight 

XIV 

Their warning blasts the bugles blew, 
The pipe's shnll port arous’d each 
clan , 

In haste, the deadly strife to view, 
The trooping warriors eager ran 


Thick round the^ lists their lances 
stood, 

Like«>blasted pi^ijCs m Ettrick wood , 
To Branksome many a look the} 
threw. 

The combatants’ approach to v lew , 
And bandied piany a word of boast 
i^out the knight each favour d mo&t 

x\ 

Meantime full anxious was the Dame, 
For now arose disputed claim 
Of who should fight for Deloiaine, 
w ixt Harden and 'twixtl hirlestame 
The} ’gjg.n^to reckon km and rent, 
And frowning brow on brow was 
bent, 

But yet not long the strife ~foi , lo » 
Himself, the Knight of Deloiaine, 
Strong, as it seemd, and free from 
pain, 

In armoui sheath'd from top to toe. 
Appear’d and crav d the combat due 
The Dame her charm successful knew, 
And the fierce chiefs their claims 
w ithdrew 

\\i 

When foi the lists they sought the 
plain, 

The statcl} Lad}e s silken icin 
Did noble Howard hold , 

Unarmed by lier side he walk d, 

And much, m courteous phrase, they 
talkd 

Of feats of arms of old 
Costl} his garb , his Flemish rufi 
Fell o er his doublet, shap’d ot buflf, 
With satin slash d and hn d , 

Tawny his boot, and gold his spur, 
His cloak was all of Poland fui , 

His hose with silver twin’d , 

His Bilboa blade, by Marchmen felt, 
Hung in a broad and studded belt 
Hence, in rude phrase, the Bordercis. 
still 

Call’d noble Howard, Belted Will 
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x^i 

Behind Lord Howard and the Dame, 
Fair Margaret on henroalfrey caiSie, 
Whose foot-cloth swept the 
ground 

White was her wimple, and her veil, 
And her loose locks a chaplet pale 
Of whitest roses bound , 

The lordly Angus, by her side, 

In courtesy to cheer her tried , 
Without his aid, her hand in vain 
Had strove to guide her broider d 
rein 

He deem d she shudder d at th 
sight 

Of warnors met for mortal f ght , 

But cause of terror, all unguess d, 
Was fluttering m her gentle breast. 
When, m their chairs of crimson 
plac’d, 

The Dame and she the barriers grac d 

XVIII 

Prize of the field, the young Buc- 
cleuch. 

An English knight led forth to \ lew 
Scarce rued the boy his present 
plight. 

So much he long d to see the fight 
Within the lists, m knightly pride, 
High Home and haughty Dacre ride , 
1 heir leading staffs of steel they wield 
As marshals of the mortal field , 
While to each knight their care 
assign d 

Like vantage of the sun and wind 
Then heralds hoarse did loud pro- 
claim 

In King and Queen and Wardens 
name. 

That none, while lasts the strife, 
Should dare, by look, or signf or word, 
Aid to a champion to afford, 

On peril of his life , 

And not a breath the silence broke. 
Till thus the alternate Heralds 
spoke 


xi\ 

ENGLISH HERALD 

* Here standeth Richard of Musgrave, 
Good knight and true, and freely 
born, 

Amends from Deloraine to crave, 

For fo^l despiteous sCathe and 
scorn 

He sayeth that William of Deloraine 
Is traitor false by Border laws , 
This with his sword he will maintain, 
So help him God, and 'his good 
cause f ’ 

XX 

SCOTTISH HERALD 

‘Here standeth William of Deloraine, 
Good knight and true, of noble strain. 
Who sayeth that foul treason s stain, 
Since he bore arms, ne er soil d his 
coat , 

And that, so help him God above ^ 
He will on Musgrave s body 
prove, 

He lies most foully in his thioat ’ 

LORD DACRE 

^Forward, brave champions, tp the 
fight f 

Sound trumpets ’ ’ 

LORD HOME 

* God defend the right ' ’ 
Then, Teviot > how thine echoes rang, 
When bugle sound and trumpet clang 
Let loose the martial foes, 

And in mid list, with shield pois’d 
high. 

And measur d step and wary eye, 

The combatants did close 
x\i 

111 would it suit your gentle ear. 

Ye lovely Usteners, to hear 
How to the a\e the helms did sound, 
And blood pour d down from many a 
wound , 

For desperate wfas the strife and long. 
And either warrior fierce and strong 
C 2 
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But, were each dame a listening 
knight, 

I well could tell how warrjprs fight < 
For I have seen wars lightning 
flashing, 

Seen the claymore with bayonet 
clashing, 

Seen through red blood thenar-horse 
dashing, 

Ai d scorn d, amid the reeling strife. 
To yield a step for death or life 

f XXII 

’Tis done, ’tis done • that fatal blow 
Has stretch d him on the bloody 
plain , 

He stiives to rise — brave Musgrave, 
no ' 

Thence never shalt thou rise again ’ 
He chokes in blood « some friendly 
hand 

Undo the visor s barred band, 

Unfix the gorget s iron clasp, 

And give him room for life to gasp • 

O, bootless aid i haste, holy Friar, 
Haste, ere the sinner shall expire ' 

Of all his guilt let him be shriven, ^ 
And fsmooth his path from earth to 
heaven * 

«- xlni 

In haste the holy Friar sped , 

His naked foot was dyed with red 
As through the lists he ran , 
Unmindful of the shouts on high, 

That hail d the conqueror’s victory, 
He rais’d the dying man , 

Loose wav’d his silver beard and hair, 
As o’er him he kneel’d down in 
prayer , 

And still the crucifix on high r 
He holds before his darkening eye , 
And still he bends an anxious ear 
His faltering penitence to hear , 

Still props him from the bloody sod, 
Still, even when soul and body part, 
Pours ghostly comfort on his heart, 
And bids him trust in God 


Unheard he prays , the death pang s 
o’er < 

Richaid of IVJusgrave breathes no 
more 

XXIV 

As if exhausted m the fight, 

Or musing o’er the piteous sight, 
’^The silent victor stands , 

His beaver did he not unclasp, 

Mark’d not the shouts, felt not the 
grasp 

Of gratulating hands 
When lo' strange cries of wild 
^ surprise, 

MingleQ Vv'ith seeming ten oi , rise 
Among the Scottish bands , 

And all, amid the throng’d array, 

In panic haste gave open W’^ay 
1 0 a half naked ghastly man 
Who downward from the castle 
ran 

He cross d the barriers at a bound 
And wild and haggard look d around, 
As dizz}-, and in pain , 

And all, upon the armed ground, 
Knew William of Deloraine ’ 

Each ladye sprung from scat with 
speed , 

Vaulted each marshal from his steed , 
‘And who ait thou,’ they cued, 
‘Who hast this battle fought and 
won ’ ’ 

His plumed helm was soon undone — 

‘ Cranstoun of Teviot^side ’ 

For this fair pnze I’ve fought and 
won , ’ 

And to the Ladye led her son 

XXV 

I Full oft the rescued boy she kiss’d, 
And often press d him to her breast , 
For, under all her dauntless show, 
Her heart had throbb’d at every blow , 
Yet not Lord Cranstoun deign’d she 
greet, 

Though low he kneeled at her feet 
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Me lists not tell ^hat words were 
made, • 

What Douglas, Hon^e, and Hoj^^ard 
said — 

For Howard was a generous foe — 
And how the clan united praj^^’d 
The Ladye would the feud forego, 
And deign to bless the nuptial hou^ 
Of Cranstoun’s* Lord and Teviots 
Flower 

XXVI 

She lookM to river, look d to hill, 
Thought on the Spirit s prophecy, 
Then broke her silence stern an# 
still— 

* Not j’-ou, but Fate, has vanquish’d 
me , 

Their influence kindly stars may 
shower 

On Teviot’s tide and Branksome s 
tower. 

For pride is quell’d, and lo\e is 
free ’ 

She took fair Margaret by the hand. 
Who, breathless, trembling, scarce 
might stand , 

That hand to Cranstoun’s lord gav e 
she 

* As I am true to thee and thine, 

Do thou be true to me and mine ' 

This clasp of love our bond shall 
be, 

For this IS your betrothing da>, 

And all these noble lords shall stay 
To grace it with their company ’ 

XXVII 

All as they left the listed plain, 

Much of the story she did gam , 

How Cranstoun fought with Delo- 
raine. 

And of his page, and of the Book 
Which from the wounded knight he 
took. 

And how he sought her castle high, 
That mom, by help of gramarye , 


1 How, in Sir William’s armour dight, 
Stolen by his page, while «lept the 
knight. 

He took on him the single fight 
But half his tale he left unsaid, 

And linger d till he join’d the maid 
Car d not the Ladye to betray 
^er mystjp arts in view of Say , 

But well she thought, ei;e midnight 
came, 

Of that strange page the pride to 
tame, 

From his foul hands the Book to save, 
And send it back to Michael s grave 
Needs not to tell each tender word 
’Twixt Margaret and ’twixt Cran- 
stoun s lord , 

Nor how she told of former woes, 
And how her bosom fell and rose. 
While he and Musgrave bandied 
blowrs 

Needs not these lovers’ joys to tell 
One day, fair maids, you ’ll know them 
w’’ell 

XXVIII 

William of Deloraine some chance 
^ad waken’d from his deathlike 
trance , 

And taught that, in the listed plain 
Another, in his arms and ^shield, 
Against fierce Musgrave axe did 
wield 

Under the name of Deloraine 
Hence to the field unarm’d he ran, 
And hence his presence scar’d the 
clan, 

Who held him for some fleeting 
WTaith, 

And not a man of blood and breath 
Nq^ much this new ally he lov d, 
Yet, when he saw what hap had 
proy’d, 

He greeted him right heartilie 
He would not waken old debate. 

For he was void of rancorous hate, 
Though ifude, and scant of 
courtesy , 
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In raids he spilt but seldom blood, 
Unless men-at-arms withstood, 

Or, as was meet, for deadly^feud 
He ne’er bore grudge for stalwart 
blow, 

Ta’en m fair fight from gallant foe 
And so twas seen of him, e en 
now, 

When ^on dead Musgrave he 
look d down , 

Grief darken’d on his rugged brow, 
Though half disguised with a 
if own , 

And thus, while sorrow bent his head 
His foeman s epitaph he made 

XXIX 

'Now, Richard Musgra\c, best thou 
here t 

I ween, my deadly enemj , 

For, if I slew thy brother dear, 

Thou slew’st a sister’s son to me , 
And when I lay in dungeon dark 
Of Naworth Castle, long months 
three, 

Till ransom d for a thousand mark, 
Dark Musgrave, it was ’long of 
Thee 

And, Musgrave, could our fight be 
Iried- 

And thou wert now alive as I, 

No mortal man should us divide, 

Till one, 01 both of us, did die 
Yet, rest thee God ' for well I know 
I ne’er shall find a nobler foe 
In all the northern counties here. 
Whose word is Snaffle, spur, and 
spear, 

Thou wert the best to follow gear • 
’Twas pleasure, as we look d behind, 
To see how thou the chase could st 
wind, 

Cheer the dark blood-hound on his 

way, 

And with the bugle rouse the fray > 

I d give the lands of Beloraine, 

Daik Musgrave were alive again ’ 
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xx'x 

e 

So mouin’d he, fill Lord Dacre’s 
band 

Were bowning back to Cumberland 
Ihey rais d brave Musgia\e from the 
field, 

And laid him his bloody shield , 

Of levell d lances, four and four, 

By turns, the noble burden bore 
Before, at times upon the gale 
Was heard the Minstrels plainti\e 
wall , 

Behind, four priests, in sable stole 
^ung requiem for the warnor’s soul 
Around, ^tl^ horsemen slowly rode, 
With trailing pikes the spearmen 
trode , 

And thus the gallant knight they 
bore 

Through Liddesdale to Leven’s shore 
Thence to Holme Coltrame’s lofty 
nave, 

And laid him in his father’s grave 

The harp’s wild notes, though hush’d 
the song, 

The mimic march of death prolong , 
Now seems it far, and now a neai , 
Now meets, and now eludes the ear, 
Now seems some mountain side to 
sweep. 

Now faintly dies in valle} deep , 
Seems now as if the Minstrel s wail, 
Now the sad requiem, loads the 
gale, 

Last, o’er the warnor’s dosing grave, 
Rung the full choir in choral stave 

After due pause, they bade him tell, 
Why he, who touch’d the harp so 
well, 

Should thus, with ill-rewarded toil, 
Wander a poor and thankless soil, 
When the more generous Southern 
land 

Would well requite his skilful hand 
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The aged Harpet, howsoever 
His only friend, hib harp, was dear, 
Lik’d not to hear it rank’d so high 
Above his flowing poesy 
•Less lik’d he still that scornful jeer 
Mispris’d the land he lov’d so dear. 
High was the sound, as thus again 
The Bard resum’d his minstrel strain 


Canto Sixth 

1 

Breathes there the man, \’iiith soul 
so dead, 

Who never to himself hath said. 

This IS my own, my native land » 
Whose heart hath neer 'within him 
burn’d. 

As home his footsteps he hath turn’d. 
From wandering on a foreign 
strand • 

If such there breathe, go, mark him 
well , 

For him no Minstrel raptures swell , 
High though his titles, proud his 
name, 

Boundless his wealth as wish can 
claim , 

Despite those titles, power, and pelf, 
The wretch, concentred all in self. 
Living, shall forfeit fair renown, 

And, doubly dying, shall go down 
To the vile dust, from whence he 
sprung, 

Unwept, unhonour’d, and unsung 

II 

O Caledonia ’ stern and wild, 

Meet nurse for a poetic child » 

Land of brown heath sM shaggy 
wood, 

Land of the mountain and the flood, 
Land of my sires • what mortal hand 
Can e’er untie the filial band, 

That knits me to thy rugged strand < 


Still as I vibw each well-known scene, 
Think what is now, and v^ihat hath 
been. 

Seems as,*to me, of all bereft, 

Sole friends thy woods and streams 
were left, 

And thus I love them better still, 
®‘ven in extremity of ill 
By Yarrow’s stream still let me straj’’. 
Though none should guide my feeble 
way, 

Still feel the breeze down Ettrick 
break, 

Although it chill m}^ wither’d cheek , 
Still lay my head by Teviot Stone, 
Though there, foi gotten and alone 
The Bard may draw his parting groan 

III 

Not scorn’d like me, to Bianksome 
Hall 

The Minstrels came at festive call , 
Trooping they came, from near and 
far. 

The jovial priests of mirth and war , 
Alike for feast and fight prepar d, 
^Battle and banquet both they shar’d 
Of late, before each martial clan, 
They blew their death note in the 
\an. 

But now, for every merry mate, 

Rose the portcullis’ iron grate , 

They sound the pipe, they strike the 
string, 

They dance, they revel, and the^ 
sing, 

Till the rude turrets shake and ring 

IV 

Me lists not at this tide declare 
T^e splendour of the spousal rite, 
How muster’d m the chapel fair 
Both maid and matron, squire and 
knight , 

Me lists not tell of owches rare, 

Of mantles gr^en, and braided hair, 
And kirtles furr’d with miniver , 
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What pliimag’e wav d the altar round, 
How spurs and ringing chainlets 
sound , ^ 

And hard it were for bard to speak 
The changeful hue of Margaret’s 
cheek — 

That lovely hue which comes and flies 
As awe arfd shame alternate rise ^ 

Some bards ha\e sung the Lad^e 
high 

Chapel or^altar came not nigh , 

Nor durst the rites of spousal grace, 
So much she fear’d each holy place 
F alse slanders these I trust i ight well 
She wrought not by forbidden spell , 
For mighty words and signs ha\e 
power 

O^er sprites m planetary hour 
Yet scarce I praise their \enturous 
part, 

Who tamper with such dangerous art 
But this for faithful truth I say, 

The Ladye by the altar stood , 

Of sable velvet her array, 

And on her head a crimson hood, ^ 
With pearls embroider’d and entwin’d 
Guarded with gold, with ermine lin’d , 

A merlin sat upon her wnst 
Held by a leash of silken twist 

VI 

The spousal rites were ended soon 
Twas now the meiry hour of noon, 
And in the lofty arched hall 
Was spread the gorgeous festival 
Steward and squire, with heedful haste, 
Marshall’ d the rank of every guest , 
Pages, with ready blade, were there, 
The mighty meal to carve and shj^re 
O’er capon, heron-shew, and crane, 
And pnncely peacock s gilded train, 
And o’er the boar head, ^ganiish’d 
brave, 

And cygnet from St Mary’s wave , 
O’er ptarmigan and venason 
The priest had spoke his benison 


_ r 

Then rose the not and the dm 
Above, beneath wiAhout, within ? 

For, (lom the lo^ty balcony, 

Rung trumpet, shalm, and psaltery 
Their clanging bowls old warriors' 
quaff’d, 

Loudly they spoke, and loudlj laugh’d, 
MJhispei’d young knights m tone 
more mild, 

To ladies fair, and ladies smil d 
The hooded hawks, high perch d on 
beam, 

The clamour join d with whistling 
scream, 

And flapp’d their wings, and shook 
their" bells 

In concert with the stag-hounds’ s tils 
Round go the flasks of ruddy w me 
From Bordeauic, Orleans, oi the 
Rhine , 

I heir tasks the busy sew ers ply , 

And all is mirth and revelry^ 

VII 

The Goblin Page, omitting still 
No opportunity of ill, 

Strove now, while blood ran hot and 
high, 

To rouse debate and jealousy , 

Till Comad, Lord of Wolfcnsttin, 

By nature fierce, and waim with 
wine, 

And now in humour highly cross’d 
About some steeds Ins band had 
lost, 

High words to words succeeding still, 
Smote with his gauntlet stout Hunt- 
hill— 

A hot and hardy Rutherford, 

Whom men called Dickon Draw-the- 
sw’-ord 

He took itTin the page’s saye, 

Hunthill had driven these steeds 
away 

Then Howard, Home, and Douglas 
rose, 

The kindling discord to compose * 
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Stern ifutherford tight little said, 

But bit his glove, find shook his head 
A fortnight thence, in Inglewoojd, 
Stout Conrad, cold, ^nd drench d m 
blood, 

His bosom gor’d with many a \\ ound, 
Was by a woodman’s lyme-dog found , 
Unknown the manner bfhis death^ 
Gone was his brand, both sword ^d 
sheath , 

But ever from that time, ’twas said, 
That Dickon wore a Cologne blade 

VIII 

The dwarf, who fear’d his master s 
Might his foul treachery dfepffc, 

Now sought the castle buttery, 
Where many a yeoman, bold and 
free, 

Revell d as merrily and well 
As those that sat in lordly selle 
Watt Tinlinn, there, did frankly raise 
The pledge to Arthur Fire the-Braes , 
And he, as by his breeding bound. 

To Howard’s merry men sent it round 
To quit them, on the English side. 
Red Roland Forster loudly cried, 

* A deep carouse to yon fair bride 
At every pledge, from vat and pail, 
Foam’d forth in floods the nut brown 
ale, 

While shout the riders every one , 
Such day of mirth ne er cheer’d their 
clan. 

Since old Buccleuch the name did gain, 
When in the cleuch the buck was 
ta’en 

IX 

The wily page, with vengeful thought. 
Remember d him of Tmhnn’s yew, 
And swore it should be dearly bought 
That ever he the arrow (frew 
First, he the yeoman did molest. 

With bitter gibe and taunting jest , 
Told how he fled at Solway strife, 
And how Hob Armstrong cheer’d his 
wife, 


Then, shftnnmg still his powerful 
arm, 

At unawares he wrought him harm , 
From trencher stole his choicest 
cheer. 

Dash’d from his lips his can of beer , 
Then, to his knee sly creeping on. 
With bodkin pierced hiriT to the 
bone 

The venom’d wound, and festering 
joint. 

Long after rued that bodkin’s point 
The startled yeoman swcK-e and 
spurn’d, 

And board and flagons overturn’d 
Riot and clamour wild began , 

Back to the hall the Urchin ran , 
Took in a darkling nook his post. 
And giinn’d, and mutter d, ‘Lost* 
lost t lost f ’ 

X 

By this, the Dame, lest farther fi ay 
Should mar the concord of the day, 
Had bid the Minstrels tune their lay 
And first stept forth old Albert 
Giaeme, 

^he Minstrel of that ancient name 
Was none who struck the harp so 
well 

Within the Land Debateafele , 

Well friended, too, his hardy km, 
Whoever lost, were sure to win, 
They sought the beeves that made 
their broth, 

In Scotland and m Fngland both 
In homely guise, as nature bade, 

His simple song the Borderer said 

XI 

ALBERT GR^ME 

It was an English ladye bright, 

(The sun shines fair on Carlisle 
wall,) 

And she would inarry a Scottish 
knight, 

For Love will still be lord of alL 

cs 
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Blithely they saw the nsingf sun 
When «he shone fair on Carlisle 
wall, 

But they were sad ere day was done, 
Though Love was still the lord of all 

Her sire gave brooch and jewel fine, 
Whei e“ihe sun shines fai^: on Car*c 
lisle \\ all , 

Her brother gave but a flask of w me, 
Foi ire that Love was lord of all 

For she had lands, both meadow and 
lea, 

Where the sun shines fair on Car- 
lisle wall. 

And he swore hei death ere he would 
see 

A Scottish knight the lord of all ‘ 

XU 

That wine she had not tasted well 
(The sun shines fair on Carlisle 
wall,) 

When dead in her true loves arms 
she fell, 

Foi Lo\e was still the lord of all * 

r 

He pieicM her brothei to the heart, 
Whei e t-^ie sun shines fair on 
Carlisle wall 

So perish all would true love part. 
That Love may still be lord of all ’ 

And then he took the cross divine, 
(Where the sun shines fair on Car- 
lisle wall,) 

And died for her sake in Palestine , 
So Love was still the lord of all 

Now all ye lovers that faithful 
prove, 

(The sun shines fair on Carlisle 
wall,) 

Pray for their souls who died foi 
love, « 

For Love shall stiH be lord of all f 


xni 

As ended Albei t’s simple lay 
Arose a bard pf loftiei poit , 

For sonnet, ihyme, and loimdela^ , 
Renown’d m haughty Henr\ s 
couit 

Theie lung thy harp, uni nail d long, 
Fi^^traver of the silvei song ' 

The gentle Surrey Icr ed his lyie — 
Who has not heard ot Sunc> 
fame ^ 

His was the hero’s soul of fii c, 

And his the baid’s immoital 
name, 

Xhd Ins was love, exalted higli 
By all the glow ot chi\ airy 

\iv 

Tliej sought, together, clinics afai , 
And ott, within some oh\ e grove, 
When e\en came with twinkling 
star, 

They sung of Sdrrcy s absent love 
His step the Italian peasant sta} d, 
And deem’d that spa its from on 
high, 

Round wheie some hermit saint was 
laid, 

Weie bieathing heavenly melody, 
So sweet did harp and voice com- 
bine 

To piaise the name of Geraldine 

XV 

Fitztraver* O what tongue may say 
1 he pangs thy faithful bosom knew% 
When Surrey, of the deathless laj , 
Ungiateful Tudor’s sentence slcw^ 
Regardless of the tyiant s frown, 

His harp call d wrath and \engeanoe 
down 

He left, foi Naworth’s iron towers, 
Windsor ^ green glades, and courtly 
bowers, 

And faithful to his patron’s name. 
With Howard still Fitztraver came , 
Lord William’s foremost favounte he, 
And chief of all his minstrelsy 
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FITZTRAVER 

’Twas All'-faours eve, and Surrey s 
heart beat high , 

He heard the midnight bell with 
anxious start, 

Which told the mystic hoqf, 
approaching nigh, 

When wise Cornelius promis’d, 
by his art, 

To show to him the lad>e of his 
heart. 

Albeit betwixt them roard the 
ocean grim , 

Yet so the sage had hightTo pUy his 
part, 

That he should see her form in 
life and limb, 

And mark, if still she lov’d, and still 
she thought of him 

XVII 

Daik was the \aulted room of 
gramarye. 

To which the wizard led the 
gallant Knight, 

Sa\ e that before a mirror, huge and 
high, 

A hallow’d taper shed a glimmer- 
ing light 

On mystic implements of magic 
might , 

On cross, and character, and 
talisman, 

And almagest, and altar, nothing 
bright 

For fitful was the lustre, pale and 
wan, 

As watchlight by the bed of some 
departing man 

xviii 

But soon, within that mirror huge 
and high, 

Was seen a self-emitted light to 
gleam , 


And forms upon its breast the Earl 
’ganspj, 

Clou4> and indistinct, as feverish 
dream , 

Till, slow ananging, and defin’d, 
they seem 

To form a lordly an4. a lofty 
rootn, 

Part lighted by a lamp -with siher 
beam, 

Plac’d by a couch of Agra’s silken 
loom 

And part by moonshine pafe, and 
part was hid in gloom 

XIX 

Fair all the pageant but how pass- 
ing fair 

The slender form which lay on 
couch of Ind f 

O’er her white bosom stiay’d her 
hazel hair , 

Pale her dear cheek, as if for Io\e 
she pin’d , 

All in her night robe loose she lay 
reclin’d, 

And pensive read from tablet 
eburnine 

Some strain that seem’d her inmost 
soul to find 

That favour d strain was Surrey s 
raptur d line, 

That fair and lovely form, the Lady 
Geraldine 

XX 

Slow roll’d the clouds upon the 
lovely form, 

And swept the goodly vision all 
away — 

So royal envy roll’d the murky 
storm 

O’er my beloved Masters gloii- 
ous day 

Thou jealous, ruthless tyrant * 
Heaven repa> 

On thee, and on thy childien’s 
latest line, 
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The wild caprice of thy despotic 
sWhy, 

Thegory bridal bed, the^lunder’d 
shrine, 

The murder d Surrey s blood, the tears 
of Geraldine ’ 

x\i 

Both Scots,*' and Southern chiefs, pro- 
long 

Applauses of Fitztraver^s song. 

These hated Henry s name as death, 
And those still held the ancient 
faith 

Then, from his seat, with lofty air, 
Rose Harold, bard of brave St 
Clair , 

St Clair, who, feasting high at 
Home, 

Had with that lord to battle come 
Harold was born where restless seas 
Howl round the storm-swept Or 
cades , 

Where erst St Clairs held princely 
sway 

O’er isle and islet, strait and bay, — 
Still nods their palace to its fall, ^ 
Thy pride and soriow, fair Kirk- 
wall ’ 

Thence ofJ he markd fierce Pent 
land lave, 

As if grim Odm rode her wave , 

And watch’d the whilst, 'with visage 
pale, 

And thiobbmg heart, the struggling 
sail , 

For all of wonderful and wild 
Had rapture for the lonel;y child 

wu 

And much of wild and wonderful 
In these rude isles might ^ncy cull , 
For thither came, in times afar. 

Stern Lochlm’s sons of roving war, 
The Norsemen, train’d to spoil and 
blood, 

Sloll’d to prepare the raven’s food , 


Kings of the mam ^eir leaders brave, 
Thtir barks the dral^ons of the wave 
And Mierc, in n>any i stormy vale, 
The Scald had told his wondrous 
tale , 

And many a Runic column high 
Had witness’4 ini idoIati>^ 

Apd thus had Harold m his \outh 
Learn’d many a Saga’s rhyme un 
couth — 

Of that Sea-Sn^kc, ticmendous curl d, 
Whose monstrous circle girds the 
\v orld , 

Of those dread Maids, whose hideous 

Maddens the battle s blood^^ swell , 

Of Chiefs, who, guided through the 
gloom 

By the pale death-hghts of the tomb, 
Ransack d the graves of warriors 
old, 

Their falchions wrench’d from corpses’ 
hold, 

Wak’d the deaf tomb with war’s 
alarms, 

And bade the dead arise to arms * 
With war and wonder all on flime, 
To Rs»Jin s bowers young Harold 


Where, by sweet glen and gi eenvvood 
tree, 

He learn’d a milder minstrelsy , 

’Vet something of the Noithern spell 
Mix’d with the softci numbers well 


XMII 

HAKOLD 

O listen, listen, ladies gay * 

No haughty feat of arms I tell , 
Soft IS the note, and sad the lay, 

That irourns the lovely Rosabelle 

— * Moor, moor the barge, ye gallant 
crew » 

And, gentle ladye, deign to stay ! 
Rest thee m Castle Ravensheuch, 
Nor tempt the stormy firth to day 
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The bTackeiimg '^ave is edg’d with 
white 

To inch and rock the sea-mevjs fly , 
The fishers have heard the Water- 
Sprite, 

Whose screams forebode that wreck 
IS nigh 

‘ Last night the gifted Seer did vief*^ 

A wet shroud swathed round ladye 

gay, 

Then stay thee, Fair, in Ravensheuch 
Whj^ cross the gloomy firth to 
day? ’ 

^ ’Tis not because Lord Liq^eiay s heir 
To-night at Roslin leads the ball, 
But that my ladye-mother there 
Sits lonely in her castle hall 

‘ ’Tis not because the ring they nde, 
And Lmdesay at the ring rides well, 
But that my sire the wine will chide, 
If ’tis not fill d by Rosabelle ’ 

O’er Roslin all that dreary night 
Awondrousblazewas seen to gleam , 
’Twas broader than the watch-fire’s 
light, 

And redder than the bright moon 
beam 

It glar’d on Roslin’s castled rock, 

It ruddied all the copse wood glen , 
'Twas seen from Drydejr’s groves of 
oak. 

And seen from cavern’d Hawthorn- 
den 

Seem’d all on fire that chapel proud. 
Where Roslin’s chiefs uncofiin’d he, 
Each Baron, for a sable shroud. 
Sheath’d in his ii on panoply 

Seem’d all on fire within, around, 
Deep sacristy and altar s pale , 
Shone every pillar foliage bound. 

And glimmer’d all the dead men’s 
mail 


Blaz d battlement and pinnet high, 
Blaz’d every rose carveci buttress 
fair — 

So still tSey blaze when fate is nigh 
The lordly line of high St Clair 

Theie are twenty of Roslin’s barons 
bold 

Lie butied within that proud cha 
pelle , 

Each one the holy vault doth hold — 
But the sea holds lovely Rosabelle ^ 

And each St Clair was burled there, 
With candle, with book, and with 
knell , 

But the sea caves rung, and the wild 
winds sung, 

The dirge of lovely Rosabelle 

XXIV 

So sweet was Harold s piteous la>. 
Scarce mark’d the guests the darken’d 
hall, 

Though, long before the sinking day, 
A wondrous shade involv’d them all 
It was not eddying mist or fog, 
Drain’d by the sun from fen or bog, 
Of no eclipse haa sages told , 

And yet, as it came on apace, 

Each one could scarce his neighbour s 

xa^c;, 

Could scarce his own stretch d 
hand behold 

A secret horror check’d the feast, 
And chill’d the soul of eveiy guest , 
Even the high Dame stood half aghast — 
She knew some evnl on the blast , 

The elvish page fell to the ground, 
And, shuddering, muner’d, ‘ Found * 
found » found ’ * 

XXV 

Then sudden, through the darken’d air, 
A flash of lightning came , 

So broad, so bright, so red the glare, 
The castle seem d on flame 
Glanc’d every cafter of the hall, 

[ Glanc’d eveiy shield upon the wall , 
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Each trophied beam, each sculptur'd 
stone, 

Were instant seen, and instant gone , 
Full through the guests’ ^bedazzled 
band 

Resistless flash’d the levin-brand, 
And fill’d the hall with smouldering 
smoke. 

As on the elvish page it broke 

It broke, with thunder long and 
loud, 

Dismay d the brave, appall d the 
proud, — 

Fiom sea to sea the larum rung , 
On Berwick wall, and at Cailisle 
withal, 

To arms the startled warders 
sprung 

When ended was the dreadful roAr, 
The elvish dwarf was seen no more • 

xxvr 

Some heaid a voice in Branksome 
Hall, 

Some saw a sight, not seen by all , 
That dieadful voice was heaid by 
some, 

Cry, v^ith loud summons, * GvLBiy, 

COME 5 ’ 

And on tiie spot where buist the 
brand. 

Just where the page had flung 
him down, 

Some saw an arm, and some a hand, 

And some the waving of a gown 
The guests in silence pray’d and shook, 
And terror dimm’d each lofty look 
But none of all the astonish’d tram 
Was so dismay’d as Deloiaine , 

His blood did freeze, his braii^ did 
burn, 

’Twas fear’d his mmd w<^uld ne’er 
return , 

F or he was speechless, ghastly, wan, 
Like him of whom the story ran, 
Who spoke the spectre-hound in 
Han. 


At length, by fits, Tie darkl;} told. 
With broken and shuddering 

cold, 

That he had seen, right certainly, 
A shape with amice wi app^d at ound, 
Wtih a wrought Spamdt bald nr bounds 
Like pilgrim fiom luyond thesta , 
i^id knew— but how it matter d not — 
It was the wizard, Michael Scott 

WVII 

The anxious crowd, with horror pale, 
All trembling heard the wondious 
tale , 

No sound was made, no word was 
spoke, 

Till noble Angus silence broke, 
And he a solemn sacred plight 
Did to St Bride of Douglas in'll, e, 
That he a pilgnmage would take 
To Melrose ^bbey, for the sake 
Of Miehael’s restless spi ite 
Then each, to ease his ti oubled bi east, 
To some bless d saint his pi ers ad 
dress d 

Some to St Modan made then \ows, 
Some to St Mary of the Lenves, 

Some to the Holy Rood of I isle, 
Some to our Ladye of the Isle , 

Each did his pation witness make, 
That he sueh pilgnmage would take, 
And monks should sing, and bells 
should toll, 

All for the Weal of Michael’s soul 
While vows were ta en, and pra^ ers 
were pray’d, 

’Tis said the noble dame, dismay’d, 
Renounc’d, for aye,daik magic’s aid 

xxvin 

Nought of the bridal will I tell. 

Which after in short space befell , 

Nor how brave sons and daughters lair 
Bless’d Teviot’s Flower, and Cran- 
stoun’s heir 

After such dreadful scene, ’twere vain 
To wake the note of mirth again 
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More meet it vs^re to mark the day 
Of penitence^ and prayer divine, 
When pilgrim chiefs, in sad ^rra>, 
Sought Melrose* holy shrine 

XXIX 

With naked foot, and sackcloth vest, 
And arms enfolded on his breast. 

Did every pilgrim go , 

The standers by might hear uneatn, 
Footstep, or voice, or high-drawn 
breath, 

Through all the lengthen’d row 
No lordly look, nor martial stride , 
Gone was their glory, sunk their pride. 
Forgotten their renown , 

Silent and slow, like gho^s they glide 
To the high altar’s hallow’d side, 

And there they knelt them down 
Above the suppliant chieftains ave 
The banners of departed brave , 
Beneath the letter’d stones were laid 
The ashes of their fathers dead , 

From many a garnish’d niche around, 
Stern saints and tortur’d rpartyrs 
frown’d 

XXX 

And slow up the dim aisle afar. 

With sable cowl and scapular, 

And snow-white stoles, in ordei due, 
The hol;;y Fathers, two and two, 

In long procession came , 

Taper and host, and book they bare, 
And holy banner, flourish’d fair 
With the Redeemer’s name 
Above the prostrate pilgrim band 
The mitred Abbot stretch’d his hand. 
And bless’d them as they kneel d , 
With holy cross he sign’d them all, 
And pray’d they might be sage in hall, 
And fortunate in field 
Then mass was sung, and prayers 
were said. 

And solemn requiem for the dead , 
And bells toll d out their mighty peal, 
For the departed spirit’s weal, 

And ever m the office close 
The hymn of intercession rose , 


And far the echoing aisles prolong 
The awful burthen of the spng, — 
Dies ir-®-, dies illa, 

Solve* s^clum in favilla,— 
While the pealing organ rung 
Were it meet with sacred strain 
To close my lay, so light and vain, 
♦Thus the holy Fathers sung 

XXXI 

HYMN FOR THE DEAD 
That day of wrath, that dreadful day. 
When heaven and earth •shall pass 
away, 

What power shall be the sinner’s stay2 
How shall he meet that dreadful day ? 

When, shriveling like a parched scroll, 
The flaming heavens together roll,. 
When louder yet, and yet more dread, 
Swells the high trump that wakes the 
dead , 

Oh ’ on that day, that wrathful day, 
Wlien man to judgment wakes from 
clay, 

Be Thou the trembling sinner’s stay, 
Though heaven and earth shall pass 
j away • 


Hush d is the harp jthe Minstrel 
gone 

And did he wander forth alone ^ 
Alone, in indigence and age, 

To linger out his pilgrimage^ 

No, close beneath proud Newark’s 
towel , 

Arose the Minstrel’s lowly bower, 

A simple hut , but there was seen 
The little garden hedged with green, 
The cheerful hearth, and lattice clean 
Thereshelter d wanderers, by the blaze, 
Oft heard the tale of other days , 

For mucli he lov’d to ope his door, 
And give the aid he begg’d before 
So pass’d the winter’s day , but still, 
When summer smil’d on sweet Bow 
hiT, 
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And July^s eve, with balmy bieath, 
Wav’d the blue bells on Newark 
heath , 

When throstles sung m ftarehead- 
shaw, 

And corn was green on Caiterhaugh, 
And flourish’d broad Blackandro’s 
oak, ^ 

The aged Helper’s soul awoke f 


Then would he ^ing achie\emLnts 

high, 

And ffncumstanc^e of chi\alr\ , 

Till the rapt tia\eller would stav, 
Foigetful of the closing day , 

And noble youths, the strain tu hear, 
Foisook the hunting of the deer, 

A^d Yarrow, as he loll d along, 

Boie burden to the Mnstrel s song 


END OF THE LA.Y OF THE LAST MINSTREI 
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A POEM of nearly thirty years’ standing 
may be supposed hardly to need an Intro 
duction, since, \\ ithout one, it has been aWe 
to keep Itself afloat through tlie l*est part of 
a generation Nevertheless, as, in the edi 
tion of the Waverley Noiels now m course 
of publication [1830], I ha\e imposed on 
myself the task of saying something con 
cerning the purpose and history of each, in 
their turn, I am desirous that the Poems for 
which I first received some marks of the 
public favour, should also be accompanied 
with such scraps of their literary history as 
may be supposed to carry interest along w ith 
them Even if I should be mistaken in think 
ing that the secret history of what was once 
so popular, may still attract public attention 
Tnd curiosity, it seems to me not without its 
use to record the manner and circumstances 
under which the present, and other Poems on 
the same plan, attained for a season an ex 
tensive reputation 

I must resume the story of my literary 
labours at the period at which I broke off in 
the Essay on the Imitation of Popular Poetry 
[see when I had enjoyed the first gleam 
of public fa\ our, by the success of the first 
edition of the Minstrelsy of the Scottish 
Border The second edition of that work, 
published in 1803, pro\ ed, in the language of the 
trade, rather a heavy concern The demand 
m Scotland had been supplied by the first 
edition, and the curiosity of the English was 
not much awakened by poems in the rude 
garb of antiquity, accompanied with notes 
referring to tlie obscure feuds of barbarous 
clans, of whose very nameb civilized history 
was Ignorant It was, on the whole, one of 
those books which are more praised than 
they are read 

At this time I stood perso§ally in a dif 
ferent position from that which I occupied 
when I first dipt my desperate pen in ink for 
other purposes than those of my profession 
In 1796, when I first published the transla 
lions from Biirger, I was an insulated indivi 
dual, with only my own wants to provide 
for, and having, m a great measure, ray 
own inclinations alone to consult In 1803, 


when the second edition of the Minstrelsy ap 
peared, I liad arrived at a period of life when 
men, however thoughtless, encounter duties 
and circumstances which press consideration 
and plans of life upon the most careless 
minds I had been for some time married— 
was the father of a rising family, and, though 
fully enabled to meet the consequent demanas 
upon me, it was my duty and desire to place 
myself m a situation which would enable me 
to make honourable provision against the 
\anous contingencies of life 
It may be readily supposed that the at 
tempts which I had. made in literature had 
been unfavourable to my success at the bar 
The goddess Themis is, at Edinburgh, and 
I suppose everywhere else, of a peculiarly 
jealous dispos tion She will not readily 
consent to share her authority, and sternly 
demands fi om her v otanes, not only that 
leal duty be carefully attended to and dis 
charged, but that a certain air of business 
shallbe observed even in the midst of total 
idleness It is prudent, if not absolutely 
necessary, in a young bamster, to appear 
completely engrossed by his profession , how 
ever destitute of employment he may m 
reality be, he ought to preserve, if possible, 
the appearance ot full occupation He should, 
therefore, seem perpetually engaged among 
his law papers, dusting them, as it were , and, 
as Ovid, advises the fair, 

' Si nuUus ent pulvis tamen excute nullum. 

Perhaps such extremity of attention is more 
especially required, considering the great 
number of counsellors who are called to the 
bar, and how v ery small a proportion of them 
are ^finally disposed, or find encouragement:, 
to follow the law as a profession Hence the 
number of deserters is so great^ that the least 
lingering Jook behind occasions a young 
novice to Be set down as one of the intending 
fugitiv^es Certain it is, that the Scottish 
Themis was at this time peculiarly jealous of 
any flirtation with the Muses, on the part of 
those who had ranged themselves under her 
banners This was probably owing to her 
consciousness of the superior attractions of 
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her rivals Of late, however, sh^ has relaxed 
m some instances in this particular, an emi 
nent example of which has been shown in 
the case of my friend, Mr Jeffrey, who, after 
long conducting one of the most influential 
hterarv periodicals of the age, with unques 
tionable abilitv has been, by the general 
consent of his brethren, recently elected to 
be their Dean of Faculty, or President — 
being the highest acknowledgment of his 
professional talents which they had it in thei*' 
power to offer But this is an incident much 
beyond the ideas of a period of thirty years’ 
distance, when a. barrister who really pos 
sessed any turn for lighter literature, was at 
as much pains to conceal it, as if it had in 
reality been something to be ashamed of, 
and I couldcmention more than one instance 
m which literature and society have suffered 
much loss, that jurisprudence might be en 
riched 

Such, how'e'ier, was not my case, for the 
reader will not w ondt-r that ra'v open inter 
terence with matters of light hteratuie di 
mimshed my employment in the weghtier 
matters of the law Nor did the solicitors 
upon whose choice the counsel takes rank in 
his profession, do me less than justice, by re 
garding others among my contemporaries 
as fitter to discharge the duty due to their 
clients, than a young man who was taken up 
with running after ballads, whether Teutonic 
or national My profession and I, therefore 
came to stand nearly upon the footing w hich 
honest Slender consoled himself on having 
established with Mistress \nne Page , ‘ 1 here 
was no g^reat love between us at the begin 
nmg, and it pleased Heaven to decrease itf 
on farther acquaintance ’ I became sensible 
that the time was come when I must either 
buckle myself resolutely to the ‘ toil by day, 
the lamp by night,’ renouncing all the Dt 
lilahs ot my intagination, or bid adieu to the 
profession of the law, and hold another 
course 

I confess mv own inclination revolted from 
the more severe choice, which might have 
been deemed by many the wiser alternative 
As my transgressions had been numerous, 
my repentance must ha\e been signalized by 
unusual sacrifices I ought to na\e men 
lioned, that since my>' fourteenth or fifteenth 
year, my health, original^ delicate, had be 
come extremely robust From infancy I had 
laboured under the infirmity of a severe 
lameness, but, as I believe is usually the 
ca^ with men of spint who suffer undej* per 
sonal mcouvemences of this nature, I had, 
since the improvement of my health, ‘in de- 
fiance of this incapacitating circumstance, 
distmguished myself by the endurance of toil 
on foot or horse-back, having often walked 
thirty miles a day, and rode upwards of a 
hundred, without resting In this manner I 
made many pleasant journeys through parts 
of the country then not very accessiifie, gam 
mg more amusement and instruction than I 


liaie iieen able to ^cquirt since I have 
ti IV oiled m 1 mon cd imodious manm f I 
practibcd most silvan sport's also, with some 
SUCCOR, and wath gicat delight But thfsi 
pleasu'cs must line bc<n all n signed, or 
usedwithgrcatinodtration,had I determ neci 
to regain my station at the bar It was 
even doubtful whithir I < ould, with perfect 
character as a jurisco isult, retain a situation 
m a volunteer corps of cavalrv, which I then 
hehJ Thi thiexts of invasion weie at this 
tii^c instant and menacing, thr till by 
Britain on htr children was universal, and 
was answtreii by some who, hkt rri’vstif, 
consulted r it her tht ir tit sirt thantlu rabihtv 
to bear arms Al> strvius, howtvtr, were 
found useful in assisting to in iintain the 
discipline of tin corps, King tl ( point on 
which their constitut on lendt ri d them most 
amenable to imlitar)- criticism Ii other 
rCapects tin squadron was a fine one, con 
sisting chw'‘flyof handsome men, well mount 
td and armed at their own expense M> 
attention to the corps took up a good deal of 
time, and while it occupied many ot the 
happiest hours ot m\ life, it furnished an 
additional reason for my reluctance aga n to 
encounter the seveic course of stuoy indis- 
ppn'^able to sucevss in the juridiC'^I piofes 
Sion 

On the otlier hand, m> father, whose fetl 
mgs might have been hurt by mv quitting 
the bar, had been for two or thiec vears 
dead, so that I had no control to thw ai t my 
own inclination, and mymeomt bt mg vqual 
to all the comforts, and sonu of the. tlegan 
CIOS, of life, I was not presst d to an uksomt 
labour by necessity, thit most powtrful of 
motiv es , const quently, I was the moi e easily 
seduced to choose tlie employ nunt which 
w'as most agi t cable to m< a his w as y et tin 
easier, that in itSoo I had obtaineil the pie 
ferment of Sheriff of Selkirkshire, about 
a year in vilue, and which was the 
more agreeable, to me, is m that county I 
had several friends and relations But I did 
not abandon the profession to which I had 
been educated, without certain pnulential 
resolutions, winch, at the risk of some ego- 
tism, I wall hero mention, not without Uie 
hope that they may be useful to young per 
sons who may stand in circumstances similar 
to those m which I then stood 

In the first place*, upon considering the 
lives and fortunes of persons who h id given 
themselves up to literature, or to tin task ot 
pleasing the public, it stemed to me, that 
the circumstances which chiefly affected 
their happiijipss and character, were those 
from which Horace has bestowied upon 
authors the epithet of the Irritable Race. It 
requires no depth of philosophic reflection to 
perceive, that the petty warfare of Pope with 
the Dunces of his penod could not have been 
earned on without his suffering the most 
acute torture, such as a man must endure 
from musqmttoes, by whose stings he suffers 



51 


Map of Maei (lUtnsfoef 


agony, although he •can crush them m his 
grisp by mynads #Jor is it necessary to 
call to memory th€ many humiliating m 
stances in which men of the greatest genius 
have, to avenge some ^tiful quarrel, made 
themselves ridiculous during their lues, to 
become the still moie degraded objects of 
pity to future times 

Upon the whole, as I had no pretension to 
the genius of the distinguished persons who 
had fallen into such errors, I concluded there 
could be no occasion for imitating the» in 
their mistakes, of what I considered as such , 
and, in adopting literary pursuits as the prin- 
cipal occupation of my future life, I resolved, 
if possible, to avoid those weaknesses of tern 
per which seemed to ha've most easily beset 
my more celebrated predecessors 
With this view, it was my first resolution 
to keep as far as was m my power abreast of 
society, continuing to maintain myplacd^n 
general company, without yiel<4ing to the 
very natural temptation of narrowing 
self to what is called literary society By 
doing so, I imagined I should escape the be 
setting sm of listening to language, which, 
from one moLive or other, is apt to ascribe a 
very undue degree of consequence to literary 
pursuits, as if tliey were, indeed, the business, 
rather than the amusement, of life The 
opposite course can only be compared to the 
injudicious conduct of one who pampers him 
self with coidial and luscious draughts, until 
he IS unable to endure wholesome bitters 
Like Gil Bias, therefore, I resolved to stick 
by the society of mycommz<f^ instead of seek- 
ing that of a more literary cast, and to main- 
tain my general interest in what was going 
on around me reserving the man of letters 
for the desk and the libraiy 
My second resolution was a corollary from 
the first I determined that, w ithout shutting 
my ears to the \ oice of true criticism, I would 
pay no regard to that which assumes the form 
of satire I therefore resolved to arm my 
self with that triple brass of Horace of 
which those of my profession are seldom 
held deficient, against all the roving warfare 
of satire, parody, and sarcasm , to laugh if 
the jest was a good one, or, if otherwise, to 
let It hum and buzz itself to sleep 
It is to the observance of these rules (ac- 
cording to my best belief), that, after a life of 
thirty years engaged in literaxy labours of 
various kinds, I attribute my never having 
been entangled in any literaiy quanel or 
controversy , and, which is a stifl more pleas- 
ing result, that I hav e been distinguished by 
the personal friendship of my qjost approved 
contemporaries of ^1 parties 
I adopted, at the same time, another re 
solution, on which it may doubtless be re 
marked, that it was well for me that I had it 
in my power to do so, and that, therefore, it 
is a line of conduct which, depending upon 
accident, can be less generally applicable in 
Other cases Yet I Tail not to record this 


part of my plan, convinced that, though it may 
not be in every one’s power to adopt exactly 
the same resolution, he may nevertheless by 
his own exertions, m some shape or other, 
attain tlitf object on which it was founded, 
namely, to secure the means of subsistence, 
without relying exclusively on literary talents 
In this respect, I determined that literature 
should be my staff, but not my crutch, and 
that the prolits of my literary labour, how 
•ev er convenient otherw i&e, sliOuld not, if I 
could help It, become necessary to my or 
dinary expenses With thisi, purpose I re 
solved, if the interest of my friends could so 
far favour me to retire upon any of the re 
spectable offices of the law, in which persons 
of that profession are glad to take refuge, 
when they feel themselves, or ar^judged Dy 
others, incompetent to aspire to jts higher 
honours Upon such a post an author might 
hope to retreat, without any perceptible 
alteration of circumstances, whenever the 
time should arn\ e that the public grew weary 
of his endeavours to please, or he himself 
should tire of the pen At this period of mj 
bfe I possessed so many friends capable of 
assisting me in this object of ambition, that 
I could hardly over rate my own prospects 
of obtaining the preferment to which I limited 
my wishes, and m fact, I obtained in no 
long period the reversion of a situation w'hich 
completely met them 

Thus far all was well, and the Author had 
been guilty, perhaps, of no great imprudence, 
when he relinquished his forensic practice 
with the hope of making some figure in the 
field of literature But an established char 
acter with the public, in my new capacitj, 
still remained to be ac(pired I have noticed, 
that the translations from Bfirger had been 
unsuccessful, nor had the original poetry 
which appeared under the auspices of Mr 
IL<ewis, m the ‘Tales of Wonder,’ in any 
great degree raised my reputation It is 
true, I had private friends disposed to second 
me in my efforts to obtain popularity But I 
was sportsman enough to know , that if the 
greyhound does not run well, the halloos 
of nis patrons will not obtain the prize for 
him 

Neither was I ignorant that the practice of 
ballad writing was for the present out of 
fashion, and that <^ny attempt to revive it or 
to found a poetical character upon it, would 
certainly fai 1 of success The ballad measure 
Itself, which was once listened to as to an 
enchanting melody, had become hackneyed 
ana sickening, from its being theaccompam 
ment of every grinding hand-organ, and 
besides, a long work in quatrains, whether 
those of the common ballad, or such as are 
termed elegiac, has an effect upon the mmd 
like that of the bed of Procrustes upon the 
human body , for, as it must be both awk- 
ward and difficult to carry on a long sentence 
from one stanza to another, it foflows, that 
the meaning of each penod must be com 
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prehended within four lines, and equally so 
that it must be extended so as to fill that 
space The*altemate dilation and contraction 
thus rendered necessary is sin^larly un 
favourable to narratn e composition and the 
‘Gondibert’ of Sir William D’A\enant 
though containing many striking passages, 
has never become popular, o\\ ing chiefly to 
its being told in this species of elegiac \erse 
In the dilemma occasioned by this ob 
jection, the idea occurred to the^. Author o*' 
using the measured short line, which forms 
the structure "of so much minstrel poetry, 
that It may be properly termed the Romantic 
stanza, by way of distinction, and whch 
appears so natural to our language, that the 
\ery best of our poets have not been able to 
protract •‘t nnto the verse properly called 
Heroic, VMthout the use of epithets which are, 
to say the least, unnecessary But on the 
other hand, the evtreme facility of the short 
couplet, which seems congenial to our Ian 
guage, and was, doubtless for that nason, 
so popular with our old minstrels, is, for the 
same reason, apt to prove a snare to the 
composer who uses it in more modem days, 
by encouraging him m a habit of slovenly 
composition The necessity of occasional 
pauses often forces the >oung poet to pay 
more attention to sense, as the boy’s kite 
rises highest when the tram is loaded by a 
due counterpoise The Author was therefore 
intimidated by what Byron calls the ‘ fatal 
facility’ of the octosjllabic verse, which was 
otherwise better adapted to his purpose of 
imitating the more ancient poetry 
I was not less at a loss for a subject which 
might admit of being treated with the sim-< 
plicity and wildness of the ancieit ballad 
But accident dictated both a theme and 
measure, which decided the subject, as well 
as the structure of the poem 
The lovely foung Countess of Dalkeuh, 
afterwards Harriet Duchess of Buccleuch, 
had come to the land of her husband with 
the desire of making herself acquainted with 
Its traditions and customs, as well as its 
manners and history All who remember 
this lady will agree, that the intellectual 
character of her evtreme beauty, the amenity 
and courtesy of her manners, the soundness 
of her understanding, and her unbounded 
benevolence, gave more the idea of an 
angelic visitant, than of a being belonging 
to this nether world , and such a thought 
was but too consistent with the short space 
she was permitted to tarry among usr Of 
course, where all made it a pride and plea- 
sure to gratify her wishes, she soon heard 
enough of Border lore , amongrothers, an 
aged gentleman of property, near Lang 
holm, communicated to her ladyship the 
story of Gilpm Homer, a tradition in 
wh ch the narrator, and many more of that 
country, were firm believers The young 
Countess, much delighted with the legenck 
and the gravity and. full confidence with 
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which it was told, enjoined on me ms a task 
to compose a ballad:^ on tht subject Of 
course, to hear was to obey, and thus the 
goblina-storj , objected to b> seviral critics 
as an evcresccnce Upon th< potni, was, m 
fact, the occasion of its b( mg written 
A chance similar to that which dictated the 
subject, gave me also the hint of anew mode 
of treating it \\ c had at that time the lease 
of a pleasant cottage, ntar Lasswade, on the 
romantic banks ot the Lsk, to which we 
escaped when the vacations ot the Court 
permitted me so much hisun Ht le I had 
the pleasure to rect ive a vis t from Mi Stod 
dart (now Sir )ohn Stoddart, Judge Advocate 
at Malta), who was at that tinn collecting 
the particulars w Inch he afterw irdsi mbodied 
in his Remarks on Loeal Set ntry in Scotland 
I was of some use to him in procuring the 
information which he dtsiied, and guiding 
h^'^n to the scenes which he wished to see 
In return, o lito made me better acquainted 
than I had hitherto bten with the poetic 
effusions which have since made tlie Lakes 
of Westmoreland, and the authors b> w horn 
they have been sung, so famous wherever the 
English tongm is spokt n 
I was already acquainted with the ‘ Joan 
of Arc,’ the ‘Thalaba,’ and tht ‘Metrical 
Ballads’ of Mr Southey whieh had found 
thtir way to Scotland, and were gtnerallv 
admired But Mr StodUart, who had the 
advantage of personal '‘'iiendship with the 
authors, and who possessed a strong mt, mory 
With an excellent taste, was ab'e to rt peat to 
me many long sptcimens of their poetrv, 
w Inch had not vet appt ii t d in print Amongst 
others, was im sinking fiignu nt calkd 
Chnstabil, bv Mr Coleinlge, which, from 
the singuliily ii regular structuK of the 
stanzas, and the hbi rty which it xllowcd the 
author to adapt tin sound to tlu smst, 
seemed to be exactly suited to such an extra 
vaganza as I meditated on the subject of 
Gilpm Horner ^s applietl to comic and 
humorous po( try, this mtseol mza of mea 
sures had oet n aln ady use <i by Anthony 
Hall, Anstey, Dr W olcott, md othe rs , but 
It was in Chnstabel th it I first found it usi d 
in serious poetry, and it is to Mr C oU ritlgi 
that I am bound to make the acknowUdg 
meiit due from the pupil to his maste r | 
observe that Lord l5>ron, m notieing my 
obligations to Mr Coleridge, which I have 
been always most ready to acknowledge, 
expressed, or was understood to express, 
a hope, that I did not write an unfriendly 
review on Mr Coleridge’s productions 
On this subjefst I have only to say, that I do 
not even know the review whicn is alluded 
to , and were I ever to take the unbecoming 
freedom of censurmgaman of Mr Coleridge’s 
extraordinary talents, it would be on account 
of the caprice and indolence with which he 
has thrown from him, as if m mere wanton 
ness, those unfinished scraps of poetry, which, 
like the Torso of antiquity, defy the skill of 
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his poetical brethren to complete them The 
charminff fragments^hich the author aban 
dons to their fate, are surely too valuable to be 
treated like the proofs of careless engra\ ers, 
the sweepings of whose^studios often make 
the fortune of some painstaking collector 
I did not immediately proceed upon my 
proiected labour, though I was no-w furnished 
v,ith a subject, and with a structure of verse 
which might have the effect of no\elty to the 
public e^^, and afford the author an OMor 
tunity of varying his measure with^he 
\ariations of a romantic theme On the 
contrary, it was, to the best of my recollection, 
more than a year after Mr Stoddart s visit, 
that, by way of experiment, I composed the 
first two or three stanzas of The Lay of the 
Last Minstrel ’ I was shortly afterwards 
visited by tw o intimate friends, one of w horn 
still survives They were men whose talents 
might have raised them to the highest staflibn 
in literature, had they not prqrfersed exerting 
them in their own profession of the law, in 
which they attained equal preferment I was 
in the habit of consulting them on my attempts 
at composition, having equal confidence in 
their sound taste and friendly sincerity 
In this specimen I had, in the phrase of the 
Highland servant, packed all that was my 
owm a/ leasts fbr I had also included a line 
of invocation, a little softened, from Cole 
ridge — 

* Mary mother shield us well 

As neither of my friends said much to me on 
the subject of stanzas I showed them before 
their departure, I had no doubt that their 
disgust nad been greater than their good-| 
nature chose to express Lookingupon them, 
therefore, as a failure, I threw the manuscript 
into the fire, and thought as little more as I 
could of the matter Some time afterwards 
I met one of my two counsellors, who en 
quired, with considerable appearance of 
interest, about the progress of the romance 
I had commenced, and was greatly surprised 
at learning its fate He confessed that neither 
he nor our mutual friend had been at first 
able to give a precise opinion on a poem so 
much out of the common road , but that as 
they walked home together to the city, they 
had talked much on the subject, and the 
result was an earnest desire that I would 
proceed with the composition He also 
added, that some sort of prologue might be 
necessary, to place the mind of the hearers 
m the situation to understand and enjoy the 
poem, and recommended the adoption of such 
quaint mottoes as Spenser Ij^s used to an- 
nounce the contents of the chapters of the 
Faery Queen, such as — 

Babes bloody hands may not be cleansed. 

The face of golden Mean 

Her s sters two, Eitremities 

Strive her to bani&h clean. 

I entirely agreed with my friendly critic in 


the necessity of having some sort of pitch 
pipe, which might make readers aware of 
the object, or rather the tone, of.the publica 
tion But I doubted whether, in assuming 
the oracufer style of Spenser’s mottoes, the 
interpreter might not be censured as the 
harder to be understood of the two I 
therefore introduced the Old Minstrel, as an 
appropriate prolocutor, by whom the lay 
might be sung, or spoken, and the ntro- 
•duction of whom betwixt the cantos, might 
remind tllfe reader at inter\als, of the time, 
place, and circumstances of the recitation 
This species of cadre^ or frifme, afterwards 
afforded the poem its name of ‘ The Lay of 
the Last Minstnel ’ 

The work was subsequently shown to 
other friends during its progress^^ and received 
the imprimatur of Mr Francis Jeffrey, who 
had been already for some time distinguished 
by his critical talent 

The poem, being once licensed by the 
critics as fit for the market, was soon finished, 
proceeding at about the rate of a canto per 
week There was, indeed, little occasion for 
pause or hesitation, when a troublesome 
rhyme might be accommodated by an alter 
ation of the stanza, or where an incorrect 
measure might be remedied by a variation 
of the rhyme It was finally published in 
iSo*?, and may be regarded as the first work 
m which the writer, who has been since so 
voluminous, laid his claim to be 9onsidered 
as an onginal author 

The book was published by Longman and 
Company, and Archibald Constable and 
Company The principal of the htter firm 
was then commencing that course of bold 
and liberal industry which was of so much 
advantage to his country and might have 
been so to himself, but for causes which it is 
needless to enter into here The work, 
brought out on the itsual terjps of division of 
profits between the author and publishers, 
was not long after purchased by them for 
;^500, to which Messrs Longman and Com 
pany afterwards added ;^ic>o, in their own 
unsolicited kindness, in consequence of the 
uncommon success of the work It was 
handsomely gii en to supply the loss of a fine 
home, which broke down suddenly while the 
author was riding with one of the worthy 
publishers 

It would be great affectation not to own 
frankly, that the author expected some 
success from ‘The Lay of the Last Minstrel ’ 
The attempt to return to a more simple and 
nafiiral style of poetry was likely to be 
welcomed, at a time when the public had 
become tired of heroic hexameters, with all 
the bucW-am and binding which belong to 
them of later days But whatever might 
ba%e been his expectations, whether moderate 
or unreasonable, the result left them far 
behind, for among those who smiled on the 
adventurous Minstrel, were numbered the 
great names of William Pitt and Charles 
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Fox Neither was the extent of the sale 
inferior to the character of the judges who 
recened thr poem viith approbation Up 
wards of thirty thousand copies of the Laj 
were disposed of by the traded and the 
author had to perform a task difficult to 
human \anity. when called upon to make 
the necessary deductions from his ow n merits, 


in a calm attempt to Recount for his popu 
lint> V 

A few additional icmarks on the authors, 
literary^ attempts -ytir this per od will bt 
found in the Introuuction to the Poem of 
Marmion 

Abboisford, Apttl 


NOTES^ 


Notf I 

l.Jie feast was over tn Bra7thsonie fowet 
—P 3 

Ilf the resgfi of James I, Sir \\ illiam Scott 
of Buccleuch, chief of the clan bearing that 
name, exchanged, with Sir Thomas Inglis of 
Manor, the estate of Murdiestone, m Lanark 
shire, for one half of the barony of Branksome, 
orBrankhoIm 1} mg upon tneTeviot, about 
three miles above Hawick He was probably 
induced to tins transaction from the \icinity 
of Branksome to the extensi\ e domain which 
he possessed m Ettnck Forestand in Teviot 
dale In the former district he held by occu 
pane} the estate of Buccleuch-^, and much 
of the forest land on the river Ettnck In 
Tev lotdale, he enjo} ed the barony of Eckford, 
by a grant from Robeit II to his ancestor, 
Walter Scott of Kirkurd, for the ^prehend 
mg of Gilbeit Ridderford, confirmed by 
Robert HI 3d May 1424 Tradition imputes 
the exchange betwixt Scott aud Inglis to a 
conversation, m which the latter-— a man, it 
would appear, of a mild and forbearing 
nature, complained much ofthe injuries which 
he w as exposed to from the English Borderers, 
who freouently plundered his lands of Brank 
some Sir william Scott instantly offered 
him the estate df Murdiestone, in exchange 
for that which was subject to such egregious 
inconvemence When the bargain was com 
pjeted, he dryly remarked, that the cattle m 
Cumberland were as good as those of Teviot 
dale, and proceeded to commence a system 
of reprisals upon the English, which was 
regularly pursued by his successors In the 
next reijgn, James 11 gi anted to Sir Walter 
Scott orBranksome, and to Sir Pavid, his 
son, the remaining half of the barony of 
Branksome, to be held m blanche for the 
payment of a red rose The cause assigned 
hr the g rant is, their brave and faithful 

I Bramcholm IS the proper name of the barony, but 
BrauKsome lias bees adopted, as suitable to the pro 
nuttciation, and more proper for poetry 

except the site of a ci^pd, w^re according to a tra 
dition current an the time of Scott of Satchells many 
of the ancient barons of Buccleuch fie buried There 
IS also said to fiawe been a null near this solitary spot 
an extraordutary circumstance as little or no corn 
grows within several nnles of Buccleuch. Satchells 
says It was used to grind corn for the hounds of the 
cbxenanx 


exertions in fat our of the King 'igamst tlie 
house of Dougla'*, with whom Jamis had 
been reccntlv tugging for the thione of Scot 
land This charter is dated the ad Fcbniarj 
1443 , and, in the same month, part of tin. 
barony of Langholm and many lands m 
LeT larkshire, were conferred upon Sir W alter 
and his sonO}«fhc same monarch 
After the ptnod of the exchange with Sir 
Thomas Inglis, Bianksome became the pim 
cipal seat of tlie Buccleuch f am ih The 
castle was enlaiged and strength! nccl by Sir 
David Scott, the grandson of bir W ilhain, its 
first possessor But m 1570-1, the vengeance 
of Elizabeth, provoked by the inroads ot 
Buccleuch, and; his attachment to tin cause 
of Queen Mary, destroved the castlt, and 
laid waste the lands of Branksomi In the 
same j ear the castle was lepaired and en 
larged by Sir Waltei Scott, its hra\t pos 
sessor , but the w ork w as not completed until 
after his death, in 1574, when thi widow 
finished the budding ihis appears from 
^he follow'ing inscriptions Around a stone, 
bearing the irms of Scott of Buccleuch, ap 

S ws the follow mg legend — ‘SirW Scott of 
ranxheim kngt oc ot Sir William Seott ot 
Kiikurd Kngt began >e vcork upon ^e 24 of 
Marche 1571 zt ar quha departit at God > 
pleisour ye 17 April 1574 ' On «i similar eo 
partment are sculptured the arms of Douglas, 
with this inscription, ‘DAme MargAHET 
Douglas his sfous comflliii ihl fore 

SAID WORK IN OCTOBLR 1576’ Ocer AH 
arched door is inscribed the following moral 
verse — 

III \arld. IS iiocUt, nature lies vtoui,ht gat sil le t 
ay 

Tfiarefore serve God ketp.\et! je rod thy fime 
sal iioclit dekay 

Sir Walter S-'ott of Brinxhofiu kmght. Mirijarttr 
Douglas 1571 

Branksome Castle continued to bt the 
principal seat of the Buccleuch family, while 
security was a^y object m their choice of a 
mansion It has since been the residence of 
the Commissioners, or Chamberlains, ot the 
family From the vanous alterations which 
the budding has undergone, it is not only 
greatly restricted in its dimensions, but re 
tains little of the castellated form, if we 
^cept one square tower of massy thickness, 
the only part of the original bmldmg which 
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now remains The \^^ole forms a handsome 
modern residence, lately inhabited by my 
deceased friend, Adaln Ogihy, Esq of Hart 
woodmyres, Commissioner of his Cxrace the 
Duke of Bucclcuch • * 

The extent of the ancient edifice can still be 
traced by some \ estiges of its foundation, and 
its strength is ob\ lous from the situation, on 
a deep bank surrounded by the Teviot, and 
flanked by a deep rai me, formed by a pre 
cipitous brook It was anciently surrounded 
W wood, as appears from the survej’^of 
Roxburghshire, made for Font’s Atlas, and 
preserved in the Adiocates’ Library This 
wood was cut about fifty years ago, but is 
now replaced by the thn\ing plantations, 
which have been formed hy flie noble pro 
pnetor, for miles around the ancient mansion 
of his forefathers 


Note II 

JViine and twenty km^hts of fame 
Hung thezf shields in Branksome 
hall—’^ 3 

The ancient barons of Buccleuch, both from 
feudal splendour and from their frontier 
situation, retained m their household at 
Branksome, a number of gentlemen of their 
own name, who held lands from their chief, 
for the military serv ce of w atching and 
warding his cast e Satchells tells us, in his 
doggrelpoetry, 

* No baron -ft as better served m Britain 
1 he barons ot BucUcugh Ihoy kept iheir call 
Tour and twenty gcntlei len in their hall 
All being of his name and kiu 
Each two had a servant to wait upon them 
Before supper and dinner most renowned 
The bells lung and the trumpets sowned 
And more than that 1 do confess 
They kept four and twenty pensioners. 

Tlunk not 1 lie nor do me blame 
tor the pensioners I can all name 
There s men alive elder than I 
They know if I speak truth or he 
Every pensioner a roomi did gam 
For service done and to be done , 

This let the reader understand 

The name both of the men and land 

Which they possessed it is of truth 

Botli Iroiu the Lairds and Lords of Buckleugh. 

Accordingly, dismounting from his Pegasus, 
Satchells gives us m prose, the names of 
twenty four gentlemen, jounger brothers of 
ancient families who were pensioners to the 
house of Buccleuch, and describes the lands 
which each possessed for his Border service 
In time of war with England, the garrison 
was doubtless augmented Sift:chelTs adds, 
‘These twenty three pensioners, all of his 
own name of Scott, and Walter Gladstanes 
of Whitelaw, a near cousin of my lord s as 
aforesaid, were read} on all occasions, when 
his honour pleased cause to advertise them 


1 Koo7n portion of land 


It is know a to many of the country better 
than it IS to me, that the rent of these lands, 
which the Lairds and Lords of Buccleucli dia 
freely bestow upon their friends, will amount 
to above twelve or fourteen thousand merks 
a year ’ — History of the name of Scotty p 45 
An immense sum in those days 


Note III 

with fedwood axe at saddlebow — P 3 

* Of a truth,* says Froissarty ‘ the Scottish 
cannot boast great skill with the bow, but 
rather bear axes, w ith w hich, in time of need, 
they give hea\y strokes ’ The Tedwood axe 
was a sort of partisan, used by hqj-semen, as 
appeals from the arms of Jedburgh, which 
bear a cavalier mounted, and armed with thi!> 
weapon It is also called a Jedwood or Jed 
dart staff 


Note I\ 

T'hey watch against Southern Jorce and 
guile, 

JLest Scroop, orJibwai d, or Percy' s powers, 

Xhreaien Branh some's lordly towers, 
Front VVarkworih, or Naworih^ or tnerry 
Carlisle — P 3 

Branksome Castle was continually ex- 
posed to the attacks of the English, both from 
Its situation and the restless military disposi 
tion of Its inhabitants, who were seldom on 
good terms with their neighbours The fol 
flowing letter from the Earl of Northumber 
*land to Hemy VIII in 15533, gi\es an account 
of a successful inroad of the English, m which 
the country was plundered up to the gates of 
the castle, although the invaders failed in 
their principal object, which ^as to kill, or 
make prisoner, the Laird of Buccleuch It 
occurs m the Cotton MS Cahg b viii f 
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‘ Pleaseth yt your most gracious highness 
to be aduertised, that my comptroller, with 
Raynald Carnaby, desyred licence of me to 
invade the realme of Scotlande, lor the annoy 
saunce of jour highnes cnemjs, where thej 
thought best exploit by theyme might be 
done and to hauc to concur withe theyme 
the inhabitants of Northumberland, suche as 
wastowardsmeaccording to theyre assembly, 
and as by theyre discretions \ pone the same 
they shulde thmke most convenient , andsoo 
they^yde meet \ ppone Monday, before night, 
being the 111 day of this instant monethe, at 
Wawhope, upon Northe Ijne water, above 
Tyndaili, ^here thej were to the number of 
XV c men, and soo invadet Scotland at the 
hour of viii of the clok at nyght, at a place 
called Whele Causay, and before xi of the 
clok dyd send forth a forrey of Tyndaili and 
Rjddisdail, and laide all the resydewe m a 
bushment, and actyvely did set vpon a towne 
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called Branxholme, where the I-ord of Ba any warrs been cnttrpf jsed unto no'vve , j our 

clouffh dwellvthe, and purpesed the>xncselves subji cts were thereto <niore encouraged lor 

with a tra5ine for hymlyke to his accustomed the better idi anccnKrit of j our lit ffhncs 

manner, in rysynffc to all fra>es, albeit, that service, the said Loid of Buclough be%ni,r 

knvffht he was not at home, B»d so they always a mortall t fcin> to this your Gracts 

brynt the said Branxholm, and other townes realme, and he d>d sa>, within xni da\s Im 
as to say Whichestre, W hichestre helrae, dnd fou , he w ouldt see who durst h e near h> m , 
Whelley, and haid ordered theymaelf, soo wt many other cruel I words, the knowled^ro 

that sundiy of the said Lord Buclough's ser whereof w as certainly haid to my said 

1 ants, w ho dyd issue fourthe of his gates, w as servaunts, bi toi e tho re t nterpnee maid \ pon 

takvn prisoners They dyd rot Ie\e one. him , most humbly beseeching jour majesU, 

house, one stak of come noreone shycf, th-Tyoure htghncs thanks niij concur into 

w ithout the gate of the said Lord Buclough thej me, whose names be here iiielosi d and to 

\nbrynt, and* thus scrymaged and frajed, have in vour most gracious rnemorj the pijn 

supposing the Lord of B^uclough to be within full and diligent serviee of mj port servaunte 

lu or nil myles to have trayned him to the Wharton, and thus, as I am most bounden, 

bushment , and soo in the breyking of the shall dispose wt them that be unde r irn f 

day dyd the forrey and the bushment mete, annojsaunce of jour highnc ^ < nemvs ’ 

and recuted* homeward, making thej re way In resentment of this foraj, iiuccltucb, with 
westward from theyre invasion to De over other Border chiefs, assembled an army of 
Lyddersdaill, as intending yf the fray frome riders, with winch they penetrated into 

theyre furst entry by the Scotts waiches, or Northumbprlpd, and hid waste the coantrA 

otherwyse by warnying, shuld haue bene asfarasthebanksof Braraish Thej baffled, 

gjrven to Gedworth and the countrey of or defeated, the English forces opposed to 
Scotland theyreabouts of thevre invasion them, and returned loaded w th prt^ — 
whiche Gedworth is from the Wheles Causaj PlNkERTOx's », v ol ii p 1518 

VI miles, that thereby the Scotts shulde have_ 

comen further vnto thejeme, and more out of 

ordre , and soo upon sundry good consider ■NTrt'rw v 

ations, before they entered Lyddersdaill, as inotb v 

w ell accomptmg the inhabitants of the same ^hali tell 

to be towards jour highness, and to enforce Wal*c/ fell^V ? 

theyme the more ther^y, as alsoo to put an 

occasion of suspect to the Kinge of Scotts, Sir Walter Scott of Buccleuch succeeded 
and his counsaill, to be taken anenst theyme, to his grandfather, Sir Da\id, in i4C)2 He 
amonges theyraeselvcs, madeproclaniacions, was abra\ < and powerful baron, and \V arden 
commanding, vpon payne of dethe, assurance of the W est Marches of Scotland H is d» ath 
tobeforthesaidinhabitantsof Lyddersdaill, I was the consccjucnce of a feud betwixt tin 
withoutany prejudice or hurt to be done bjrM Stotts and Kens the historv of which is 
any Inglysman vnto theyme, and soo in good neecssarj, to explain, rcpiatcd rllusions in 
ordre abowte the how re of ten of the clok the romauct 

before none, vppon Tewisday, dyd pass In the jtar isjsd, in the wordsof Pitseottie, 
through the ^id Lyddersdail, when dyd ‘the Earl of \ngus, and tin rest of tlie 
come diverse of the said inhabitants there to Douglasses, ruled dl winch thej liked, ind 
iw servauntes, under the said assurance, no man durst say the contrar> , when fore 
ottemng theymselfs with any service they the king Games V, then a minor) was heavilv 
couthe make , and thus, thanks be to Godde, displeased, and would fam have been out of 
your highnes’ subjects, abowte the howre of their hands, if he might by any waj And 
XU of the clok at none the same daye, came to that efteet, wrote a quiet ami secret letter 
into this your highnes realme, bringing wt with his own hand, and sent it to tin Laini 
theyme aboie xl Scottsmen prisoners, one of of Buccleuch, beseeching him that he vvouUI 
theyme named Scot, of thesuinameand kyn come with his km and friends, and all tin 
of the said Lord of Buclough, and of his force that ht might be, and me< t him at 
hpwsehold, they brought also cccnowte, and Melross, at his home passing, and th< re to 
above Ix horse and mares, keping m savetie take him out of the Douglasses hands, and 
frome losse or hurte all your said highnes to put him to libertj, to use himself among 
subjects There was alsoo a towne, called the lave {fesi) of lus lords, as he thinks ex 
JNewbygmns, by diverse fotmen of TyifdaiU pedient 

and Ryda«daul, takj n vp of the night, and ‘ This letter was quietly directed, and sc nt 
spoyled, when was slayne u Scottsmen of the by one of tlfe King’s own secret servants, 
said towne, and many Scotts tKtere hurte, which was received very thankfully by the 
your highnes subjects was xiii myles within Laird of Buccleuch who was very glad there 
the grounde of Scotlande, and is from my of, to be put to such charges and tamilianty 
house at Werkworthe, above Ix miles of the with his prince, and did great diligence to 
most evil passage, where great snawes doth perform the King’s writing, and to bring the 
lye .heretofore the same townes now brynt matter to pass as the King desired And, to 
haith not at any tjnene in the mynd of man m that effect, convened all his km and friends, 
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and all that would do for him, to nde with 
him to Melross, wheni^e knew of the Kine: s 
homecoinin? And so he brought with him 
SIX hundred spears, of L^jidesdale, aiyi An 
nandale, and countrymen, and clans there 
♦about, and held themselves quiet while that 
the King returned out of Jedburgh, and came 
to Melross, to remain there all that night 
‘But when the Lord Hume, Cessfoord 
and Fernjherst, (the chiefs of the clan of 
Kerr,) took thur lea\e of the King, aad 
returned home, then appeared the Lorcl^f 
Buccleuch in sight, and his company w ith him 
in an arr^ed battle, intending to have ful 
filled the King’s petition, and therefore came 
stoutly foiwaid on the bark side of Halidcn 
hill By that the Earl of Angus, with George 
Douglas, his brother, and sundry other of 
his friends, seeing this army coming, they 
marvelled what the matter meant, wnile at 
the last they knew the Laird of Buccleucf?, 
with a certain company of the ^ijieres of An 
nandale With him they were less affeared, 
and made them manfully to the field contrary 
them, and said to the King in this manner, 
“Sir, yon is Buccleuch, and thieves of An 
nandale with him, to unbeset your Grace from 
the gate" (i e interrupt your passage) “ I \ ow 
to God they shall either fight or flee , and >e 
shall tarry here on this know, and my brother 
George with you, with any other company 
you please , and I shall pass, and put yon 
thieves off the ground, and nd the gate unto 
your Grace, or eLe die for it " The King 
tarried still, as was devised, and George 
Douglas with him, and sundry other lords, 
such as the Earl of Lennox, and the I>ord 
Erskme, and some of the King’s ow n servants , 
but all the late (resi) past with the Earl ot 
Angus to the field against the Laird of Buc 
cleuch, who joyned and countered cruelly 
both the said parties in the field of Dame 
linver, either against other, with uncertain 
victory But at the last, the Lord of Hume, 
hearing w^ord of that matter how it stood, 
returned again to the King m all possible 
haste, with linn the Lairds of Cessfoord and 
Fern;y hirst, to the number of fourscore spears 
and set freshly on the lap and wing ot the 
Laird of Buccleuch’s field, and shortly bare 
them backw ard to the ground , w hich caused 
the Laird of Buccleuch, and the rest of his 
friends, to go back and flee, whom they fol 
lowed and chased , and especially the Lairds 
of Cessfoord and Fernyhirst followed fun 
oushe, till at the foot of a path the Laird of 
Cessfoord was slain by the stro’ e of a spear 
by an Elliot, who was then servant to the 
Laird of Buccleuch But when^he Laird of 
Cessfoord was slam, the chase ceased The 
Earl of Angus returned again with great 
merrmess and victory, and thanked God 
that he saved him fiom that chance, and 
passed with the King to Melross, where they 
remained all that night On the mom they 
past to Edinburgh with the King, who was 
very sad and dolorous of the slaughter of the 


Laird of Ce&foord, and many other gentle 
men and yeomen slam by the Laird of Buc 
cleuch, containing the number of fourscore 
and fifteen, which died in defence of the King 
and at the Command of lus writing ’ 

I am not the first who has attempted to 
celebrate in verse the renown of this ancient 
baron, and his hazardous attempt to procure 
his sov ereign’s freedom In a Scottisn Latin 
poet we find the following verses — 
Valt:*rius Scotus Balcluchius, 
E^egio siiscepto faemore Ixbertvte Eegis ac ahis 
rebus gesti!> clarus subjACOBOV Ao Christi 1526 
Intentata alus, nuUiqi-e audita pnorutn 
Audet nec pavidum morsie metusvc quatit 
JLibertatem aliis soliti transenbere Rtgis 
Subreptam hanc Regi restituisse para 
Si vmcis quanta 6 succedunt praeq)i#jdextrae 1 
Sin victus, falsasspes jace poneammam 
t Hostica VIS nocuit stmt altae robora mentis 
Atque decus Vincet Rege probante fides 
Insita queis animib viitus quosque acror ardor 
Obsiaet obscuris nox preinat an tenebns * 
Heroes ex omni Histona Scoticalectissimi, Auc ore 
Johan Jonstonia Abredonense Scoto 1603 

In consequence of the battle of Melrose, 
there ensued a deadly feud betw ixt the names 
of Scott and Kerr, which, in spite of all means 
used to bring about an agreement, raged for 
many years upon the Borders. Buccleuch 
was imprisoned, and his estates forfeited, in 
the year 1535, for levying war against the 
Kerrs, and restored by act of Parliament, 
dated 15th March, i!;42, during the regency 
of Mary of Lorraine But the most signal 
act of violence to w bich this quarrel gav e rise, 
was the murder of Sir Walter himself who 
was slam by the Kerrs in the streets of Edm- 
liburgh m This is the event alluded to 
m stanza vii , and the poem is supposed to 
open shortly after it had taken place 
The feud between these two families was 
not reconciled in 11^96, when both chieftains 
paraded the streets of Edinburgh with their 
lollowers, and it was expected their first 
meeting would decide their quarrel But, 
on July 14th of the same 3 ear, Colvil, m a 
letter to Mr Bacon, informs him, ‘that there 
was great trouble upon the Borders, which 
would continue till order should be taken by 
the Queen of England and the King, by 
reason of the two young Scots chieftains, 
Cesford and Baclugn, and of the present ne 
cessity and scarcity of com amongst the 
Scots Borderers and riders That there had 
been a private quarrel betwixt those two 
lairds on the Borders, which was like to have 
turned to blood , but the fear of the general 
trouble had reconciled them, and the injuries 
w hich they thought to hav e committed against 
each other were now transferred ^on Eng- 
land not unlike that emulation in France be- 
tw een the Baron de Biron and Mens Jevene, 
who, being both ambitious of honour, under- 
took more hazardous enterprises against the 
enemy than they would hav e done if they had 
been at concord together ’—Birch’S Memo-* 
nals^ vol XI p 67 



58 


(Uofw to 


Note VI 

W/uU Ce^^ford owns the rttJe of Cart , 
While Bttnck boasts the line of Scotty 

77 ie slaughtered chiefly the moHaljor^ 

The havoc of the feudal war^ 

Shall nevery never be forgot ^ — P 4 

Among other expedients resorted to for 
stanching the feud betwixt the Scotts and the 
Kerrs, there was a bond executed in 
between the heads of each clan, bunding them 
selves to perform reciprocally the four prin 
cipal pilgrimages of Scotland, for the benefit 
of the souls of those of the opposite name 
w ho had fallen m the quarrel This indenture 
is printed in the Minstrelsy of the Scottish 
Border y '^pl i But either it nexer took 
effect, or^fe the feud was renewed shortly 
aftenvards 

Such pactions w ere not uncommon in feudal 
times, and, as might be expected, the> were 
often, as in the present case, void of the effect 
desired When Sir Walter Maun}, the re 
rowned follower of Edward III, had taken 
the towm of Ryol m Gascony, he remembered 
to have heard that his father lay there buried, 
and offered a hundred crowns to any who 
could show him his grave. A xeiy old man 
appeared before Sir Walter, and informed 
him of the manner of his father’s death and 
the place of h is sepulture It seems the Lord 
of Mauny had, at a great tournament, un 
horsed and wounded to the dea h, a Gascon 
knight of the house of Mirepoix, whose kins 
man w as Bishop of Cambray For this de{3;_^ 
he was held at feud by the relations of the 
knight, until he agreed to undertake a 
pilgrimage to the siinne of St James off* 
Compostella, for the benefit of the soul of 
the aeceased But is he returned through 
the town of Rjol, after accomplishment of 
his xow, he was beset and treacherously 
slam, by the Kindred of the knight whom he 
bad killed Sir Walter, guided by the old 
man, \isited the lowly tomb of his father, 
and, having read the inscription, which was 
in Latin, he caused the body to be raised, and 
transported to his native city of Valenciennes, 
whtre masses were, in the days of Froissart, 
duly said for the soul of the unfortunate 
pilgrim —C//r(7«y<r& <?/■ Froissart xol i 
P 123 


Note \II 

%Vith Carr in arms had stood — •P.r4 

The family of Ker, Kerr, or Carr, was 
xcry powerful on the Border ^i'ynes Mor 
rison remarks, in his Traxels, that their 
influence extended from the village of Preston, 
Grange, in Lpthlan, to the limits of England 
Cessford Castle, the ancient baroniaT rest 
deuce of the family, is situated near the 
village of Morebattle, within two or three 
miles of the Cheviot Hills It has been a 


place of great strengtl/bnd consequence, but 
IS now ruinous InwfHion affirms that it 
was founded by Halbert, or Hahb> Kerr, a 
gigantic warrior, concerning whom ininj 
stories are currenc in Roxburghshire The 
Dukt- of Roxburghc represents Kerr of C tss 
ford A distinct and powerful branch of the 
same name own the Marquis of Lothian as 
their chief Hence the distinction betwixt 
Kerrs of Cessford and Fairnihirst 


Note Mil 

Lord Cran^ioun — P 4 

The Cranstouns, Lord Cranstoun, are an 
ancient Bordi r farnil^v, whose chi< f si at w is 
at C railing, in Teiiotdale lluy wire at 
this time at feud with the clan of Scott , for 
ilj^appears that the Lady of Buccleuch, m 
i^^7, beset the Laird of Cranstoun, seeking 
his life KtxCrthtless, tht same Cranstoun^ 
or perhaps his son was married to a daugh 
ter of the same lady 


Note I\ 

Of Bethunds line ofPtcardte — P 4 

The Bethuneswere of French origin and 
derived their name from a small towai in 
Artois There wera sexeral distinguished 
families of the Bethunes in the neighbounng 
province of Picardy , they numbend among 
their descendants the celebrated Due de 
Sully, and the name was accounted among 
the most noble m 1 ranct, while aught noble 
remained in that country ^ The family of 
Betihune, or Beatoun 11 Fife, producid 
three learned and dignified prelates namel> , 
Cardinal Beaton, and two sucet ssive An h 
bishops of Glasgow, all of whom flourished 
about the date of the romance Gf this 
family w/as descended Dame Janet Beaton, 
Lady Buccleuch, widow of Sir Walter Scott 
of Branksome She was a woman of mas 
cuhne spirit, as appeared from her riding at 
the head of her son’s clan, after her hus 
band’s murder She also possesst d the he re 
ditary abilities of her family m such a 
degree that the superstition of the \ailgar 
imputed them to supernatural knowUtfge 
With this was mingled, by faction, the foul 
accusation of her having mflui nc< d Queen 
Mary to the murder of her husband One of 
the placards, presen''ed m Buchanan’s I>< tec 
tion, accuses of Damley’s murder ‘the Erie 
of Bothw^iU, Mr James Balfour, the pt rsoun 
of Fliske, j^r David Chalmers, black Mr 
John Spens, who was pnncipal deviser of the 
murder, and the Quene, assenting thairto, 
throw the persuasion of the Erie Bothwell, 
and the witchcraft of Lady Buckleuch ’ 


• This expression and sentiment were dictated by 
the situation of France in the year 1803, when the 
poem was originally written. i8ox 



69 


of 



lear^i'd the art that none may name^ 
In Padua^ far beyond the sea — P 4 

Padua was lonff supposed, by the Scottish 
•peasants, to be the principal school of ne 
cromancy The Earl of Gowne, slam at 
Perth, in 1600, pretended during his studies 
m Ital>, to have acquired some knowledge 
of the cabala, by -which, he said, he could 
charm snakes, and work other miracl^, 
and, m particular, could produce children 
■w ithout the intercourse of the sexes — See the 
examination of Wemyss of Bogie before the 
Privy Council, concerning Cowrie’s Con 
spiracy 

Note XI 

His form no darkening shadozv trac'd^ 
Upon the sunny wall ' — P^4 

The shadow of a necromancer is indepen 
dent of the sun Glycas inforrrs us that 
Simon Magus caused his shadow to go before 
him, making people believe it\%as an atten 
dant spirit —HEYW OOP’s Hierarchte p 47^ 
The -vulgar concede, that -when a c*ass of 
students have made a certain proo^ess in 
their mystic studies, they are obliged to run 
through a subterraneous hall, where the 
devil literally catches the hindmost in the 
race, unless he crosses the hall so speed*!^ 
that the arch enemy can only apprehend his 
shadow In the latter case, the person of 
the sage never after throws any shade , and 
those, -who have thus lost their shadow^ 
always prove the best magicians 


Note XII 

The viewless forms of air — P 4 

The Scottish -\ulgar, without having any 
\ery defined notion ot their attributes, be 
lieve in the existence of an intermediate class 
of spirits, residing in the air, or m the w aters , 
to whose agency they ascribe floods, storms, 
and all such phenomena as their own philo 
sophy cannot readily explain They are 
supposed to interfere in the affairs of mortals, 
sometimes with a malevolent purpose, and 
sometimes w ith milder views It is said, for 
example, that a gallant baron, having re 
turned from the Pioly Land to his castle of 
Drummelziar, found nis fair lady nursing a 
healthy child, whose birth did not by any 
means correspond to the date of his depar 
ture Such an occurrence, to she credit of 
the dames of the Crusaders be it spoken, 
was so rare, that it required a miraculous 
solution Ihe lady, therefore, was believed, 
when she a^ erred confidently, that the Spirit 
of the Tweed had issued from the river while 
she was walking upon its bank, and com 
pelled her to submit to his embraces , and 
the name of Tweedie was bestowed, upon 
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the child, wHo afterwards became Baron of 
Drummelziar, the chief of a powerful clan 
To those spirits were also ascribdti, m Scot 
land, the 

airy tongues, that syllable men s names 
■On sands ind shores and desert -wildernesses 

When the workmen were engaged in 
erecting the ancient church of Old Deer, in 
Aberdeenshire, upon a small hill called Bis- 
^u, they were surprised to find that the work 
was imped^ by supernatural obstacles At 
length, the Spirit of the River was heard to 
say, 

It IS not here it is not here 
rhatyc shall build the. church of Deer 
But on 1 aptillery 

W Here many a corpse shall he ^ 

The site of the edifice was accordingly trans 
fpired to i aptillery, an eminence at some 
distance from the place where the building 
had be-^n commenced — JMacfarlane's 
MSS 1 mention these popular fables, be 
cause the introduction of the River and 
Mountain Spirits may not, at first sight, 
seem to accord w ith the general tone ofthe 
romance, and the supe*-stitions of the coun 
try where the scene is laid 

Note XIII 

^ fancied moss trooper^ — P 5 

This was the usual appellation of the ma 
rsiuders upon t he Borders , a profession 
^igently pursued by the inhabitants on 
bbtn sides, and by none more actively and 
successfully than by Buccleuch’s clan Long 
Ifefter the union of the crowns the moss- 
troopers although sunk in reputation, and 
no longer enjoying the pretext of national 
hostility, continued to pursue their calling 
Fuller includes, among the wonders of 
Cumberland, ‘ The moss-troop^s so strange 
in the condition of their living if considered 
m their Original^ Increase^ Height^ Decay^ 
and Rutne 

’ I Original I conceive them the same 
called Borderers in Mr Camden , and char 
actensed by him to be a wild and warlike 
people They are called moss trooper be 
cause dwelling in the mosses, and riding in 
troops together They dwell in the bounds, 
or meeting, of the two kingdoms, but obey 
the laws ot neither They come to church 
as seldom as tlie 29th ot February comes 
into the kalendar 

‘2 increase When England and Scot- 
land were united in Great Bntain, they that 
formerly liv ed by hostile incursions, betook 
themseh es lio the robbing of their neighbours 
Their sons are free of the trade by their 
fathers’ copy They are like to Job, not in 
piety and patience, but m sudden plenty and 
poverty , sometimes having flocks and nerds 
in the morning, none at ni^t, and perchance 
many again next day They may give for 
their motto, vtvtiur ex rapto^ steahpg from 
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tWir honest neighbours \\ hat they some 
times require They are a nest of hornets , 
strike one* and stir all of them about your 
ears Indeed, if they promise sa^ly to con 
duct a traveller, they will perform it with 
the fidelity of a Turkish janizary , otherwtse. 
w oe be to him that fallet h i nto their quarters 

‘3 Height Amounting, forty yeais since, 
to some thousands These compelled the 
\icinage to purchase their security, by pa> 
ing a constant rent to them WJjen in tneil j 
greatest height, they had two great enemies, j 
'—’the Laws ej the Lattd^ and the Lord I 
William Hffwaf d of Haworth He sent I 
many of them to Carlisle, to that place where 
the officer doth always his work by day 
light Yet these moss troopers, if possibly 
they couia*’ procure the pardon for a con 
demned person of their company, w ould 
advance great sums out of their common 
stock, who, in such a case, ca^t in their lots 
amongst themselves^ and atl have one 
purse 

‘4. Decay Caused by the wisdom, valour, 
and ddigence of the Right Honourable 
Charles jLord Howard, Earl of Carlisle, who 
routed these English Tones with his regi 
ment His seventy unto them will not only 
be excused, but commended, by the judicious, 
who consider how our great lawjcr doth 
describe such persons, who are solemnly 
outlawed Bracton, lib viii trac 2 cap 
II — “ Ex tunc geruni caputlupinum^ ita 
quod Sine judiciali mquisitione 1 tiepereanh 
etsecumsunm judicmm portent, etmeriio 
sine lege pereunt qut secundum legem 
vtvererecusdrufii ’’ — Thenceforward(after 
that they are outlawed) they wear a wolf’s^ 
head, so that they lawfully maybe destroyed, 
without any judicial inquisition, as who 
carry their own condemnation about them, 
and deservedly die without law, because 
they refused tb live according to law ’* 

‘ ^ Euine Such was the success of this 
worthy lord’s seventy, that he made a 
thorough reformation among them , and the 
nng leaders being destroyed, the rest are 
reduced to legal obedience, and so, I trust, 
will coutmua’— FULbBR, s Worthies 0/ Eng 
land, p 216 

The last public mention of tnoss-tr-oopcrs 
occurs dunng the civil wars of the 17th cen 
tury, when many ordinances of Parliament 
were directed against them 


Note XIV 

tumethe Unicorn's pride. 

Exalt the Crescent and the S^r — ^P 6 
The arms of the Kerrs of Cessford w ere, 
Vertx>n a cbeveron, betwixt three unicorns* 
heads, emsed argent, throe mullets sable , 
crest, a unicorn’s head, erased proper The 
Scotts of Buccleuch bore, Or, on a bend 
azure , a star of six points betwixt two cres 
cents of the first 


NOTit X\ 
f 

William of Deluratne P 6 

The<iands of Dt Ipraine arc joined to those 
of Buccleuch in Dttnck Forest They wen 
immemorial ly posse, ss« el bj the Buccleuch 
family, under the strong title of oecupancy, 
although no charter w«.s obtained from the 
crown until i'5:4«? Like other possessions, 
the lands of Dcloramc weie oce^sionally 
granted b> them to vassals, or kinsmen, for 
Bolder service Satchells me ntions, among 
the twenty four gentlemen pt nsioners of the 
family, ‘William Scott, commonlj calleei 
Cut at the Slack, -sslao haelthe lands of Nether 
Dt 'oraine for lus st rv ice. ’ And ag im, ‘ This 
Wil* am of Deloraine, commonly calle Cut 
at the Black, w is a tirother of the ancient 
house of Haining, which house of Haintng is 
descended from the ancient house of ms 
sendean.* The lands of Deloraine now give 
an carl’s tfl to the descendant of Henry the 
second surviving son of the Duchess of Buc 
cleueh and Monmouth I hav e endeav cured 
to give William of Deloraine the attnbutes 
which charactei ised the Borderers of his 
day , for which I can only plead Froissart’s 
apology, that, ‘it behoveth, in a Ijmage, 
some to be folyshe and outrageous, to mayn 
tey ne and sustayne the peasable ’ As a 
contrast to my Marchman, I beg leave to 
transcribe, from the same author, the speech 
of Amergot Marcell, a captain of the -Vd 
venturous Companions, a robber, and a 
illager of the country of A.uvergne, who had 
een bnbfd to sell lus strongholds, and to 
assume a more honourable military lift 
under the banners of the Earl of Armagnac 
But ‘when he remembtred allc this, he was 
sorrowful, his tic sour he thought he wold* 
not mynyssln , he was wontc day ly to sen hi 
for newe pylliges, whcibye ciurtstd lus 
profyti, and then he sawe tint alle was 
closed fro’ hym Iht n he sayde and iinag 
yned, that to pvll and to robbe (all thynge 
considered) was a good lyfe, and so repented 
hym of his good doing On a tyme, he said 
to his old company ons, “Srs, there is no 
sporte nor glory m this worhh amonge men 
of warre, but to use sucho lyft as we have 
done m tyme past What a joy was it to us 
when we rode forth at adventure, and som 
tyme found by the way a riche pnour or 
merchaunt or a route 01 roulettes of Mount* 
peliyer, or Narbonne, of Lymens, of Fon 
gans, of Besyers, of Tholous, or of Carca 
sonne, laden with cloth of Brussc Is, or peltie 
ware corny nge fro the fayres, or laden 
with spycery. fro Bruges, fro Damas, or fro 
Alysaundre, whatsoever we met, all was 
ours, or els ransoumed at our pleasures, 
dayly we gate new money, and the vyllaynes 
of Auvei^ne and of Lymosyn dayly pro- 
vycied and brought to our castefl whete 
mele, good wynes, belTes, and fatte mottons, 
pullayne, and wylde foule We were ever 
furnyshed as tho we had been kings. When 
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'fte rodeTorthe, all thf countrey trymbled for 
feare all was ours#goyng and comynge 
How tok we CarlaA, I and the Bourge of 
Companye, and I and Perot of Bemoys took 
Caluset , how dyd we sc41e, with lytea ayde, 
the strong castell of Marquell, pertaynmg to 
the Erl Dolphyn I kept it nat past tyve 
days, but I receyved for it, on a feyre table, 
fyve thousande frankes, and forgave one 
thousandefor thelo\e of the Erl Dolphin’s 
children By my fayth, this was a fayre and 
a good iyfe ' wherefore I repute myselfe ifbre 
deceyved, in that I have rendered up the 
fortress of Aloys , for it wolde have kept fro 
alle the worlde, and the daye that I gave it 
up, It was foumyshed with vytaylles, to have 
been k^t seven yere without any re vytayl- 
Imge This Erl of Armynake hath deceyved 
me Olyve Barbe, and Perot le Bernoys, 
shewed to me how 1 shulde repente myselfe , 
certayne I sore repente myselfe of whar> I 
have done ” ’—Froissart, vqj i% p 195 


Note XVI 

By wily iurns^ by desperate bounds^ 
dtad baffled Percy's best blood hounds —P 6 

The kings and heroes of Scotland, as well 
as the Border riders, were sometimes obliged 
to study how to evade the pursuit of blood 
hounds Barbour informs us, that Robert 
Bruce was repeatedly tracked by sleuth dogs 
On one occasion, he escaped 1by wading a 
bow shot down a brook, and ascending 
into a tree by a branch which overhung the 
water , thus, leaving no trace on land of his 
footsteps, he baffled the scent 1 he pursuers 
came up 

Rycht to the bum that passyt ware 
Bot the sleuth hund made stinting thar 
And waueryt Ituig tyme ta and fra 
That he na certain gate couth ga 
Till at the last that John of Lome 
Ferseuvit the hund the sleuth had lome 

77f< Bruce Book vii 

A sure way of stopping the dog was to 
spill blood upon the track, which destroyed 
the discriminating fineness of his scent A 
captive was sometimes sacrificed on such 
occasions Henry the Minstrel tells a ro- 
mantic story of Wallace, founded on this 
circumstance — ^The hero’s little band had 
beenjoinedby an Irishman, named Fawdoun, 
or Fadzean, a dark, savage, and suspicious 
character After a sharp skirmish at Black 
Erne Side, Wallace was fordbd to retreat 
with only sixteen followers The English 
pursued with a Border sleuth bratch^ or 
oiood hound 

In Gelderland there was that bratcnet bred, 

Siker of scent to follow them that fled 
So was he used in Bske and Liddesdail, 

While (1 e. tilli she gat blood no fleemg might avail 
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In the retreat, Fawdoun, tired, or affecting 
to be so, would go no farther Wallace, 
ha\mg m vam argued with him, m hasty 
anger, struck off his head, and continued 
the retreirt When the English came up, 
thifir hound stayed upon the dead body — 

The sleuth stopped at Fiwdon still she stood 

Nor farther would fra time she fund the blood. 

The story concludes with a fine Gothic 
^cene of tqj-ror Wallace took refuge m the 
solitaiT tower of Gask Here he was dis 
turbecl at midnight by the Uast of a horn 
He sent out his attendants by two and two, 
but no one returned with tidings At length, 
when he was left alone, the sound was heard 
still louder The champion descended, 
sword m hand, and, at thengate of the 
tower, was encountered by the headless 
spectre of Fawdoun, whom lie had sla n so 
rashly Wallace, in great terror, fled up into 
the tower, tore open the boards of a window, 
leapt down fifteen feet in height, and con 
tinned his flight up the river Looking back 
to Gask, he discovered the tower on fire, 
and the form of Fawdoun upon the battle 
ments, dilated to an immense size, and 
holding m his hand a blazing rafter The 
Minstrel concludes, 

Trust ryght wele that all this be sooth indeed 

Supposmg It to be no point of the creed 

The Walliue Book v 

Mr Elhs has extracted this tale as a 
sample of Henry’s poetry — Speamens of 
English Poetry^ vol 1 p 351 


Note XVII 

^-—^the Moat hills -t^undy 
Where Druid shades still fitted round 
— P 6 

This IS a round artificial mount near 
Hawick, which, from its name, 

Sajc Conciliunty ConventuSy) was probably 
anciently used as a place for assembling a 
national council of the adjacent tribes 
There are many such mounds in Scotland, 
and they are sometimes, but rarely, of a 
square form 


Note XVIII 

the tower ofJSdseldean — P 7 

The estate of Hazeldean, corruptly Has 
sendean, belonged formerly to a familj 
of Scotts, thus commemorated by Satr 
cheUs - 

* Kassendean came vi'ithout a call, 

The ancientest house among them all 
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Note XIX 

On Minio cra^s iJte moonbeams 

A romantic assemblage of Aiffs which 
rise suddenly abo\e the \ale of Teviotf in 
the immediate vicinity of the family seat, 
from which Lord Minto takes, his title A 
small platfonn, on a projecting crag, com 
mandinga most beautiful prospect, is termed 
Barnhuls^ Bed This Barnhill^ is said t€ 
have been a robber, or outlaw There are 
remains of a strong tower beneath the rocks, 
where he is supposed to ha\e dwilt, and 
from which he derived his name On the 
summit of the crags are the fragments of 
another ancient tower, in a picturesque 
Situation# Among the houses cast down by 
the Earl of Hartforde, m 154*? occur the 
towers of Easter Barnhills, and of Minto 
crag, with Minto town and place Sir 
Gilbert Elliot 1, father to the present Ixird 
Alinto, was the author of a beautiful pastoral 
song, of which the following is a more correct 
copy than is usually published The poetical 
mantle of Sir Gilbert Elliot has descended 
to his family 

* My sheep I neglected I broke my sheep hook 
And all the gay haunts of my youth I forsook 
No more for Aroynta fresh garlands I wove 
Ambi ion I said wouldsoon cure meoflo%c 
But i\ hat had my youth with ambition to do I 
■W hj lelt I Amynta ' why broke I my vow ' 

Through regions remote in vain do I rove 
And bid the m ide world secure me from lo\ e 
Ah fool to imagine that aught could subdue 
A love so well founded a passion so true I | 

Ah gne me my sheep and my sheep hook restore j 

And 1 11 wanuur from love and Amjmta no more ' ' | 

I 

Alas ' tis too late at thy fate to repine I 
Poor shepherd Amynta no more can be thine ' 

Thy tears are all fruitless thy w jshes are \ am 
The moments neglected return not again 
Ah 1 what had my youth wi h ambition to do I 
Why left 1 Amynta ’ why broke I my vow * 


Note XX 

Ancteni RtddeVs fair domain — P 7 

The family of Riddell have been very Jong 
m possession of the barony called liiddell, 
or Ryedale, part of which still bears the 
latter name T radition carries their antiquity 
to a point extremely remote , and is, in some 
degree, sanctioned by the aiscovery of two 
stone coffins, one containing an earthen pot 
filled with ashes and arms, oeanng a l%ible 
date, AD 727, the other dated 9^6, and 
filled with the bones of a man of gigantic 
stjse These coffins were discov^ed in the 
foundations of what was, but has long ceased 
to be, the chapel of Riddell , and as it was 
argued, with plausibility, that they contained 
the remains of some ancestors of the family, 


they were deposited the modern place of 
sepulture., comparativfjy so termed, though 
built in nio But the lollowing curious and 
authentic documents warrant most conclu 
sivelythe epithet of ‘ancient Riddel’ ist, 
A charter David I to Walter Rvdale, 
Sheriff of Roxburgh, confirming all the 
estates of Lilieschxe, &,c , of winch his father, 
Gervasius de Rydale, du d possessed adlj , 
A bull of Pope *Vdnan 1 v, confirming the 
wdl of Walter de Riclalc, kmglit m favour 
of' his brother Ansclnttil de Ridale, dattd 
8th April, i^dly, V bull of Pope Alex 

ander III, confirming the said will ot W alter 
de Ridale, bequeathing to his brother Ans- 
chittil the lands of Lilicsclive, Whettunes, 
&c , and ratifying the bargain betwixt Ans 
chittil and Huctredus, concerning the church 
ofLihescIne m const qut nee of the mediation 
of Malcolm II, and confirmed by a cliarter 
f]^Cbm that monarch This bull is dated 1710 
June, ii6(r f’thly, A. bull of the same Pope, 
confirming the will of Sir Vnschittil de Ridale, 
m favour of his son W'^aker, convening the 
said lands of LniescUve and others, dated 
10th March,, 1120 It is remark ablt , that 
Lihesclne otherwise Rydale, or Riddell, 
and the W^hittunes, have descended, through 
a long tram of ancestors, without ev tr passing 
into a collateral line, to the person of Sir 
John Buchanan Riddell Bart of Riddell, 
the lineal descendant and rtprestntative of 
Sir Anschittil — These circumstanct s ap 
peaied worthy ot notice in a Border 
work 


Note \\I 

But when Melrose he feack d. "'ttoas stunce 
all, 

He mecth ^tabled hts steed in \*ail 
And sought the convent s lonely ical’^ 

The ancient and beautiful mon isti rj of 
Mtlrose was founded by King David I Its 
rums afford the finest sptcimtn of Gothic 
architecture and Gothic seulptun which 
Scotland can boast The stone of which it 
is built, though it has resisted the wtathtr 
for so many ages, retains pi rtect sh irpriess, 
so that even the most minute ornaments 
seem as entire as when nt wly wrought In 
some of the cloisters, as is hinted in the next 
Canto, there are representations of flowers, 
vegetables, &c , carved m stone, with accuracy 
and precision so delicate, that we almost 
distrust our ^senses, when we consider the 
difficulty of subjecting so hard a substance 
to such intricate ana exquisite modulation 
This superb convent was dedicated to St 
Mary, and the monks were of the Cistertiaa 
order At the time of the Reformation, 
they shared the general reproach of sensu 
ahty and irregularity, thrown upon the 
Roman churchmen. The old words of 


i Elected M.P for Selldrksliire in 1754. 
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Golaski^^ & favottftte Scotch air, ran 
thus — • 

O the monks of Melrose made gude kale i 
On Tndays when theyjhsted ^ 

They wanted neither beef nor ale 
As long as their neighbours lasted 


Note XXII 

When buttress and buttress, alternately^ 
Seem franCd of ebon and tvory, ^ 

hen stiver edges the tma^ery^ ** 

And the scrolls that teach thee to live and 
die. 

Then vzew St David's ruin' d^tle — P 8 

The buttresses ranged along the ^idcs of 
the rums of Melrose Abbey, are, according 
to the Gothic style, iichly carved and frett^ 
containing niches for the statues of saints, 
and labelled with scrolls, beariiftr appropriate 
texts of Scripture Most of these statues 
have been demolished 
David I of Scotland purchased the repu- 
tation of sanctity, by founding, and liberally 
endowing, not only the monastery of Mel 
rost , but those of Kelso, Jedburgh, and 
many others, which led to the well-known 
obbenation of his successor, that he was a 
sore saint for the crown 


Note XXIII 

Fof mass or prayer can I rarely tarry ^ 
Save to patter an Ave Maty, 

H hen d ride on a Border Joray — P 9 

The Borderers were, as may be supposea, 
very ignorant about religious matters 
Colville, in his Paranesis, or Admonition, 
states, that the reformed divines were so f^r 
from undertaking distant journe>s to convert 
the Heathen, as I wold w is at God that % e 
w old onl} go bot to the Hielands and Borders 
of our own realm to gam our awin countrej 
men, who, for lack of preching and ministra 
tion of the sacraments, must, with tyme, 
becum either infidells, or atheists * But we 
learn, from Lesley, that, however deficient m 
real religion, they regularly told their beads, 
and never with more zeal than when going 
on a plundering expedition 


countrey doth use, the castynge of their 
dertes best pleaseth me, and gladly I wolde 
se It for, as I hear say, if thcy«strike one 
aryghte, without he be well armed the dart 
wiirpierce 4 iim thrughe ’ — ‘ By my fayth, sir ’ 
sayd the squyer, ‘ye say trouth, for 1 have 
seen many a grete stroke given with them, 
which at one time cost us derely, and was 
to us great displeasure , for, at the said 
skyrmishe, Sir John Lawrence of Coygne 
Cl as stnken with a dart in such wise, that 
the head pCrced all the plates of his cote of 
mayle and a sacke stopped w^th sylke, and 
passed thrughe his body so that he fell dow n 
dead ’-—Froissart, vol 11 ch 44— -I his 
mode of fighting with darts was imitated in 
the military game called Jeugo de las canas, 
which the Spaniards borrowed from their 
Moorish invaders A Saracen champion ii> 
thus described by Froissart ‘Among the 
Sarazyns, the»*e was» a yonge knight called 
Agadinger Doljferne, he was always wel 
mounted on a redy and a l>ght horse, it 
! seemed, when the horse ranne, that he did 
j fly m the ayre The knighte seemed to be a 
good man of armes by his dedes , he bare 
always of usage three fethered dartes, and 
rychte well he could handle them, and, 
according to their custome, he was dene 
armed, with a long white towell about his 
head His apparell was blacke, and his ow n 
colour brow ne, and a good horseman The 
Crysten men say, they thoughte he dyd such 
deeds of armes for the love of some yonge 
ladye of his» countrey And true it was, 
that he loved entirely the King of Thune’s 
daughter, named the Lady \zala , she was 
jnherytor to the realme ofThune, after the 
discease of the kyng, her father This 
A.gadinger w as sone to the Duke of Olyfeme 
I can nat telle if they were irarned together 
after or nat, but it was shewed me, that 
this knyght, for love of th®, sayd ladye, 
dating the siege did many feates of armes 
The knyghtes of France wold fayne have 
taken hyin , but they colde nev cr attrape 
nor inclose him , his horse was a>o swyft, and 
so redy to his hand, that alwaies he escaped.’ 
— ^\^ol ii ch 71 


Note XX\ 

And there the dying lamps did burn. 
Before thy low and lonely urn, 

O gallant Chief of Oiterburtie P 10 


Note XXIV 

So had he seen, in fair Castile 

The youth in glittering squadrons start. 
Sudden the flying jennet wheel. 

And huri the unexpected dart — P 9 

‘ By my faith,’ sayd the Duke of Lancaster, 
(to a Portuguese squire,) ‘of all the feates of 
armes that the Castellyans, and they of your 
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Thp famous and desperate battle of Otter 
burne was fought is:th August 13S8, betwixt 
Henry Percy, called Hotspur and James, 
Earl of Qouglas Both these renowned 
champions were at the head of a chosen 
body of troops, and they were rivals in 
military fame so that Froissart affirms, 
‘Of all the battayles and encounteryngs 
that I have made inencion of here before in 
all this hystoiy, great or smalle, this battayle 
that I treat of nowe was one of the sorest 


64 


to 


and best foughten, without #"owardes or 
faynte hertes for there was neyther knyghte 
nor squy«^ but that dyde his devoyre, and 
fouffhte hande to hanae This batayle was 
lyke the batayle of Becherell the which was 
valnuntly fought and endured ' The issqe of 
the conflict is well known Percy w as made 
prisoner, and the Scots won the day, dearly 
purchased by the death of their gallant 
general, the Earl of Douglas, who was slam 
in the action He was ouned at Melrosr, 
beneath the high altar * His otsequye was 
done revereinffy, and ou his bodye layde a 
totiibe of stone, and his baner hangyng over 
h>m 1 ROISSART, \o] 11 p 165 


Note XXVI 


Shtriff of Teviotdale ^ But he was soon after 
slam, while hunting iitfEttnck Forest b) his 
own godson and chiertain, William, E rl of 
Douj^as, in re\enge, according to some 
authors, of Rainssay’s murder, although a 
popular tradition, prescr\ed m a ballad 
quoted by Godscroft, and some parts ot 
which are &till preser\ed, ascribes the resent 
ment of the Earl to ^ealousv The place 
where the Knight of Ltddesdale was killed, 
IS called, from his name, William Cross, upon 
tlf- ndge of a hill called William hopt 
betwixt Tweed and Yarrow His boih, 
according to Godscroft was* carried to Ein 
dean church tin, first night <ifter his dtatli, 
and thence to Melrose , wh< re he was mterre 4 
with great pomp, and where his* tomb is still 
shown 


aitri Kmght of Ltddesdale — P 10 


Note XXVII 


■William Douglas, called the Knight of 
LidJesdale, flourished during the reign of 
David IL and was so distirguished by his 
\alour, that he was called the Flower of 
Chivalry Ne\ertheless, he tarnished his 
renown by the cruel murder of Sir Alexaneier 
Ramsay of Dalhousie, originally his friend 
and brother in arms The King had con 
ferred upon Ramsay the shenffdom ofTeviot 
dale, to which Douglas pretended some claim 
In revenge of this preference, the Knight of 
Liddesdale came down upon Rams^, while 
he was administering justice at Hawick, 
seized and earned him on to his remote ana 
inaccessible castle of Hermitage, where he 
threw his unfortunate prisoner, horse and 
man, into a dungeon, and left him to penslP' 
of hunger It is said, the miserable captne 
prolonged his existence for seveial days by 
the corn which fell from a granary above the 
vault in which he was conjuned t So weak 
was theroyal^ttthority that David, although 
highly incensed at this atrocious murder, 
found himself obliged to appoint the Knight 
oi Liddesdale successor to his victim, as 


1 There is something affecting in the m'lnner ih 
■whichthe old Prior of Lochleven tumsfrom describing 
the death of the gallant Ramsay, to the general sorrow 
whicn it excited — 


To tell you there of the manere, 

It is hot sorrow for til here » 

He wes the grettast menyd man 
1 hat ony cowth have thowcht of than, 
Of his state or of mare be fare 
All menyt him, bath bettyr and war , 
The ryche and pure him menyde bath, 
For of his dede wes mekil skath. 


Some years ago, a person diggmg for* stones, about 
the old castle of Hermit:^ broke into a vault con 
taming a quantity of chaff, some bone% and pieces of 
won , amox^st others, die curb of an aaoent bridle 
wtnoh the author has since given to the Earl of Dal 
honsie, under the impression that it possibly may be a 
™kefh» brave ancestor The worthy cletgyman 
ofi^ canshhaa w^oned this discovery in bis Sta 
tistowH Account of Casttetowu. 


The the east oriel shorn ■— P 10 

It IS impossible to conceive a more beau 
tiful specimen of the hghtnes!* and elegance 
of Gothic architecture, when in its punt}, 
than the eastern window of Melrose Abbe\ 
Sir James Hall of Dunglas, Bart , has with 
great ingenuity and plausibility, tiaced the 
Gothic order through its various forms and 
seeming^ ecce itnc ornaments, to an archi 
tecturai imitation of wicker work , of which, 
as we learn from some of the Ugends, the 
earliest Christian churches weieco »stnxct< d 
In such an cdihce, the original of the elustered 
pillars is traced to a set of i ound posts, begirt 
with slender rods of willow, whose loose 
summits were brought to mett from all 
quarters, and bound tog< tin r ai tifu lally, so 
as to produce the framework of the roof 
and the tracery of oui Gothic windows is 
displajed m the meeting and mUrlaemg of 
rods and hoops, affording an inexh lusuhle 
variety of beautiful forme of open work 
This ingenious syston is alluded to in th«* 
romance Sir James Hall’s Essay on Gothic 
Architecture is published in The Tdmburih 
Fhtlosophtcal Transacit$ns 


Note XXVIII 

ihe wondrem Mtchaei Seott — P 10 

Sir Michael Scott of Balweane flourished 
during the 13th century, and was one of the 
ambassadors sent to bring the Maid of Nor 
VI ay to ScoUand upon the death of Alexander 
III By a Eoebcal anachronism, he is here 
placed in a faterera He was a man of much 
learning, chiefly acquired m foreign countries 
He wrote a commentary upon Aristotle, 
pnnted at Venice in 1496 , ana several trea 
tises upon natural philosophy, from which he 
appears to have been addictm to tJhe abstruse 
studies ofjudicial astrology, alchymy,phy siog- 



65 


MA}) of 

noiEty, an 5 chiromancy Henco he passed 
amon^ his contempoianes for a skilful 
magiaan Dempster “informs us, that he 
remembers to have heard in his youth^that 
the magic books of Michae^ Scott were still 
in existence, but could not be opened without 
danger, on account of the malignant fiends 
who w ere thereby invoked Dempsteri His- 
toria Bcclesiastica^ 1627, lib xii p 49^ 
Lesly characterises Michael Scott as ^stngu 
lane philosopktaey asironomi<Uy ac medic^ 
nae laude prestans , dicepatu*" pemitsstnios 
magtae recesstts tndagasse ’ Dante also 
mentions him as a renowned wizard — 

uell altro che ne iianchi ^ cosl poco 
ichele Scotto fu che veramente 
DcUe magiche frod^ seppe il giuoco 

Inferno Canto xxmo 

A personage, thus spoken of by biographers 
and historians, loses little of his mystical 
fame in vulgar tradition Accofdi’^gly, the 
memory of Sir Michael Scott survives m 
many a legend, and in the south of Scot- 
land, any work of great labour and antiquity, 
is ascribed, either to the agency of Auld 
Mtchaely ot Sir William Wmlace, or ot the 
devil Tradition vanes concerning the 
place of his burial , some contend for Home 
Coltrame, in Cumberland, others for Mel- 
rose Abbey But all agree, that his books 
of magic were interred lu his grave, or pre- 
served in the convent where he died 
Sdtchells, wishing to gi\e some authority 
for h IS account oAhe origin of the name of 
Scott, pretends, that, in 1629, he chanced 
to be at Burgh under Bowness, in Cumber- 
land, where a person, named Lancelot Scott, 
showed him an extract from Michael Scott s 
works, containing that story — 

said the book which he gai e me 
Was of Sir Michael Scott s histone 
“Which history was never j et read t irough 
Nor ijei'er will for no man dare ic do 
* Young scholars have pick d out something: 

From the contents that dare not read withm 
He earned me along the castle then 
And shew d his written book hangin;; on an iron pm 
Hib writ ng pen did seem to me to be 
Of hardened metal like steel oraccumie 
The volume of it did seem so large to me 
As the Book of Martyrs and Turks histone 
Then in the church he let mo see 
A stone where Mr Michael Scott did he 
I asked at him how that could appear 
Mr Mjchael had been dead above five hundred year? 
He shew d me none durst bury under that stone 
More than he had been dead a few years a^one 
For Mr. Michael s name does terrific each one 
Htsiovy <fthe Honourable h atm g/'SCOTT 


Note XXIX 
Salamancds cavi—Y 10 

SpAin, from the relics, doubtless, of Arabian 
learning and superstition, was accounted a 
fa\ounte residence of magicians Pope Syl 
vester, who actually imported from Spain 
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the use of th» Arabian numerals, was sup- 
posed to have learned there the magic, for 
which he was stigmatized by the ifijnorance 
of his age —William o/Malmsburfy lib 11 
cap 10 Th%re were public schools, where 
magic, or rather the sciences supposed to 
involve Its mysteries, were regularly taught, 
at Toledo, Se\ ille, and Salamanca lu the 
latter city, they were held in a deep cavern , 
the motttn of which was walled up py Queen 
Isabella, wife of King Ferdinand — D’Auton 
on I earned Incr^uhiyy p 45 These 
Spanish schools of magic are ceJebrated also 
by the Italian poets ofromance — 

jQuesto citti di Tolleto solea 
Tenere studio di ncgromanzia , 
uivi di magica arte si leggea 
ubblicamente e di peromanzia , 

E molti geomanti sempre avea 
Espenmenti assai d idromanzia 
E d altre false opinion di scioccht 
Come ^ fatture 0 spesso batter gli occhi 

II Moigante Maggtore Canto xxv St Sjg 

The celebrated magician Maugis, cousin 
to Rinaldo of Montalban, called by Ariosto, 
Malagigi, studied the black art at Toledo, 
as we learn from IfHtsiotre de Maugis 
D'Aygremont He even held a professor’s 
chair m the necromantic university for so I 
interpret the passage, ^qu'on ious les sept 
ars a'enckantementy des charmes eiconjura 
tionSy tiny avoii meilheur maistresue lui , 
eten tel renom qu^ott le laissoiien cnatsey et 
I appelhii on maisit e Maugis ’ This Sala 
mancan Domdaniel is said to have been 
founded by Hercules If the classic reader 
inquires wnere Hercules himself learned ma 
he may consult ‘ Les faicts et processes 
dll noble et vaiUant Hercules y where he will 
learn, that the fable of his aiding Atlas to 
support the heavens, arose from the said Atlas 
having taught Hercules, the nqpk knight 
enant the seven liberal sciences, ana m 
particular, that of judicial astrology Such, 
according to the idea of the middle ages, 
were the studies, '’maxintus quae docuit 
Atlas'— Jn a romantic history of Roderic, 
the last Gothic King of Spam, he is said to 
have entered one of those enchanted caverns 
It was situated beneath an ancient tower 
near Toledo , and when the iron gates, which 
secured the entrance, were unfolded, there 
rushed forth so dreadful a whirlwind, that 
hitherto no one had dared to penetrate into 
its recesses But Roderic, threatened with 
an invasion of the Moors, resolved to enter 
the cavern, where he expected to find some 
prophetic intimation of the event of the war 
Accordingly, his train being furnished with 
torches, so aftificially composed that the 
tempest could not extinguish them, the King, 
with great difficulty, penetrated into a square 
hall, inscribed all over with Arabian char 
acters. In the midst stood a colossal statue 
of brass, representing a Saracen wielding a 
Moorish mace, with which it discharged 
funous blows on all sides, and seemed thus 
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to excite tho tempest which imaged around 
Bemgf conjured by Rodenc, it ceased from 
atnking, ^inttl he read, inscribed on the ii^lit 
hand, ‘ Wretched Monarchy for tf y evtl hast 
thou wme hither ^ ’ on the left Hand, ‘ 7 hou 
shali be dispossessed d v a strange heoplc*' on 
one shoulder, I invoke ike sons of Hagai , ’ 
on the other, */ do mine ofptx ’ When the 
King hid deciphered these ominous msenp 
tions, the statue returned to its exercise, the 
tempest commenced anew, and Rodenc T 
tirea, to mourn ov er the predictSJ e\ ils w hich 
approached his throne He caused the gates 
of the cavern to be locked and barricaded 
but, in the course of the night, the tower ft II 
With a tremendous noise, and under its rums 
concealed for eier the entrance to the mystic 
cavern The conquest of Spam bj the Saia 
cens, and the death of the unfortunate Don 
Rodenc, fulfilled the prophecy of the brazen 
statue —Historia verdadera del Rey Don 
Rodrigo j>or el Sabio Alcayde Abnlcacim^ 
iraduseda de la lengna Arabigapor Miquel 
de Luna^ 1654, cap \i 


Note XXX 

The hells would ring in Notre Dame 
— P 10 

* Tantamne t cm iam negligenfer > * says 
T}T\vhitt, of his predecessor, Slight , w ho, 
m his commentarj'' on Chaucer, nad omitted, 
as trivial and fabulous, the story of Wade and 
his boat Guingelot, to the great prejudice of 
posterity, the memory of the hero and the 
boat being now entirely lost That futufl 
antiquaries may lay no such omission to 
my charge, I ha\e noted one or two of the 
most current traditions concerning Michatl 
Scott He jyas chosen, it is said to go upon 
an embassy, to obtain from the King of 
Prance satisfaction for certain piracies com 
mitted by his subjects upon those of Scotland 
Instead of preparing a new equipage and 
splendid retinue, the ambassador retreated 
to his study, opened his book, and evoked a 
fiend m the shape of a huge black horse, 
mounted upon his back, and forced him to 
fly through the air tow ards France As they 
crossed the sea, the dc\ il insidiously asked 
his rider W hat it was that the old women ot 
Scotland muttered at bed time ^ A less* expen 
enced w izard might hai e answ ered that it w as 
the Pater Noster, which would have licensed 
the devil to precipitate him from his back 
But Michael sternly replied, ‘\\ hat is that to 
thee 5 — Mount, Diabolus, and flj •’ W hen he 
arrived at Pans, he tied nis ho'se to the gate 
of the palace, entered, and boldly delivered 
his message An ambassador, with so little 
of the pomp and circumstance of diplomacv, 
w'as not received with much respect, and the 
King was about to return a contemptuous 
refusal to his demand, w hen Michael besought 
him to suspend his resolution till he had seen 


hi9 horse stamp thrtt times The first stamp 
shook t\cry stf cple I'l. Pins, and caused all 
the bells to ring, the second threw down 
three of the towers of the palace, and the 
infi rnal steed hatfhfted his liooi to give the 
third St imp, when the King rallnr chose tcv 
dismiss Michael, with the most ample ton 
cessions, than to stand to the probable 
consequences Another timt , it is sa d, that, 
vvlien residing at the Tower of Oakwood, 
noon the Ettrick, about three milts above 
Sellnrk he heard of the fame of a screen ss, 
called the Witch of Falsehopt, who livtd on 
the opposite side of the nv er RI it hael w i nt 
one moining to put her skill to the test but 
was disappointtd, by her denying positivtlj 
any 1 now ledge of the ntcromant e art In 
the distourise with hfi he laid his wand 
madvfitentlj on the toblt, which the hag 
observing, suddenly snatched it up, and 
Struck him with it Feeling the force of the 
cliarm, Ir' n shed out of the hous^* , but, as it 
had conferrt d on him the extenial appt arance 
of a hare, his servant, who waited without, 
halloo’d upon the discomfited wizard his own 
g^e^ hounds, and pursued him so close that, 
m order to obtain a moment’s breathing to 
reverse the cliarm, Michael, after a v ery fa 
tiguing course, was fam to take refuge m his 
own jawkole {Anghce common sewer) In 
order to revenge himself of the witch of 
Falsehope, Michael, one morning m the en 
suing harvest, went to the hill abov e the house 
with his dogs, and sent down his si n ant to 
ask a bit ofbread from the good wife for his 
gieyhounds, with instructions what to do if 
he met with a dtnial Actordingh^ when 
the witch had refused the boon with con 
tumcly, the servant, as his master bad 
directed, laid above the door a paper which 
he had given him containing amongst many 
cabalistical words, the well known ihyme,—- 

Maister Michwl Scott s nnn 

Sou{,ht meat ^ud (,at naiic 

Immediately the good old woman, instead 
of pui suing her domestic occupation, which 
was baking bread for the rtijwrs began to 
dance round the fire, repeating the rinme 
and continued this exercise till her hushand 
sent the reapeis to the houst, one alter 
another, to ste what had delayed their pro 
vision, but tlu charm caught eath as they 
entered^ and losing all idex of ntunung, 
they joined m the danci and chorus At 
length the old man himselt went to the house , 
but as his wife’s frolic with Mr Michael^ 
w hom he had seen on the hill, made him a 
little cautious, he contented himself with 
looking in at the w indow , and saw the reapers, 
at their involuntary exercise, dragging his 
wife, now completely exhausted, someSmes 
round, and sometimes through, the fire which 
was, as usual, m the midst of the house 
Instead of entering, he saddled a horse, and 
rode up the hill, to humble himself before 
Michael, and beg a cessation of the spell. 
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\ihich the good tiatared^arlock immediately 
granted, directing him to enter the house 
backwards, and, with his left hand, take the 
spel 1 from abov e the door , w hich accordingly 
ended the supernatural dance — ^This tale was 
flold less particularly in former editions, and 
I have been censured for inaccuracy m doing 
so — A similar charm occurs in Huon de 
Bourdeaux^ and in the ingenious Oriental 
tale, called the Cahph Vaihek 
Notwithstanding his i ictory over the witw 
of Falsehope, Michael Scott, like his pre 
decessor, Merln, fell at last a victim to female 
art His wife, or concubine, elicited from 
him the secret that his art could ward off 
any danger except the poisonous qualities of 
broth, made of the flesh of a breme sow 
Such a mess she accordingly administered 
to the wizard, who died in consequence of 
eating it , surviving, however, long enougl|^ 
to put to death his treacherous confidant 
• • 


Note XXXI 

“The words that cleft Eildon hzlls tn three 
—P 10 

Michael Scott was, once upon a time, much 
embarrassed by a spirit, for whom he was 
under the necessity of finding constant em 
ployment He commanded him to build a 
cauldy or dam head, across the Tweed at 
Kelso, It was accomplished m one night, 
and still does honour to the infernal archi 
tect Michael next ordered, that Eildon hill 
which was then a uniform cone, should 
be divided into three Another night was 
sufficient to part its summit into the three 

f wcturesque peaks which it now bears At 
ength the enchanter conquered this mde 
fatigable demon, by employing him in the 
hopeless and endless task of making ropes 
out of sea sand 


Note XXXII 

Xkat lamp shall burn unquenchablyy 
Until the eternal doom shall be — P 1 1 

Baptista Porta, and other authors who 
treat of natural magic, talk much of eternal 
lamps, pretended to have been found burning 
in ancient sepulchres Fortumus Licetus 
investigates the subject m a treatise, De 
Ducerms Antiquorum ^econdiiiSy pub 
lished at Venice, 1631 One of these perpetual 
lamps IS said to have been discovered m the 
tomb of Tulliola, the daughter of Cicero 
The wick was supposed to be composed of 
asbestos Kircher enumerates three different 
recipes for constructing such lamps, and 
wisely concludes, that the thing is neverthe 
less im^ssible -"^Mundus SmterranneuSy 

{ > 72 Delno imputes the fabrication of such 
ights to magical skill — Disqmsitiones Ma 
^caey p 58 In a very rare romance, which 
“treateth of the life of Virgihus, and of his 


deth, and mafty man avles that he dyd m his 
l\fetime, by wychecrafte and njgramancye, 
tliroughe the lielpe of the dev;jls* of hell,’ 
mention is made of a very extraordinary 
process in which one ofthese mystical lamps 
was Employed It seems that Virgil, as he 
advanced m years, became desirous of re 
novating his youth bj magical art For this 
purpose he constructed a solitary tower, 
having only one narrow portal, in which he 
placed twenty four copper figures, armed with 
iron flails, tw elve on each side of the porch 
These enchanted statues struc^v with their 
flails incessant!}, and rendered all entrance 
impossible, unless when Virgil touched the 
spring, which stopped their motion To this 
to \er he repaired privately, attended by one 
trusty servant, to whom he com?nilnicated 
the secret of the entrance, and hither they 
conveyed all the magician’s treasure ‘ Then 
sajde Virgilius, my dere beloved frende 
and he that I above alle men truste and 
knowe mooste of my secret,’ and then he 
led the man into a cellar, where he made a 
fayer lamp at all seasons burnynge And 
then sayd virgilms to the man, ‘ Se you the 
barrel that standeth here’" and he sayd, yea 
“Therein must thou put me fyrst ye must 
slee me, and hewe me smalle to pieces, and 
cut my hed m im pieces, and salte the heed 
under m the bottom, and then the pieces 
there after, and my herte in the myddel, and 
then set the barrel under the lampei, that 
nyghte and day the fat therein may aroppe 
and leake , and ye shall ix dajes long, ones 
in the day, fyll the lampe, and fajle nat 
And when this is all done, then shall I 
bft reneued, and made y onge agen ’ ” At th is 
extraordinary proposal, the confidant was 
sore abashed, and made some scruple of 
obeyinghis master’s commands At length, 
however, he complied, and Virgal was slam, 
pickled, and barrelled up, in^ll respects 
according to his own direction The servant 
then left the tower, taking care to put the 
copper thrashers in motion at his departure 
He continued daily to visit the tower with 
the same precaution Meanwhile, the em 
peror, w ith whom V irgil w as a great fav ounte, 
missed him from the court, and demanded of 
his servant where he w as The domestic pre 
tended ignorance, till the emperor threatened 
him with death, when at length he conveyed 
him to the enchanted tower The same 
threat extorted a discovery of the mode of 
stopping the statues from wielding their flails 
‘And then the emperour entered into the 
castle w ith all his folke and sought all aboute 
in every comer after Virgilius , and at the 
laste they sought so longe, that they came 
into the seller, where they savve the lampe 
hang over the barren, where Virgilius lay in 
deed Then asked the emperour the man, 
who had made hyon so lierdy to put his 
mayster Virgilius so to detne, anU the 
mad answered no worde to the emperour 
And then the emperour, with great anger. 
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drewe out his sworde, and slew ^ he there Vir 
gilius’ min And when all this was done, 
then saw 5 the emperour and all his folke, a 
naked child m tjmes rennynge about the 
barrel!, saynge these wordes, “ Cursed be the 
tyme that je ever came here ” And ivith 
those words vanyshed the chylde awaye, and 
was never sene ageyn , and thus abyd Vir 
gihusm the barrel! deed — hi let, 
printed at Antwerpe by John DocbbOTcke 
This curious volume is in the "valuable libraiy 
of Mr Douce , and is supposed to be a 
translation '*'rom the French, printed in 
Flanders for the English market See Cou 
iet Bthhoih Franc ix 22^ Catalogue ae 
la Btbhoiltcg^e Nationale^ tom 11 p 5 
Bure^ No 3857 


Note XXXIII 

Then Delorame^ m terror^ took 

From the cold hand the Mighty Booh, 

He thought, as he tooh it, the dead man 
frown d — "2 12 

William of Deloraine might be strengthened 
in this belief by the well known story of the 
Cid Ruy Diaz When the body of that 
famous Christian chanmpion was sitting in 
state by the high altar of the cathedral church 
of Toledo, where it remained for ten years, a 
certainmalicious Jew attempted topull him by 
the beard , but he had no sooner touched the 
formidable whiskers, than the corpse startt;^ 
up, and half unsheathed his sword The 
Israelite fled, and so permanent was the 
effect of his terror, that he became Chris 
tian.— HEYWOOD’S-^2tfrd!rcAi«f,p 480, quoted 
from Sebastfo.n Cobarruvias Crosee 


Note XXXIV 

The Baron's Dwarf his courser held — P 14 

The idea of Lord Cranstoun’s Goblin Page 
IS taken from a being called Gilpin Horner, 
who appeared, and made some stay, at a 
farm house among the Border mountains A 
gentleman of that country has noted down 
the following particulars concerning his ap 
pearance — 

* The only certain, at least most probable 
account, that ever I heard of Gilpin Homer, 
was from an old man, of the«name of An 
derson, who was bom, and lived all his life 
atTodshawhill, m Eskedale muir, the place 
where Gilpm appeared and staid for some 
time. He said there were two men, late m 
the evening, when it was growing dark, 
emplo>ed m fastening the horses upon the 
uttermost part of their ground (that is, tying 


their forefeet together, to hinder them from 
travelling farm the rJght), when they heard 
a \oice, at some distance, crying, 

Tint I Tintf^"* One of the mtn, named 
Moffat, called out, “What deil has tmt^ou^ 
Come here” Immediately a creature, o£ 
something like a human form, i^ptared It 
was surprisingly litth, distorted in ftitures, 
and misshapen Tin limbs As soon as the two 
men could see it plainly, they r in home in a 
g?-v at fright, imagining tbev had met w ith some 
goblm By the waj, Moffat fell and it ran 
over him, and was home at the house as 
soon as either of them, and staid there a long 
time but I cinnot say how long It was 
real flesh and blood, ind ate and drank, was 
fond of cream, and, wlun it could get at t, 
would destroy a great deal It seemed a 
mibchievous creature , and an\ of the children 
whom It could master, itw ouldbeat and scratch 
^vithout mercy It was onee abusing a child 
belonging tothe same Moffat, who had been 
so frightened by its first appi arance , and 
he, in a passion, struck it so \ lolent a blow 
upen the side of the head, that it tumbled 
upon the ground , but it was not stunned, 
for It set up its head directlj, and exclaimed 
“Ah, hah, Will o’ Moffat, \ou strike sair > ” 
(\iz sore) After it had staid there long, one 
evening, when the women were milking the 
cows in the loan, it was playing among the 
children near by them, when suddenly they 
heard a loud shrill \oicecrj three times, 
pinlloinerf'''' It started, and said , '''' Fhaiis 
me and instantly disappeared, 

and was never heard of inoie Olii A,n<ier 
son did not lemember it, but said, he had 
often heard his father and other old men m 
tlie place, who were there at the time, sptak 
aboutit, and m my jounger years I have often 
heard it mentioned, and nt vt r mi t w ith any 
vv ho had the remotest doubt as to the ti uth of 
the story, although, 1 must own, I cannot 
help thinking then must be some misrepre 
sentation m it ’—To this aecount, I have to 
add the following particulars from the most 
respectable authority Besuits constantly 
repeating the word tint f tint f Gilpm Hor 
ner was often hiard to call upon Peter 
Bertram, or Be tt ram, as he pronounced 
the word, and when the shrill \oic« cilied 
Gilpm Homer, heimmcdi itely icknowledged 
it was the summons of the stui Petvr Beit 
ram who seems therefore to hav e bt en the 
devil who had tint, or lost, the little imp 
As much has been objected to Gilpm Horner, 
on account of his being supposed rather a 
device of the author than a popular super 
stition, I c^n only say, that no legend which 
I ever heard seemed to be more universally 
credited , and that many persons of very 
good rank, and considerable information, are 
well known to repose absolute faith in the 
tradition 
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Note SXXV 

B«i the Ladye of §ranhsome gathered a 
band 

Of the best that would ride at hef* com 
mand — P 14 

‘ Upon 25th June, i5'J7, Dame Janet Bea 
tonne Lady Buccleucn, and a great number 
of the name of Scott, delaitit (accused) for 
coming to the kirk of St Marv of the Lo’wes, 
to the number of two hundred persons bo^in 
in feire of weire (arrajed m armour), and 
breaking open the door of the said kirk, in 
order to apprehend the Laird of Cranstoune 
for his destruction ’ On the 20th July, a 
warrant from the Queen ii> presented, dis 
charging the justice to proceed against the 
Lady Buccleuch while new calling — Abtndfr 
ment of Books of Adjournal^ tn Advocates' 
Lzbrary The following proceedings upon 
this case appear on the record of the Cou^t 
of Justiciary On the 2e;th c^i J»ne, 15^7, 
Robert Scott, m Bow hill parish, priest of the 
kirk of St Maiy’s, accused of the convocation 
of the Queen s lieges, to the number of two 
hundred persons, in warlike array, with 
jacks, helmets, and other weapons, and 
marching to the chapel of St Mary of the 
Lowes, for the slaugnter of Sir Peter Cran- 
stoun, out of ancient feud and malice pre 
pense, and of bieaking the doors of the said 
kirk, IS repledged by the Archbishop of Glas 
gow The bail given by Robert Scott of 
Allanhaugh, Adam Scott of Burnfute, Robert 
Scott in Howfurde, Walter Scott in Todshaw 
haugh, Walter Scott jounger of Sjnton, 
Thomas Scott of Hayning, Robert Scott, 
William Scott, and James Scott, brothers of 
the said Walter Scott, Walter Scott* in the 
Woll, and Walter Scott, son of W^illiam 
Scott of Harden, and Tames Wemyss in Eck 
ford, all accused ot the same crime, is de 
dared to be forfeited On the same day, 
Walter Scott of Synton, and Walter Chis 
holme of Chisholme, and William Scott of 
Harden, became bound, jointly and sever- 
ally that Sir Peter Cranstoun and his km 
dred and servants, should receiv e no injury 
from them in future At the same time, Pat 
nek Murray of Fallohill, Alexander Stuart, 
uncle to the Laird of Trakwhare, John 
Murray of New hall, John Fairlye residing 
in Selkirk, George Tait, youngerof Pirn, John 
Pennycuke of Pennycuke, James Ramsay of 
Cokpen. the Laird of Fassyde, and the Laird 
of Henderstoune, were all severally fined for 
not attending as jurors, being probably 
either m alliance with the accused parties, or 
dreading their vengeance Upon the 20th of 
July fonowing, Scott of Synton, Chisholme 
of Chisholme, Scott of Harden, Scott of How- 
paslie, Scott of Bumfute, with many others, 
are ordered to appear at next calling, under 
the pains of treason But no farther procedure 
seems to have taken place It is said, that, 
upon this rising, the kirk of St Mary 'was 
burnt by the Scotts. 


, Note XXXVI 

Like a book bosom'd priest — P 16 
*At Unthank, two miles N E from the 
church (of«Ewes), there are the rums of a 
chapel for div me sen ice, in time of Popery 
There is a tradition, that friars were wont to 
come from Melrose or Jedburgh, to baptize 
and marry m this parish , and from being m 
use to carry the mass book in their bosoms, 
tj^ey were called by the inhabitants, Book a- 
bosomes Tihere is a man yet alive, who 
knew old men who had been baptized by 
these Book a bosomes, and whfb says one of 
them, called Hair, used this parish for a very 
long time * — Account of Parish of Bw^s^ 
aptid Macfarlane's MSS 


Note XXXVII 

All was delusion^ nought was truth •— P 1 7 

Glamour,^ in the legends of Scottish super- 
stition, means the magic power of imposing 
on the eyesight of the spectators so that the 
appearance of an object shall be totally 
different from the reality The transformation 
of Michael Scott by the witch of Falsehope, 
already mentioned, was a genuine operation 
of glamour To a similar charm the ballad 
of Johnny Pa’ imputes the fascination of the 
lovely Countess, who eloped with that gipsy 
leader — 

Sae soon as they saw her w eel far d face 
They cast the glamo ir o er her 

It was formerly used even m w ar In 1 3S1, 
when the Duke of Anjou lay before a strong 
flpastle upon the coast of Naples, anecroman 
cer offered to ‘make the ayre so thycke, 
that they within shall thynke that there is a 
great bridge on the see (by which the castle 
was surrounded) for ten men to go a front, 
and whan they w ithm the castlesse this bridge, 
they will be so afrayde, that they shall yelde 
them to > our mercy The Duke demanded, — 
“ Fayre Master, on this bridge that ye speke 
of, may our people assuredly go thereon to 
the castell, to assayle it ’ ” — Syr,” quod the 
enchantour, “ I dai e not assure \ ou that , for 
if any that passeth on the bridge make the 
signe of the crosse on hym, all shall go to 
noughte, and they that be on the bndge shall 
fall into the see’’’ Then the Duke began to 
laugh , and a certain of young knightes, that 
were there present, said, “ Syr, for godsake. 
let the mayster assey his cunnmg we shall 
leve making of any signe of the crosse on us 
for that tyme ” * The Earl of Savoy, shortly 
after, entered the tent, and recognised in the 
enchanter tj^e same person who had put the 
castle into the pow er of Sir Charles de la Payx, 
who then held it, by persuading the garrison of 
the Queen of Naples, through magjcaldecep 
tion, that the sea was coming over the walls 
The sage avowed the feat, and added, that he 
was the man m the world most dreaded by Sir 
Charles de la Payx ‘ “ By my fayth,” quod the 
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Earl of Sa\ o j , “ } e say w el I , andsl 1 11 that Syr 
Charles de la Payx shall know that he. hath 
ffret wroifge to fear >ou Bat I shall assure 
hym of you , tor je shall never do enchant 
ment to decej ve hym, nor> et nCne other I 
•wolde nat that m tyme to come we shulde he 
reproached that m so high an enterprise as 
we be in, wherein there be so many noble 
knyghtes and squyres assembled, that we 
shulde do any thyng be enchantment, nor 
that we shulde w}n our enemys be suc>^ 
crafte ” Then he called to hiii^ a servaunt, 
and said, " Co, and get a hangman, and let 
him stryke off this niayster’s need without 
delay , ” and as soone as the Erie had com 
manded it, incontynent it was done for his 
heed was stryken of before the Erie’s tent ’ 
— FroissI'RT, lol 1 ch ^91, 

The art of glamour, or other fa«cination, 
was anciently a principal pait of he skill of 
the jongleur^ or juggler, whose tricks formed 
much of the amusement of a Gothic castle 
Some instances of this art may be found in 
the Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border^ vol 
IV p 106 In a strange allegorical poem, 
cal led the Houlat, wnttenby a dependent of the 
house of Douglas, about 14^2-^?, the jay, in an 
assemblyof birds, plays the part of the juggler 
His feats of glamour are thus desenbeef — 

‘ Heg-art them ee as Jtsemjtin simyn hour© 
Hunting at herciis in holtis so hair 
Some sailind on the see schippts oftoure 
Berms battalland on burd brim as a bire 
He coulde carye the coup of the kingis des 
Syne levs in the stede 
Bot a black bunwede 
He could of 1 hems hede 
Make a man mes. 


•He gart the Emproure trow andtrewlyebehald 
That the corncratk the pundere at hand 
Hod poyndit all his pns hors m a pojnd fdd 
Because thai ete of the com m the kirkland 
He could wirk wmdans quint way that he wald, 
Mak a gray gus a gold garhnd 
A Img sperefflf a bittile for a berne bald 
Nobilis of nutschelles and sih er of smd 
Thusjoukit with juxters the janglane ia 
Fair ladyes in rmgis, 

Knvchtis m cinlviii^s 
Bavth dansis and singi!>. 

It semyt as sa 


\0TE XXX\ III 

iVow, if you as A leho gave the stroke. 

I cannot tell so mot J thrive , 

It was not given 6v man ative — P 17 

Dr Henry More, m a letter prefived to 
Gianville s Saditcismus Triumphaiiis^ men 
tions a similar phenomenon 

‘ I remember an old gentleman m the 
country, of my acquaintance an excellent 
justice of peace, and a piece„of a mathe 
iratician , but what kind of a philosopher he 
was, you may understand from a rhyme of his ' 
own inaking, which he commended to me at 
my taking horse m his yard, which rhyme is 
this — 

Ens IS nothing tfll sense finds out 

Sense ends in nothing so naught goes about. 


Which rhyme of hi9 <1 as so rapturous to him 
self, that, on therecitifng of the st cond \erse, 
the old man turned himself about upon h s 
toe as nimbly as one may obscrx c n dry It af 
whislted round tbf. corner of an orchard walk 
by some little whirlwind With this philo^ 
sopher I have had many discoarses con'" 
ccining the immortality of the soul and its 
distinction , win n I h ive run him quite down 
by reason he w ould but laugh at me and say 
this IS logic, H (calling me oy my Christian 
n?tme), to which I replied this is reason, 
father L (fot so I ust d iiid some others to 
call him), but it seems yoj are for the new 
lights, and iinrnediatf inspiration, which I 
confess ht was as littlcfor as for the other , 
but I said so only in the way of diolleryto 
him in those times, but truth is, nothing but 
palpable experience would move him and 
being a bold nan, and fearing nothing, he 
fold me he had used all the magical cere 
monies cf cjvyurat on he could, to raise the 
devil or a spirit, and had a most earnest 
desire to met t w ith one, but never could do 
it But this he told me whtn he did not so 
much as think of it, while his servant was 
pulling off his boots in the hall, some m 
visible hand gave him such a clap upon the 
back, that it made all ring again , “ so ” 
thought he now, “ I arn invited to the con- 
verse of my spirit,” and therefore, so soon as 
his boots were off, and his shoes on, out he 
goes into the yard and next held, to find out 
the spirit that had givtn him this familiar 
clap on the back but found none neither m 
the yard nor field next to it 
‘But though he did not feel this stroke, 
albeit he thought it ifterwaids (finding no 
thing came of it) a mere delusion , yet not 
long before his death, it had more foicc with 
him than all the philosophical argumints I 
could use to him, though I coulifwind him 
and nonplus him as I pleased, but yet all 
my arguments, how solid soever made no 
impression upon him , wherefore, after sc vi ral 
reasonings of this nature, whereby I would 
prove to him the soul’s distinct on froi i the 
body, and its immortality, when notliing of 
such subtile consideration did any more 
_ execution on his mind than some lightning is 
I said to do though it melts the sword on the 
I fuz^ consistency of the scabbard,— “ ell,” 

I said I, “ father L , thougli nont of these 
things move you, I haw something still 
behind and what yourself has acknow ledged 
to be true, that may do the business — Do y ou 
remember the clap on your back when jour 
servant was pulling off your boots m the 
halP Aasure yourself, savs I, father L 
that goblin will be the first to bid you w el 
come into the other world ” Upon that hib 
countenance changed most sensibly, and he 
was more confounded with this rubbing up 
his memory, than with all the rational or 
philosophical argumentations that I could 
produce ’ 
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Note XKXIX 

The running sirea % dissolv'd the spell 
— P^i; 

It ts a firm article of popular faith, that no 
enchantment can subsist in a living stream 
Nay, if you can interpose a brook betwixt 
you and witches, spectres, or even fiends»j^\ou 
are in perfect safety Burns s inimitable Tam 
o' Shunter turns entirely upon such a cir- 
cumstance The belief seems to be of ap 
tKjuity Brompton informs us, that certain 
Irish w izards could, by spells, convert earthen 
clods, or stones, into fat pigs, which they 
sold in the market, but whicli always reas 
sumed their proper form when driven by the 
deceived purchaser across a running stream 
But Brompton is severe on the Irish for a 
\ eiy good reason ‘ Gens ista spurcissima 
non sohunt decimas ’ — Ckromcon Johanms 
Brompton apud decern Scnptores^ p 

Note XL 

BTe never counted him a man^ 

Would strike below the knee — P i8 

Imitated from Drayton’s account of Robin 
Hood and his followeis — 

‘ A hundred valiant men had this brave Robin Hood 
StiU ready at his call that bowmen were right good 
All cladm Lmcoln green, with caps of red and blue 
His fellow s winded horn not one of them but knew 
When setting to their lips their htile busies shrill 
The warbling echoes waked from every dale and hill 
Their bauldncs set with studs athwart their shoulders 
cast 

To which under their arms their sheafs vcere buckled 
fist 

A short sword at their belt a buckler scarce *i span 
Who struck below the knee not counted then a man 
All made of Spanish yew, theur bows were wondrous 
strong 

They not an arrow drew but was a cloth yard long 
Of archery they had the very perfect craft, 

With broad arrow or but, or prick, or roving shaft 
Poly Albion Song 26 

To Viouud an antagonist m the thigh, or 
leg, was reckoned contrary to the law of 
arms In a tilt betwixt Gawam Michael, an 
English squire, and Joachim Cathore, a 
Frenchman, ‘ they met at the speare po) ntes 
rudely , the French squyer justed right plea 
santly , the Englishman ran too lowe, for he 
strak the Frenchman depe into the thigh 
’Wherewith the Erie of Buckingham was 
right sore displeased, and so were all the 
other lords, and sayde how it was shamefully 
done ’—Froissart, vol 1 chap 366 Upon 
a sir“ilar occasion, ‘the two knyghts came 
a fote eche against other rudely, with their 
speares low couched, to stryke eche other 
withm the foure quarters Johah of Castell 
Morant strake the English squver on the 
brest in such wyse, that Sjr Wylllyam Fer 
metone stombled and bowed, for his fote 
a lyttel fayled him He helde his speare lowe 
With both hishandes, and coude nat amende it, 
and strake Syr Johan of the Castell Morant 
in the thighe, so that the speare went dene 


throughe, that the heed was sene a handfull 
on the other syde And Syr Johan with the 
stroke reled, but he fell nat Than thei>Englyshe 
knyghtesand squyers were ryghte sore dis 

g leased, ani^sayde how it was a foul t, stroke 
yr.'W'yllam bermeton excused himselfe, 
and sayde how he was sorie of that adventure, 
and howe that yf he had knowen that it 
shulde have bene so, he wolde never have 
begon It , sayenge how he could nat amende 
I** by cause of glaunsing of his fote by con 
straynt of tl^ great stroke that Syr Johan of 
the Castell Morant had given him ' — Frois 
SART, vol 1 chap 373 


Note XLI 

She drew the splinter from the wound. 
And with a charm she stanch' dike blood 
-P 19 

See several charms for this purpose in 
Reginald Scott’s Discovery of "witchcrafty 
p m 

Tom Potts was but a serving man. 

But yet be was a doctor good 
He bound his han^erchief on the wound 
And with some kinds of words he stanched the blood 
Pieces of Ancimt Popular Poetry Load 2791 p 131 


Note XLII 

But she has iu'en the broken lance^ 

And wash'd it from the clotted gore^ 

And salved the splinter o'er and o'er 

-P 19 

Sir Kenelm Digby, m a discourse upon the 
cure by sympathy, pronounced at Montpelier 
before an assembly of nobles and learned 
men translated into English by R "W hite, 
gentleman, and published in gives us 

the following curious surgical case — 

‘Mr James Howel(\veU known m France 
for his public works, and particularly for his 
Dendrologie.^ translated into French by Mons 
Baudouin) coming by chance, as two of his 
best friends were lighting m duel, he did his 
endeavour to part them .and, puttzi^ him 
selfe between them, seized, with nislefthand, 
upon the hilt of the sword of one of the com 
batants, while with his right hand, he laid 
hold of the blade of the other They, being 
transported with fury one against the other, 
struggled to rid themselves of thehmderance 
their friend made, that they should not kill 
one another, an done of them roughly drawing 
the blade of his sword, cuts to the very bone 
the nerves and muscles of Mr How el’s hand , 
and then th® other disengaged his hilts, and 
gave a crosse blow on his adversane’s head, 
w hich glanced towards hisfnend, who heaving 
up his sore hand to save the blow, he was 
wounded on the back of his hand as he had 
been before within It seems some strange 
constellation reigned then against him, that 
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he should lose so much bloud b|r parting tuo 
such dear friends, uho, had they oeen them 
selves, w*uld have hazarded both their 
to have preserved his , but this involuntT-ry 
effusion of bloud by them, pr<rvented tint 
which they sholde have drawn one from tlie 
other For they, seem? Mr Howel’s face 
besmeared with bloud, oy heaMog up his 
wounded hand, they both ran to embrace 
him , and ha\ mg searched his hurts, they 
bound up his hand with one of his garters, *o 
close the veins wh ch were eCt, and bled 
abundantly ,They brought him home, and 
sent for a surgeon But this being heard at 
court, the King sent one of his ow n surgeons , 
for his Majesty much affected the said Mr 
Howel 

‘ It was any chance to be lodged hard by 
him, and four or live days after, as I was 
making myself ready, he came to my house, 
and prayed me to view his wounds , “for I 
understand,” said he, ” that you have extra 
ordinary remedies on such occasions and 
my surgeons apprehend some fear that it 
may grow to a gangrene, and so the hand 
must be cut off ” In effect, his countenance 
discovered that he was in much pain, which 
he said was insupportable, m regard of the 
extreme inflammation I told him I would 
willingly serve him , but if haply he knew 
the manner liovv I would cure nim, w ithout 
touching or seeing him, it may be he would 
not expose himself to ray manner of curing, 
because he would thmlc it, peradventure, 
either ineffectual or superstitious He re 
plied, “the wonderful things which many have 
related unto me of v our w ay of medicament, 
makes me nothing doubt at all of its efficacy^ 
and all that I have to say unto you is 
comprehended m the Spanish proverb, 
JFiag-ase el milam o y hagalo Mahoma^'L.^t 
the miracle be done, though Mahomet do it ” 

‘ I asked h^n then for any thing that had 
the blood upon it , so he presently sent for 
lus garter, wherewith his hand was first 
bound , and as I called for a ba^on of water, 
as if I would wash my hands, I took a hand- 
ful of powder of vitriol, which I had m my 
study, and presently dissolved it As soon 
as the bloudy garter was brought me, I put 
it Within the bason, observing, m the interim, 
what Mr Howel did, who stood talking 
w ith a gentleman in a comer of my chamber, 
not regarding at all what I was doing, but 
he started suddenly, as if he had found some 
strange alteration m himself I asked him 
what be ailed ? “I know not what ailes me , 
but I finde that I feel no more pain Me 
thinks that a pleasing kmde of freshnesse, 
as it were a wet cold napkin^ did spread 
over my hand, which hath taken away the 
inflammation that tormented me before 
I replied, “Since then that you feel already 
so good effect of my medicament, 1 advise 
you to cast away all your playsters, only 
keep the wound clean, and in a moderate 
temper betwixt heat and cold ” This was 


r 

presently reported the Dukt of^ Bucking 
ham, and a little afver to the King, who 
were both very curious to know the cir 
cumstance of the businesse, which was, that 
after dinner I tdok the garter out of the 
water, and put it to dry before a great firt^ 
It was scarce dry’’, but Mr Howel s servant 
came running, that his master ft It as much 
burning as ever he had done, if not more, 
for the heat was such as if nis hand were 
’twixt coles of fire I answered, although 
tliat had happened at present, jet he should 
find ease m a short time, for I kmw the 
reason of this new accident, and would jiro 
vide accordingl) , for his master should be 
free from that infiammati on itmaybi before 
he could possibl) rtturn to him , but in case 
he found no ease, I wisho<l him to come 
presently back again , if not, ht. might for 
bear coming TliLreupon he went, and at 
iHe instant I did put again the gaiter m*o 
the wate;e, t>hcrcupon he found his master 
without any pain at all To be brief, therp 
was no sense of pam afterward , but within 
five or siv dayes the wounds were cicatrized, 
and entirely healed ’-—Page 6 

The King Qames \ I ) obtained from Sir 
Kenelm the discovery of his secret, which he 
pretended had been taught h m by a Car- 
melite friar, who had Icained it m Armenia, 
or Persia Let not the age of animal mag 
netism and metallic tractors smile at the 
sjmpathetic powder of Sir Kenelm D gb\ 
Reginald Scott mentions th*^ same mode of 
cure in these terms — ‘And that which is 
more strange they can rtmedie ame 

stranger with that vene sword wherewith 
they are wounded Yta, and tint which 
IS beyond all admiration, if the j stiokc the 
sword upward with their fingers, the paitie 
shall feele no pam, whereas, if they chaw 
their fingers dow nvv ai ds., the reupon the. pai tic 
wmunded shall feele intolerabU pam ’ I 
presume that the success asciibecl to the 
sympathetic mode of treatment might arise 
from the pains bestowed m washing the 
wound, and excluding the air, thus bringing 
on a cure by the first intention It is intro 
duced by Dryden m the Enchanted Mand^ 
a (very unnecessary) alteration of the 2em 
— 

Ariel Anoint the sword which pierced him with thi^ 
Weipon svh e viid wrap it clobc from iit 
Till I have time lo visit him 'igim ^Att v jpr a 

Again, in scene 4 th, Miranda enters with 
Hippohto’s sword wrapt up — 

Hip O my wound pirns me, 

Mir I iin come to ease you uitv. t aps the 

Stuordl 

Hip Alas I feel the cold air come to me , 

My wound, shoots worse than ever 

Mtr Does It still grieve you t \^Ske wipes and 
anoints the Sword ] 

Hip Now metUmks, there s something laid just 
upon It. 

Mtr Do you find no ease t 

Hip Yes, yes upon the sudden all this pam 
Is leaving me Sweet heaven how I am eased 1 
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Note XCIII 

Ou Penchryst gt&ws ^bale ofjire — P 20 
Bale, beacon fa^ot The Border beacons, 
from their number and position, formed a 
sort of telegraphic communication with 
Edinburgh —The Act of Parliament c 
48, directs, that one bale or fagot shall be 
warning of the approach of the English in 
any manner , tw o bales that they are coming- 
inaeedf four bales, blazing beside each other, 
that the enemy are in great force ‘The 
same taikenmgs to be watched and maid at 
Eggerhope (Eggerstand) Castell, fra they 
se the fire of Hume, that they fire right swa 
And in like manner on Sowtra Edge, sail se 
the fire of Eggerhope Castell and mak 
taikening in like manner And then may 
all Louthaine be warned, and in special the 
Castell of Edinburgh , and their four fires to 
be made in like manner, that they m Fife- 
and fra Striveling east, and the east part or 
Louthaine, and to Dunbar, all them, 

and come to the defence of the realme* 
These beacons (at least in latter times) were 
a ‘ long and strong tree set up, with a long 
iron pole aci OSS the ht ad of it, and an iron 
brander fixed on a stalk in the middle of it, 
for holding a tar barrel ’—Stevenson’s 
Hisiory^ voT ii p 701 


Note XLIV 

Our kin. and clan, and friends io i aise 
-P 20 

The speed with which the Borderers col 
lected great bodies of horse, may be judged 
of from the following extract when the 
subject of the rising was much less important 
than that supposed m the romance It is 
taken from Carey’s Memoirs — 

* l^on the death of the old Lord Scroop, 
the Queen ga^e the west wardenry to his 
son, that had married my sister He having 
received that ofiice, came to me with great 
earnestness, and desired me to be his deputy, 
offering me that I should live with him in 
his house , that he would allow me half a 
dozen men, and as many horses, to be kept 
at bis charge , and his fee oeing 1000 merks 
yearly, he would part it with me, and I 
should have the half This his noble offer 
I accepted of, and went with him to Carlisle, 
where I was no sooner come, but I entered 
into my office We bad a stirring time of 
It, and few days past over my head but I 
was on horseback, either to prevent mischief, 
or take malefactors, and to bnng the Border 
m better quiet than it had been in times 
past One memorable thing of Grod s mercy 
shewed unto me, was such as I have good 
cause still to remember it 

* I had private intelligence given me, that 
there were two Scottishmen that had Killed 
a churchman m Scotland, and were by one 
of the Graemes rehexed This Graeme dwelt 
within fixe miles of Carlisle He had a 


pretty house, ^nd close by it a strong tower, 
for his own defence m time of need — About 
two o’clock m the morning, I took* horse in 
Carlisle, and not above twenty fixe m my 
company, thuiking to surprise the house on 
a sudden Before 1 could surround the house, 
the two Scots XX ere gotten in the strong 
tower, and I could see a boy riding from the 
house as fast as his horse could cany him , 
I little suspecting xvhat it meant But 
TIiomas Carleton came to me presently, and 
told me, thafnif I did not presently prevent 
it, both myself and all my company would 
be either slam or taken pnsoifers It was 
strange to me to hear this language He then 
said to me, “ Do you see that boy that ndeth 
away so fast ’ He will be m Scotland within 
this half houfj and he is gone tq let them 
know, that you are here, and to what end 
ou are come, and the small number you 
axe with you , and that if they will make 
haste, on a sudden tlicy may surprise us, 
and do with us what they please ” Hereupon 
XX e took advice what was best to be done 
We sent notice presently to all parts to raise 
the count-y, and to come to us with all the 
speed they could, and withall xxe sent to 
Carlisle to raise the townsmen , for xv thout 
foot xxe could do no good against the tower 
There we staid some hours, expecting more 
company, and within short time after the 
country came in on all sides, so that we 
were quickly between three and four hundred 
horse , and, after some longer stay, the foot 
of Carlisle came to us, to the number of 
three or four hundred men, xvbom we pre 
sently set to work, to get to the top of the 
tower, and to uncox er the roof, and then 
^me twenty of them to fall down together, 
and by that means to win the tower — The 
Scots, seeing the r present danger, offered to 
parley, and yielded themselves to my mercy 
They had no sooner opened tlip iron gate, 
and yielded themselves my prisoners, but we 
might see 400 horse within a quarter of a 
mile coming to their rescue, and to surprise 
me and my small company , but of a sudden 
they stayed, and stood at gaze Then had I 
more to do than exer , for all our Bordeiers 
came crying, with full mouths, “Sir, give us 
leaxe to set upon them, for these are they 
that have kxlkd our fathers, our brothers, 
and uncles, and our cousins , and they are 
coming, thinking to surprise you, upon weak 
grass nags, such as they could get on a 
sudden , and God hath put them into your 
hands, that we may take rexenge of them 
for much blood that they have spdt of ours ** 
I desired they would be patient a while, 
and bethought myself, if I should give them 
their will, the*e would be few or none of the 
Scots that would escape unkilled , (there was 
so many deadly feuds among them,) and 
therefore I resolved xvith myself to give them a 
fair answer, but not to give them their desire 
So I told them, that if I were not there myself, 
they might then do what they pleased them- 
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selves, but being present, if«I should give 
them leave, the blood that should be spilt 
that dajp would he very hard upon my con 
science And therefore I desired them, for 
my sake, to forbear , and, if *he Scots did 
not presently make away with all the gpeed 
they could, upon my sending to them, they 
should then liave their wills to do what they 
pleased They were ill satislied with my 
answer, but durst not disobey I Sent with 
speed to the Scots, and bade them prsk 
away with all the speed they^could, for if 
thej st^e4, the messenger’s return, they 
should few of them return to their own 
home They made no stay , but they were 
returned homewards before the messenger 
had made an end of his message Thus, ny 
God’s ,ni#‘rcy, I escaped a great danger , 
and, by my means, there were a great many 
men’s lives saved that day * 


Note XLV 

On ntajiy a cat? n's^rey fiy> amtd^ 

XVhere urns ofmtgh*y chiefs he hid — P so 
The caims, or piles of loose stones, which 
crown the summit of most of our Scottish 
lulls, and are found in other remarkable 
situations, seem usually, though not univer- 
sally, to have been sepulchral monuments 
Six flat stones are commonly found m the 
centre, forming a cavity of greater or smaller 
dimensions, in which an um is often placed 
The author is possessed of one, discovered 
beneath an immense cairn at Roughlee, m 
Liddesdale It is of the most barbarous 
construction, the middle of the substance 
alone having been subjected to the fire, ovXr 
which, when hardened, the artist had laid an 
inner and outer coat of unbaked clay, etched 
with some very rude ornaments, liis skill 
apparently being inadequate to baking the 
\ ase, when fiomj^etely finished The contents 
were bones and ashes, and a quantity of 
beads made of coal xliis seems to have 
been a barbarous imitation of the Roman 
fashion of sepulture. 


NoteXLVI 

For pathless marsh, and mountain cell., 
The peasant left ms lowly shed — P 3 j 
The morasses were the usual refuge of the 
Border herdsmen, on the approacii of an 
English sermy —(Minstrelsy of the Scottish 
Border, vol i p 393 ) Caves, hewed in the 
most dangerous and inaccessible places, also 
afforded an occasional retreat Such caverns 
may be seen m the precipitoiw banks of the 
Teviot at Sunlaws, upon the Ale at Ancram, 
upon the Jed at Hundalee, and in many 
other places upon the Border The banks 
of the Bske, at Gorton and Hawthomden, 
are hollowed into similar recesses But 
even these dreary dens were not always 
secure places of concealment, ‘In the way 


as we came, not fat from this place, (Long 
Niddry,) George Fecres, a gentleman of my 
Lord Protector's happened upon a 

cave m the grounde, the noutli whereof was 
so wTbrne w ith the fresh pnnte of steps, that 
he seemed to be ceitayne theai wear some 
folke within , and gone doune to trie, he was 
readily receyved w ith a hakebut or two He 
left them not yet, till he had know n vvheyther 
thei wolde be content to yie^d and come out , 
which they fondly refusing, he went to my 
Ibrd’s grace, and upon utterance of the 
thynge, gat licence to dealc w ith them as he 
could^e, and so returned to them, with a 
skore or two of pioners Ihne ventes had 
their cave, that we weai ware of, when of he 
first stopt up on , anoother he fill’d full of 
straw e, and set it a fjer, whereat they withm 
cast water apace, but it was so wel raayn 
teyned without that the fj er prevaj led, and 
^hei within fayn to get them beljke into 
anoother parler Thtn devysed we (for I 
hapt to be with him) to stop the same up, 
whereby we should eyther smoother them, 
or fynd out their ventes, if thei hadde any 
moe, as this was done at anothei issue, 
about XU score of, w e moughte see the fume 
of their smoke to come out the which con 
tmued with so great a force, and so long a 
while, that we could not but thinke they 
must needs get them out or smoother w ithm 
and forasmuch as we found not that they 
dy d the tone, we thought it for certain thei 
wearsureofthetoothci ’ — PATTENf B Account 
of Soimisets Lxpedition into Scotland 
apud DALy ell’s /> cements 


Note XL\ II 

SI ow d southern ravaj^^ wa 6 be^nn ~P 22. 

From the following fragment of a letter 
from the Earl of Northumberland to Ring 
Henry VIII, preserved among the Cotton 
MSS Calig B vn 179, the reader may 
estimate the nature of the dreadful war 
which was occasionally waged upon the 
Borders, sharpent fi by mutual crueltius, and 
tile personal hatreef of the wardens, or 
leaders 

Some Scottish Barons, says the Earl, had 
threatened to com< within ‘thrve miles of 
my pore house of Werk worth, where I lyt, 
and gif me light to put on niy clothes at 
mydnight, and alsoo the said Marke Cair 
said there opynly, that, seyng they' had a 
governor on the Marches of Scotland, as well 
as they had in Ingland, he shulde kepe your 
highness instructions, gyffyn unto your ga 
ryson, for making of any day forrey ^ for he 
and his friends wolde bunie enough on the 
nyght, lettyng your counsaill here defynea 
notable acte at theyre pleasures Upon 
whiche, m your highnes name, I comaUndet 
dewe watche to be kepte on your IMarchies, 
for comyng in of any Scotts — Neuertheles^ 
upon Thursday at night last, came thyrty 
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light horsemen into a litil village of myne, 
called Whiteil, ha\ing Rot past sex houses, 
lying towards Ryddisdaill, upon Shilbotell 
More, and there wold have tyred the*said 
bowses, but ther was no fyre to get there, 
i^d they forgate to brynge anj w ithe theyme , 
and took a wyf being great with chylde, in 
the said towne, and said to hyr, Wher we 
can not gyve the lard lyght, yet we shall doo 
this in spyte of hym , and gyi e her iii mortal! 
wounds upon the heid, and another m thp 
right side, with a dagger whereupon the 
said wyf is deede, and the childe in her bely 
IS loste Beseeching your most gracious 
highness to reduce unto your gracious 
memory this wylful and sliamefull murder, 
done within this your highnes realme, not 
withstanding all the inhabitants thereabout 
rose unto the said fray, and gave w arnynge 
by becons into the countrey afore theyme^ 
and yet the Scottsmen dyde escape An* 
uppon certeyne knowledge to •ny* brother 
Clyfforthe, and me, had by credible persons 
of Scotland, this abomynable act not only 
to be done by dyverse of the Mershe, but 
also the afore named persons of Tyvidaill, 
and consented to, as by appearance, by 
the Erie of Murey, upon Friday at night 
last, let slyp C of the best horsemen of 
Glendaill, with a parte of your highnes sub 
^cts of Berwyke, together witn George 
jDowglas, whoo came into Ingland agayne, 
m the dawning of the day , but afore theyrc 
retorne, they dyd mar the Earl of Murreis 
provisions at Coldingham , for they did not 
only burne the said town of Coldmgham, 
with all the come thereunto belonging, which 
IS esteemed wortlie cu marke sterling, but 
alsoo burned twa townes nye adjoining 
thereunto, called Branerdergest and the Black 
Hill, and toke xxui persons, lx horse, with cc 
hed of cataill, which, nowe, as I am informed, 
hathe not only been a staye of the said Frie 
of Murreis not coming to the Bordure as yet, 
but alsoo, that none inlande man will adven 
ture theyr self uppon the Marches And as 
for the tax that shulde have been grauntyd for 
hndmg of the said in hundred men, is utterly 
denyed Upon which the King or Scotland 
departed from Edynburgh to Stirling, and 
as yet there doth remayn A>nd also I, by 
the advice of my brother Clyfforth, ha\e 
devysed, that within this in nyghts, Godde 
willing Kelsey, in like case, shall be brent, 
with all the corn m the said town , and then 
they shall have noo place to lye any garyson 
in nygh unto the Borders And as I shall 
atteigne farther knowledge, I shall not fail I 
to 'satisfyfe your highnes, according to my 
most bounden dutie And for this Imrnyng 
of Kelsey is dcyysed to be done secretly, 
by Tyndaill and Ryddisdale And thus the 
holy Trynite and * * your most royal estate, 
with long lyf, and as much increase of honour 
as your most noble heart can desire 
JVsrAworf/t the -xxwd day of October * (1522 ) 


•Note XLVIII 
Wait Tznhnn — P 22 
This persoji w as, in my younger daj s, the 
theme of many a fireside tale He was a 
retaiher of the Buccleuch family, and held 
for his Border ser\ ice a small tower on the 
frontiers of Liddebdale Watt was, by pro- 
fession, a suiory but, by inclination and 
prj,ctice, an archer and warrior Upon one 
occasion, the^captain of Bewcastle, military 
go\ eraor of that wild district of Cumberland, 
IS said to have made an incursicfh into Scot 
land, in which he was defeated, and forced to 
fly Watt Tinlinn pursued him closely 
through a dangerous morass , the captain, 
however, gained the firm ground , ^nd seeing 
Tmlinn dismounted, and floundering in the 
bog, used these words of insult — *Sutor 
Watt, ye cannot sew your boots , the heels 
rtspy and theseams rive ^ ' — ‘ If I cannot sew,* 
retorted Tinlinn, discharging a shaft, which 
nailed the captain’s thigh to Ins saddle,—’ If 
I cannot sew, I can ^ * 


Note XLIX 
BiUkopestag — P 22 

There is an old rhyme, which thus cele* 
brates the places m Liddesdale remarkable 
fbr game 

* Billhope braes for bucks raes 
And Cant haugh for swine 
And Tarras for the good bull trout, 

If he be ta en m tune 

liThe bucks and roes, as well as the old 
swine, are now extinct , but the good bull- 
trout IS still famous 


NoteL 

Belted Will Howard — P 22 
Lord William Howard, third son of 
Thomas, Duke of Norfolk, succeeded to 
Naworth Castle, and a large domain annexed 
to It, m right of his wife Elizabeth, sister of 
George Lord Dacre, who died without heirs 
male, m the nth of Queen Elizabeth By a 
poetical anachronism, he is introduced into 
the romance a few years earlier than he 
actually flourished He was warden of the 
Western Marches and, from the rigour with 
■which he rt pressed the Border excesses, the 
name of Belted Will Howard is still famous 
in our traditions In the castle ot Naworth, 
his apartments, containing a bedroom, ora- 
toiy, and library, are still shown They 
impress us with anunpleasing idea of the life 
of a lord warden of the Marches Three or 
four strong doors, separating these rooms 
from the rest of the castle, indicate the appre- 


1 Jttsp creak —Rtve tear 

2 VerJk to twitch as shoemakers do in securing the 
stitches of their -work. 
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hensionsof treachery from bis Ramson , and 
the secret winding^ passages, through which 
he could pn\ately descend into the guard 
room, or eien into the dungeons, imply the 
necessity of no small degree oi*sccret super 
intendence on the part of the go\ ernor As the 
ancient books and furniture have remained 
undisturbed, the \enerable appearance of 
these apartments, and the armour scattered 
around the chamber, almost lead us to expect 
the arm al of the warden m person Naworth 
Castle is s tuated near Brampton, in Cumber 
land Lord William Howard is ancestor of 
the Earls of Carlisle 


Note LI 
Daoe — P 22 

The wen known name of Dacre is denied 
from the exploits of one of their ancestors at 
the siege of \cre, orPtolema s, under Richard 
CtEur de Lion There were two powerful 
branches of that name The lirst famil-y, 
called Lord Dacres of the South, held the 
castle of the same name, and are ancestors to 
the present Loid Dacrt. The other familj, 
(descended from the same stock, were called 
Lord Dacres of the North and were barons 
cf Gilsland and Gra} stock A chieftain of 
the latter branch wa'. warden of the West 
Marches during ihe rtign cf Edward \ I He 
was a man of a hot and obstinate character, 
as appears from some particulars of Lonl 
Surreys letter to Henrj- Mil, giving an 
account of h s behaviour at the siege anti 
storm of Jedburgh It is printed m the 
jiJ' tistrelsy of the Scoituh Border^ -Appendix | 
to the Introduction ^ 

Note LII 

The Gey mail hackbut men -~P 22 

In the wars with Scotia id Hcnr} \ HI and 
his successors emplo}ed numerous bands of 
mercenary troops At the battle of Pmkj 
tliere were in the English armj six hundred 
hackbutters on foot, and two hundred on 
horseback, composed chiefly of foreigners 
On the a/th of Septemb* r, 1549, the Duke of 
Somerset Lord Protector, wr tes to the Lord 
Dacre, warden of the W est Marches •— The 
Alraains m number two thousand, icry 
xaliant soldiers, shall be sent to \ou shortl} 
irom Newcastle, together w th Sir Thomas 
Holcroft, and w ith the force of j our wardenrv , 
(vih ch we would were advanced to the moist 
strength of horsicmen tHat might be,) shall 
make the attempt to Loughmulien, be ng of 
no such strength but that it may be skailed 
With ladders, whereof be^orclihnd, we would 
30U caused secretly some number to be pro 
xided , or else undermined w ith the pyke axe, 
and so taken either to be kept for tbe King s j 
Majesty, or otherw ae to be defaced, and j 
token from the profits of the enerav And in 1 
like manner the house of Carlav crock to be 


used ’ Repeated mention occurs of the AI 
mains, in the subsequent coi n spondi nee , 
and the enterprise si t ms fmall> to have bet n 
abaipdloned, from the difliculty of pro\ iding 
these stiangtrs with the necessary 'victuals 
and carnages in so poor 1 eountr^ as Dunj 
flies shire '—Histot v of Cumberiand^ vol i 
liitrod p Im Tioin the batth puces of the 
ancient Fltmish painters, we barn, that the 
Low Country and German sold u rs mart bed 
to an assault with their right knees bared 
And we may also obstrvt, in such pictures, 
the extravagance to which they earned the 
fashion of orname.nting the ir dress w ith knots 
of ribbon Ihis custom of the Geirnans 13 
alludi d to in the Min ourjof Magi^ityatcs^ 
p 121 

Their pleited garments therewith well accord 

All ]at,de and frouiist with divers c ilours dtekt 


Note LIII 

*Rcady\ aye ready foy ihe Jk!d ~P 23 

Sir John Scott of Thirlestane flourished m 
the reign of James and posscsstd the 
estates of Thirlestane Gamescleuch, &,c, 
Iv ng upon the river of Ettnck, and extending 
to St \Iar> s Loch, at the hi ad of \ arrow 
It apnearx-, that when James had assembled 
his nobilitj and the r fl udal followers, at 
Tala, with the purpose of invading England, 
and was as is well known, disippo ntt d h\ 
the obstinate refusal of h s peers, this baron 
alone dt dared himself rtadv to follow the 
Kngv\herc\er he should lead In nu.mor'v 
of his fidelitv, James granttd to his famil\ a 
chafer of anns, entitling tin in to bear a 
border of fii urs de luce, siniil ir to tin tns 
sure m tin roval arms, w ith a hundit of spi a-s 
for till, crest motto, Rt^adv ru tt'id\ 1 he 
ehaiter itself is printid bv Nislut, but his 
work being starce, I insert tin following 
accurate transcript from the original in the 
posstssion of the Right Honourabk Lord 
Napier, the reprtsentatne of John of Ih rie 
staine 

‘J \MES Rtx 

‘We James, b} the grace of God, King of 
Scottis, considerand tin ffaith and guid 
servis of of of ^ right traist frieiul John Scott 
of 1 h rlestane, quha cuinmand to our hoste 
at Soutraedge, vv th thiee score and ten 
launcieres on horseback of his friends and 
followers and beand willing to gang with 
vvs into England, when aU our noblts and 
others refused he was ready to stake at all 
ou’' bidding, ffor the quhils, cause, it is our 
will, and we doe straitlie command and 
charg our lion herai Id and his deputies for 
the time beand, to give and to graunt to the 
said John Scott, ane Border of fileure de 
lises about his coatte of armes, sik as is on 
our royal banner, and alsua ane bundell of 

J fcic in o ig 
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launces above his helnfet, with thir words, 
Readdy, ay Readdy, th 5 t he and all his after- 
cummers may bruit the samine as a pieces 
and taiken of our guid will and kyndn^s for 
his true worthmes , and thir our letters seen, 
%e nae waes failzie to doe Gi\en at Ffalla 
Muire, under our hand and privy cashet, the 
xxvii of July, m c and xxxn zeires l By 
the King’s graces special 1 ordinance 

‘Jo Arskine’ 

On the back of the charter is written, 
‘Edin 14 January, 171^ Registred, con 
fonn to the act of parliament made anent 
proWne writs, per M‘Kaile, pror and pro 
duced by Alexander Borthwick, servant to 
Sir William Scott of Thirlestane M L J ’ 


Note LIV 

aged Kmght^ io danger steetd. 

Wtth many a moss trooper c 9 mt on: f 
And asure a golden fields 

2 he stars and crescent graced hts shield^ 
Without the bend ofMurdieston — P 23 
The family of Harden are descended from 
a xounger son of the Laird of Buccleuch, 
who flourished before the estate ofMurdieston 
w as acquired by the marriage of one of those 
chieftains with the heiress, m 1206 Hence 
they bear the cognizance of the Scotts upon 
the field , whereas those of the Buccleuch are 
disposed upon a bend dexter, assumed in 
consequence of that marriage — See GlAD 
STAINE of Whiielawe s MSS and bCOTT of 
Stokoe^s Pedigree^ Newcastle, 17S3 
Walter Scott of Harden, who flounshed 
during the reign of Queen Mai}, was a re 
nowned Border freebooti r, concerning whom 
tradition has presen ed a \ariety of anec 
dotes, some of which haie been publishtd 
in the Minstrelsy of the Scottish Bordei , 
others in Leyden’s Scenes of Inf ancy , and 
others, more lately, m 7 he Mountain Bai d, 
a collection of Border ballads by Mr James 
Hogg The bugle horn, said to have been 
used by this formidable leader, is pre&erved 
by his descendant, the present Mr Scott of 
Harden His castle was situated upon the 
very brink of a dark and precipitous dell, 
through which a scanty rivulet steals to meet 
the Borthwick In the recess ot this glen he 
IS said to have kept his spoil, which served 
for tlie daily maintenance of his retainers, 
until the production of a pair of clean spurs 
in a co\ ered dish, announced to the hungry 
band, that they must ride for a supply of 
provisions He was married to Mary Scott, 
daughter of Philip Scott of Dryhope, and 
called in song the Flower of Yarrow He 
possessed a very extensive estate, which 
was divided among his five sons There are 
numerous descendants of this old marauding 
Baron The following beautiiul passage of 


1 So m Scotts own Note but it was m Nov 154-1 
that ihte luoito Weis» earned by Scott vt Thirlebtat e 


Leyden’s Sc$ne^ of Infancy^ is founded on 
a tradition respecting an infant captive, whom 
WaUer of Harden carried off in a predatory 
incursion, and who is said to have become 
the author ftf some of our most beautiful 
pastoral songs 

Where Bortha hoarse that loads the meads with 
sand 

Rolls her red tide to Teviot s western strand 
Throughslaty hiUi, ivliose sides are shagg d w ith thorn 
■V^yiere spnngs in scatter d tufts the dark green corn 
Towers wood girt Harden far above the vale, 

And douds of ravens o er the turrets sail 
A hardy race who ne\er shrunk from^war, 

1 he Scott, to rival realms a mighty bar 
Here fixed his mountain home —a wide domain 
And rich the soil had purple heath been gram 
But what the niggard ground of wealth denied 
hrom fields more bless d his fearless arm supplied 
The waning harvest moon shone cold a’hd'bnght 
The warder s horn w aS heard at dead of night , 

And as the massy portals wide were flung 
With stamping hoofs the rocky pavement rung 
What fair halt veil d leans from her latticed hall 
Where red the wavering gleams of torchlight fall? 
Tis Yarrows fairest flower who through the gloom, 
Looks wistful for her lovers dancing plume 
Amid the piles of spoil, that strew d the ground. 

Her ear, afi anxious caught a wailing sound , 

With trembling haste the youthful matron fleiv 
And firom the nurried heaps an infant drew 
Scared at fha light his little hands he flung 
Around her neck, and to her bosom clung 
While beauteous Mary soothed m accents mild 
His fluttering soul and chsp d her foster cMd 
Of milder mood the gentle captue grew 
Nor loved the scenes that scared his infant view, 

In vales remote from camps and castles far 
He shunn d the fearful shuddering joy of war 
Content the love of simple sw vins to sing 
Or wake to fame the harp s heroic strmg 
His are the strains whose wandermg echoes thrill 
TSIie shepherd lingermg on the twilight hill 
when evenmg brings the merry folding hours 
And sun eyed daisies close their winking flowers 
Fe lived o’er Yarrow s Flower to shed the tear 
1 o strew the holly leaves o er Hardens bier 
But none was fiound above the minstrels tomb. 
Emblem of peace to bid the daisy blc«m 
He nameless as the race from which he sprung 
Saved other names and left lus own unsung 


Note LV 

Scotts ofEskdalCy a stalwart band — P 23 
In this, and the follow mg stanzas, some ac- 
count is given of the mode in which the 
property in the valley of Esk was transferred 
from the Beattisons, its ancient possessors, to 
the name of Scott It is needless to repeat 
the circumstances, which are given m the 
oem, literally as they have been preserved 
y tradition Lord Maxwell, m the latter 
part of the sixteenth century, took upon him- 
self the title of Earl of Morton The de- 
scendants of J^eattison of Woodkemck, who 
aided the Earl to escape from his disobedient 
vassals, continued to hold these lands vv ithm 
the memoiy of man, and were the only Beat- 
tisons who had property m the dale The 
old people give locality to the story, b}r 
showing the Galliard’s Haugh, the place 
where Buccleuch’s men were concealed &c. 
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Note LVI 

Bellen^en is situatc^d near the head of 
Borthwtck water, and liemg m^he centre of 
the possessions of the Scotts, was frequ^pntly 
used as theirplace of rendezvous and gathering 
word — Survey of Selkirkshire m Macfar 
lane''s MSS. Advocates’ Library Hence 
Satchells calls one part of his genealogical 
account of the families of that clan, his Bqjl 
enden 


Note LVII 

The camp ihetr kome^ their law the sword^ 
They knew no country^ own'd no lord 

— P 26 

The mercenary adventurers, whom, in 1^80, 
the Earl of Cambridge earned to the assist 
ance of the King of Portugal against the 
Spaniards, mutinied for want of re^lar pay 
At an assembly of their leaders, Sir John 
Soltier, a natural son of Edward the Black 
Prince, thus addressed them ‘“I counsay le, 
let us be alle of one alliance, and of one 
accorde, and let us among ourselves reyse 
up the banner of St George, and let us be 
frendes to God, and enemyes to alle the 
worlde, for without we make ourselfe to be 
feared, we gete nothynge ” 

‘ “ Bymy layth,” quod Sir William Helmon, 
“ye saye right well, and so let us do ’’ They 
all agreed with one \oyce, and so regarded 
among them who shulde be their capita^ ne 
Then they adv3''sed in the case how they coude 
nat ha'ie a better capitayne than Sir John 
Soltier For they sulde than have go<ri 
leyser to do j-vel, and they thought he was 
more metelyer thereto tlian any other Then 
they raised up the penon of St Geoige, and 
cried, “ A Soltier > a Soltier ’ the valyaunt 
bastarde ' firndes to God, and enemies to 
all the worlde’ ’’’—Froissart, %ol 1 ch 
393 


Note LVIII 

That he may suffer march treason pain 
—P 27 

Several species of offences, peculiar to the 
Border, constituted what was called march 
treason Among others, was the crime of 
riding, or causing to ride, against the opposite 
country dunng the**ime of truce Thus, in 
an indenture made at the water of Eske, be 
Side Salom on the 25th day of March 1334, 
betwixt noble lords and raio;ht> Sirs Henry 
Perej, Earl of No*thumberland, and A.rchi 
bald Douglas, Lo-d of GaIIo\Yiy, a truce is 
agreed upon until the ist day of July , and 
It IS expressly accorded, ‘Gif ony stellis 
authir on the ta part, or on the torhyr that 
he shall be hanget or heofdit and gif ony 
company stellis any gudes within the trieux 
beforesajd, ane of that company sail be 
hanget or heofdit, and the remnant sail 


restore the gudys stolen in the dubble’— 
History of Westmorland and Cumberland.^ 
Intfod p XXXI X 


Note LI\ 

Deloraine 

W til cleanse him^ by oath., of march treason 
Siam — P 28 

In dubious cases, the innocence of Border 
criminals was occasionally referred to their 
own oath The form of excusing bills, or 
indictments, bv Border oath, ran thus * You 
shall swear by heaxen aboxe >ott, hell 
beneath jou by }our part of Paradise, by 
all that God made in six dajs and sexen 
nights, and by God himstlf, "jou are w hart 
out sackliss of art, part, way, w itting, ndd, 
kenning, having, or recetting of any of the 
f'*-oods and cattc Is named in this bill So help 
>ou God '—History of Cumberland, Introd. 

p XXV ‘ * 

Note LX 

Knighthood he took of Douglas'' swoi d 
— P 28 

The dignity of knighthood, according to 
the original institution, had this peculiaritx, 
that It did not flow from the monarch but 
could be conferred by one who himself pos 
sessed it, upon any squire xxho, after due 
probation, xxas found to merit the honour of 
c hix airy Latterl> , th is poxx cr x\ as confined 
to generals, w ho w ere x\ ont to create knights 
bannerets after or before an engagement 
Even so late as the reign ofQueen Llizabcth, 
Essex highly offended liisjt alous sovereign by 
the indiscriminate exertion of this privilege 
Among others, he knighttd the xxitty Sir 
John Harrington, xxhose laxour at court was 
by no means enhanced by his new honours — 
See the Nugae Antiquae, ( dttt d by Mr Park 
But probably the latest instance of knight 
hood, conferred by a subject, was in tlu case 
of Thomas Ker, knighted by the Lari of 
Huntly, after the dcltat of the Earl of Argvle 
in the battle of Belrmncs 1 he. fact is at 
tested, both by a poetical and prose account 
of the engagement, contained in an ancient 
MS in the Advocates Library, and edited 
by Mr Daljell, in Godly Sangs and Balkts, 
Edin 1802 


Note LXI 

When English blood swelVd Ancram's 
ford—? 28 

The battle of \ncram Moor, or Peniel 
heuch, was fought A D j:;45 The English, 
commanded by Sir Ralph Fxers., and Sir 
Brian Latoun, were totally routed, and both 
their leaders slam in the action The Scot- 
tish army was commanded by Archibald 
Douglas, Earl of Angus, assisted by the 
Laird of Buccleuch andNorman Lesley. 
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Nora :gxii 

JFor wJio^ m field orfiofay slacks 
Saw the blanche hon e'er fall bach P 29 

This was the cognizance of the noble house 
of Howard m all its branches The crest, or 
bearing, of a warrior was often used as a 
nomme de ^iterre Thus Richard III ac 
q^uired his well known epithet, The Boar of 
York In the violent satire on Cardinal 
Wolsey, ^^nttcn by Roy, commonly, but 
erroneously, imputed to Dr Bull, the Duke 
of Buckingham is called the Beautiful Swan^ 
and the Duke of Norfolk, or Earl of Surrey, 
the White Bzon As the book is extremely 
rare, and the whole passage relates to the 
emblematical interpretation of heraldry it 
shall be here given at length 

7 he Description of the Amies 
* Of the proud Cardinal this is the shelcle 
Borne up betweene two angels of Sathan 
The si\ bloudy axes m a bare felde 
Sheweth the cruelte of the red man ^ 

Which hath devoured the Beautiful ywan 
Mortal enemy unto the Whyte Lion 
Carter of Yorke the vyle butcher s sonne 
The SIX bulles heddes m a felde blacke 
Betokeneth his stordy furiousness. 

Wherefore the godly lyght to put abacke 
He brjngeth m his dyvlish dareness 
The bandog m the middes doth expresse 
The mastiff curre bred in Ypswich towne 
Gnawynge with his teth a kinges crowne 
The cjoubbe signifietli playne liis tiranny 
Co\ered over with i Cardinalls hatt, 

Wherein shall be ulfiUed the prophecy 
Aryse up Jacke and put on thy salatt, 

F or the tyme is come of bagge and walatt 
Tlie temporall chcvalrj thus thrown doune 
Wherefor prest takeliede and beware thy crow no 
There were t\io copies of this very scarce 
satire in the library of the late John, Duke of 
Roxburghe See an account of it also m Sir 
Egerton Brydges’ curious miscellany, the 
Centura JLiierai la 


Note LXIII 

L,ei Musgrave meet fierce Deloraine 

In sing^le fight —P 29 

It may easily be supposed, that trial by 
Single combat, so peculiar to the feudal 
system, ^^as common on the Borders In 
ie;“8 the veil known Kirkal^ of Grange 
fought a duel with Ralph E\re, brother 
to the then Lord Evre, in consequence 
of a dispute about a pnsonei said to 
have been ill treated b'v the Lord E\re 
Pitscottie gives the following account of the 
aflfair — ‘Ihe Lo’-d of I\ers his brother pro 
\oked William Kircaldy of Grange to fight 
with him, in singular combat, on horseback, 
With spears , who keeping the appointment, 
accompanied with Monsieur d’Ossel, lieu 
tenant to the French King, and the garrison 
of Hay mouth, and Mr Ivers, accompanied 
with the goxemor and garrison of Berwick, 
it was discharged, under the pain of treason, 
that any man should come near the cham 
pions within a flight shot, except one man 
for either of them, to bear their spears, tw o 
trumpets, and two lords to be judges W hen 


they were in rf adiness the trumpets sounded, 
theheraulds cried, and the judges, letthem go 
They then encountered very Cercsly, but 
Grange struck his spear through his adver- 
sary’s shouifier, anil bare him off his horse, 
being sore wounded But whether he died, 
or not. It is uncertain ’ — P 202 

The following indenture will show at how 
late a period the trial by combat was re 
sorted to on the Border, as a proof of guilt 
oi^nnocence — 

‘It IS agfr^d between Thomas Musgraxe 
and Laurcelot Carleton, for th6*true trial of 
such controxersies as are betwixt them, to 
have It openly tried by way of combat, 
before God and the face of tlie world, to tiy 
it in Canonbyholme, before England and 
Scotland, upon Ihursday in Easter week, 
being the eighth day of April next ensuing, 
A D 1602, betw ixt nine of the clock, and one 
of the same day to fight on foot, to be armed 
with jack, steel cap, plaite sleeves, plaite 
breaches, plaite sockes, two basleard swords, 
the blades tr be one yard and half a quarter 
in length, two Scotch daggers, or dorks, at 
their girdles, and either of them to provide 
armo*ur and weapons for themselves, accord 
ing to this indenture Two gentlemen to be 
appointed, on thefield,to\ lew both thcparties, 
to see that they both be equal in arms and 
weapons, according to this indenture, and 
being so \ lewed by the gentlemen, the gentle 
men to ride to the rest of the company, and 
to lea^e them but two boys, viewed by the 
gentlemen, to be under sixteen years of age, 
to hold their horses In testimony of this 
our agreement, w e have both set our hands to 
f^is indenture, of intent all matters shall be 
made so plain, as there shall be no question 
to stick upon that day Winch indenture, 
as a witness, shall be delivered to two gentle- 
men And for that it is convenient the 
world should he pnvy to every ^larticular of 
the grounds of the quarrel, we have agreed 
to set it down in this indenture betwixt us, 
that, knowing the quarrel, their eyes may be 
witness of the trial 

‘the grounds of the quarrel 

* I Lancelot Carleton did charge Thomas 
Musgave before the Lords of her Majesty’s 
Privy Council, that Lancelot Carleton was 
told by a gentleman, one of her Majesty’s 
sworn servants that Thomas Musgrave had 
offered to deliver her Majesty’s Castle of 
Bew castle to the King of Scots , and to wit- 
ness the same, Lancelot Carleton had a 
letter under the gentleman’s own hand for 
his discharge 

‘2 He cliargeth him, that whereas her 
Majesty doth yearly bestow a great fee upon 
hint, as captain of Bew castle, to aid and defend 
her Majesty’s subjects therein Thomas 
Musgrave hath neglected his duty, for that 
her Majesty’s Castle of Bew castle was by 
him made a den of thieves, and an harbour 
and receipt for murderers, felons, and all 
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sorts of misdemeanors The f recedent was 
Qaintin Whitehead and Runion Blackburnc 
*3 Hcf chargeth him, that his office of 
Bewcastle is open for the Scotch to ride m 
and through, and small resistfee made by 
him to the contraiy * 

‘Thomas Musgraie doth deny all this 
charge, and saith, that he will pio\e that 
Lrancelot Carleton doth falsely bely him, and 
will prove the same by way of combat, ac 
cording to this i ndenture Ijancelot CarletCn 
hath entertained the challenge^ and so, by 
God's pernwssion, will pro\e it true as 
before, and liatli set his hand to the same 


Ah W10 light on je Stobs ' 

\n iJI death C lot ye die 
Tt e re the firs>t ind ioremost niin 
That e er laid hands on. me , 

That eer laid hands on me 
And took iny m ire n e fr le 
Wae to jou, Sir Gilbert Llliot ' 

'll c are my mortal fae • 

The lasses of Ousenam vi iter 
Are rut ging and rn int^ the t hair 
\n(l a ior the sake of W ihic. 

His beauty n as -o fair 
Ills beauty n s so fair 
And comely for to see 
Ami drink imII be dear to \\ illw 
W hui snett mill gars him die 


(Signed) ‘ Thom as Musqr w e 

‘Lancelot Carleton ’ 


Noie LXV 


Note LXIV 

Ife, the jovial harper —V 30 
The person here alluded to, is one of our an 
cient Border minstrels, called Rattling Roar 
ing Willie This soubriquetvt^^ probably de 
rived from his bullying disposition , being, it 
would seem, such a roaring bo}, as iis fie 
quentlj mentioned in old phys \VhiIe 
drinking at New mill, upon Teviot, about 
five miles above Hawick, Willie chanced to 
quarrel with one of his own profession, who 
was usually distinguished by the odd name 
of Sweet Milk, from a place on Ruk Water 
so called Ihey retired to a meadow on 
the opposite side of the leviot, to decide the 
contest with their swords, and Sweet Milk 
w as killed on the spot A thorn tree marks 
the scene of the murder, which is still called 
Sweet Milk Thorn Willie was taken and 
executed at Jedburgh, bequeathing Ivs name 
^ the beautiful Scotch air, cal’ed ‘ Rattling 
Roarii^ W illie ' Ramsav , who set no v alue 
on traaitionar> lore, rnblisl cd a few verses 
of this song, in the Tea 1 ab’e MisccUan\, 
carefully suppressing all w Inch lud any con 
ne-eion with the lubtoiy of the ai tlior and 
origin of the piece In this case, however 
honest Allan is in some degree jus>tified, b> 
the extreme worthlessness or the poetrv A 
^ erse or two may be taken, as illustrative of 
the history of Roaring Willie, alluded to in 
the text — 

N Dw W iHie s ffvnc to Jeddar 
Ai cl ha s for the rooa daj. i 
But Stobs and 5 oung- 1 -I’nauh 
Thes follow d him a the waj 
Tiiey follow d hi n a the wav 
Tliey sought hun up and Cioi n, 

In the hnks of Ousenam v ater 
They land hun sleeping sOw.nd 
S obs light affhis horse, 

And neve a w ord he spak. 

Till he tied WiLie 5 huJicls ^ 

Fu fast behind ais back, 

Fu fast behind his back 
And down beneath 1 is knee 
And drmk will be dear to W Ulie 
When svieet mil k ^ gnrs him die 

* A wretched pun on his an agonist s n; ^n ie. 


ITc knew each ot d nance at d clause 
Of hlacL Lord A? chtbald's batife laws 
In the Old Douglas'' dav — P 30 ' 

r The title to the most ancient collection of 
Border regulations runs thus —‘Be it re 
membered that, on the 18th day of Decern 
her 146S, P;arl l^zlham Douglas VLhiat,mh\QA 
the whole lords, fieeholdcrs, and eldest Bor 
deiers, that best knowledge bad, at the col 
Ifgc of Linclouden , and there he caused 
these lords and Borderers bodily to be sworn 
the Holy Gospel touched, that tlu > , justly and 
trulj, after their cunning, should deciete 
decern, deliver, and put in ordt r and wiitinc*-! 
the statutes, ordinances, and uses of raarclie, 
that were ordained in Bhcl Archibald of 
Douglas's da)s and Archihold his son's 
days, m tmiv. of w arfare , ai d they came 
again to him advisedly with ihesa statutes 
ana ordinances which wete in time of war 
faiebtfoie Ihi said Earl seeing 

the statutes in writing deciccd it d dc liven 5 
by the sa'd lonU and Bouli rers thought 
Uem iigi t speelful anti piofitihk to the 
Lorders, the which stuu cs o dinanct-, and 
points of warfaiL he took, a il the whoU 
IouJ*.and Bouleicis he ciuscil bodily to be 
svvoin, that they sliould nnintain aiiu supply 
him at then goodly powci, tO cio the law 
upon those that should break the statutei> 
undv^rwritten Also, th sa d Eai I W' 
and 101 ds and eldest I>oi derers, made ct rt im 
I poiiUs to be treason in lime ot warlarc to be 
, used, which were no tuason bi fore his time 
but to be treason in lna tune, and m all time 
i coming ’ 


The Bloody Heart bias d in tie van 
An?iou 7 tciii£‘ Doujrias^ dieaded tia ne 
— P 31 

The chief of this potent race of heroes 
about the date of the poem, was Ardnbald 
Douglas, seventh I^rl of Angus a man of 
Sffi courage and activity Ihe Bloody 
neart vv^ the 'well known cognizance of the 
House of Douglas, assumed from the time 
of good Lord James, to whose care Robert 
Bru^ committed his heart, to be carried to 
me Holy Land 



Bag of Ba0f 
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Note I^VII 

Swt?itoft laid me lance in resi^ 

That tamed of yore the spai Uzng crest 
Of Clai ence's Plantagenet — P 3 n 
- At the battle of Beauge, m France, Thomas, 
iJuke of Clarence, brother to Henry V, was 
unhorsed by Sir John Swinton of Swinton, 
who distinguishedf him by a coronet set with 
recious stones, which he wore around his 
elmet The famil> of Sw inton is one of the 
most ancient in Scotland, and produced many 
celebrated wamo’-s 


Note LXVIII 

And shouting still ‘ A Home t a Home t ’ 
-P 52 

The Earls of Home, as descendants of the 
Dunbars, ancient Eails of March, carned^p. 
lion rampant, argent, but, a« a difference, 
changed the colour of the shielR ^fom gules 
to vert, in allusion to Greenlaw, their ancient 
possession llie slogan, or war cry, of this 
powerful family was ‘A Home* a Home *’ 
It was anciently placed in an escrol abo\c 
the crest The liumet is armed w ith a lion s 
head erased gules, with a cap of state gules, 
turned up ermine 

The Hepburns, a powerful family in East 
Lothian, were usually m close alliance w ith 
the Homes The chief of this c’an was 
Hepburn, Lord of Hales, a family which 
terminated in the coo famous Earl of Both 
welL 


Note LXIX 

A nd soine^ •mith many a merry shout, 

In not, revelry, and i out. 

Pursued the foot ball play — P 32 

The foot ball was anciently a \ ery favourite 
sport all thiough Scotland, but especially 
upon tlie Boiders Sir John Carmichael of 
Carmichael^ Warden of the Middle Marches, 
was lulled in lOoo by a band of the Arm 
strongs, returning from a foot ball match 
Sir Robert Care), in Ins Memoirs, mentions 
a great meeting, appointed b> the Scotch 
nefers, to be held at Kelso for the purpose of 
playing at foot ball but winch terminated in 
an incursion upon England At present, the 
foot ball IS often played by the inhabitants 
of adjacent parishes, or of the opposite ba il s 
of a stream The \ ictory is coatested with 
the utmost fury, and \eiy serious accidents 
have sometimes taken place m the struggle 


Note LXX 

’ Twiscttruu and war, suck sudden change 
Was not infrequen*, nor held strange. 

In the old Border day —P 32 
Notwithstanding the constant wars upon 
the Borders, ana the occasional cruelties 
which marked tl e mutual inroads the in 


habitants on either side do not appear to have 
regarded each other with that violent and 
personal animositj , w hich might have been 
expected On the contraiy, like the outposts 
of hostile armies, they often earned on 
something resembling friendly intercourse, 
e\ en in the middle of hostilities , and it is 
evident, from \anous ordinances against 
t"*ade and intermarriages, between English 
and Scottish Borderers, that the goveniments 
both countries were jealous of their che 
nshing too i%tiraate a connexion Froist»art 
says of both nations that ‘ Englyshmen on 
the one party, and Scottes on the other pai ty 
are good mt n of wai re , for when they meet 
there is a harde fight without sparynge 
I here is no hoo [tiuce] between them, as* 
long as spears, swords, axes, or daggers 
w ill endure but lay on eche upon uther , and 
whan they be well beaten, and that the one 
party hath obtained the victory, they then 
glorifye so m theyre dedcs of armes, and are 
so joyful), that such as be taken they shall be 
ransomed, or that they go out of the felde , 
so that shortly eche or them is so content 
wah other, that, at their departynge, cur 
tyslye they will say God thank you — Ber 
NERS’ s vol 11 p 133 The Border 

meetings, of truce, which although places of 
merchandise and merriment, often witnessed 
the most bloody scenes, may serve to illus 
trate the description in the text They are 
vividly portriyed in the old ballad of the 
Reidsquair [See Minstrelsy, vol n p 13] 
Both parties came armed to a meeting of the 
wardens, y et they intermixed fearlessly and 
peaceably w ith each other in mutual sports 
-^nd familiar intercourse, until a casual fray 
arose — 

Then was there nought but bow and spear 
/ nd everj mm pulled out a brand. 

In the 29th stanza of this canto, there is 
an attempt to express some«of the mixed 
feelings. With which the Borderers on each 
s'de were led to regard their ne ghbours 


Note LXXI 

on the darkening plain, 

Loud hollo, whoop, or whistL ran, 

As bands, their sira^^lers to regain, 

Give the shrillwatchword ofthezr clan 

— P 33. 

Patten remarks, with bitter censure, the 
disorderly conduct of the English Borderers, 
who attended the Protector Somerset on his 
expedition against Scotland ‘As we wear 
then a setling, and the tents a setting up, 
among all ^Jhings els commendable in our 
hole journey, ore thing seemed to me an 
intollerable disorder and abuse that w hereas 
always, both in all tounes of woi, and in all 
campes of armies, quietness and stilneq, 
without nois, IS, principally in the night, 
after the watch is set, observed, (I need not 
reason why,) our northern pnkers, the Boi> 
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dere'snot\vithstand;yn|r,\\:th ^^tenorm tic, 
(as thought me,) and not unlike (to be pla^ n) 
unto a masteries hounde howlyng m a hie 
'v,ay when he hath lost him he waited upon, 
sum hoopynge, sum whistlj^f and most 
with ciying A Berwyke, a j^nvjke^r A 
Fcnviyke, a Fenwj ke ' A Buhner, a Bulmer’ 
©r so ootherwise as the>r captains names 
wear, ne\er hn’tle these troublous and dan 
gcrous noises all the nyghte longe They 
said, they did it to find their captain anC 
leliows, but if the souldiers of our oother 
countreys and shares had used the same 
maner, in that case we should ha\e oft times 
had the state of our campe more like the 
outrage of a dissolute hunty ng than the quiet 
of a w ell ordered '•rmj e It is a feat of w ar, 
in mine opinion, that might right well be left 
I could reherse causes (but y t I take it, they 
are better unspoken than uttred, unless the 
faut wear sure to be amended) that might 
shew thei mote alvtois more peral to our 
armie, but m their ore nyght s so doy nge, 
then they shew good sen ice (as some sey) in 
a hoole D4,l-2Ell.’S Ftag'- 

9 itents^ p 75 


Note LXXII 

To see how ihov ihe chase coitid'si wmd^ 
Cheer the darh blood hoitnd on his wa'^^ 

And with the bugle rouse the fray r 38 

The pursuit of Border marauders was 
followed by the injured party and his friends 
with bloodhounds and bugle horn and was 
called the hoi irod He was entitled, if liis,». 
dog could tiace the scent, to follow the in 
t aders into the opposite kingdom , a prniloge 
which often occasioned bloodshed In addi 
tion to w hat has been said o f the blood hound, 

1 may add, tljat the breed was kept up by 
the Buccleuch family on their Border estates 
till within the iSth century A person was 
ali%e in the memory of man, who remembered 
a bloodhound being kept at Eldmhope, in 
Ettnck Forest, for whose maintenance the 
tenant had an allowance of meal At that 
time the sheep were always watched at niglit 
Upon one occasion, when the duty had fallen 
on the narrator, then a lad, he became ex 
hausted with fatigue, and fell asleep upon a 
bank, near sun rising Suddenly he was 
awakened by the tread of horses and saw 
five men, well mounted and armed, iide 
briskly over the edge of the hill They 
stopped and looked at the flock , but the clay 
was too far broken to admit the chance of 
their carrying any of them off One of them, 
m spite, lea^d from his horse, Snd coming 
to the shepherd, seized him by the belt he 
wore round liis waist, and setting his foot 
upon his body, pulled it till it broke, and 
earned it away with him They rode off at 
the gallop, and, the shepherd giimg the 
alarm, the bloodhound was turned loose, 


and the peoplein the neighbourhoo 1 alarmed 
The marauders, how'll er, escaped, notwith 
standing a sharp pursuit This circumstance 
seri es. to show howl ery long the lict nse of 
the Borderers continued in some tlegree +0 
manifest itself 


Note LXXIII 

Shewfoit^htnothvjorhiddui ^ptil — P 40 

Popular belief thougli contrarj to tht 
doctrines of the Church, mule a fu ourahle 
distinction betwixt imgict ins and nec-o 
mancers, or wi/ards the fonnt r wen sup 
posod to commind the eiil spirits and the 
latter to serve or at least to be in league* 
and compact w ith, those enemies of mankind 
The arts of subitcting the demons wer’' 
n^anifold , sometimes the fiends were actualli 
swindled by the magicians, as in the cast of 
the bargain betwi't one of their numbt r "nd 
the poet Virgil The classical rearler will 
doubtless be cunous to peruse this anec 
dote — 

‘ Virgilius was at scole at Tolenton, where 
he stodyed dyly gently, for he was of gnat 
understandynge Upon a tyme, the scoUrs* 
had lycense to go to play and sportt them m 
the fyldes, after the usance of the old me 
And there was also \ngilius therb^e, also 
walkynge among the hylles alle about It 
fortuned he spy cd a great hole in the sy de of 
a great hy 11, w herein he w ent so dope that 
ho quid not see no more hght , and than ht 
went a ly tell farther therein, and than he saw 
sonre lyght egay nt and than ht, wt nt fourth 
stre'vghtt, and within a lyull wyk afkr ht 
Inrde a \o\ce that cillui “\irgihus* \r 
gilius*’^ and looked aboute and he colde 
nat see no body Than say d h< , (t e tht 
votce^ “ Virgilius, see yc not the lyUll bord« 
lying be^de you theie marked with that 
word’ ” Than answered \ irgihus, “ I see that 
horde well anough Thetoici said, “Doo 
aw aye that borde, and lettt me out tin re 
atte ” lhan answen tl \ irgilms to the voice 
that w as undt r the lytt 11 horde, and sayd, 

‘ Who art thou that calkst me so’ ” Than 
answered the dt \yll, “ I am a dot y II eonjun d 
out of the bodye of a certeyin xn m, an<i 
banysshecl lure tyll the day of judgmend, 
without that I be dtlyvered by the handts of 
men Thus, Virgiltus, I priy the, delyter 
me out of this payn, and I shall ahewe unto 
the many bokes of negromanryt, and how^ 
thou shalt come by it lyghtly, and know 
the practyse therein, that no man m the 
scy ence of negronancye shall passe the And 
moreover, I shall shewe and enforme the so, 
that thou shalt have alle thydesyre, whereby 
methinke it is a great gyfte for so lytydl a 
doymg For ye may also thus all your pow er 
frendyshelpe,andmake ryched your enemy es ” 
Thorough that great promyse was Virgihus 
tempted , he badde the fynd show the bokt s 
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to hym, that he might have and occupy them 
at his wyll, and so tl% fynde shewed him 
And than Virgilms pulled open a horde, and 
there was a Tytell hole, and thereat -^rang 
the devyll out like a yell, and cam and stode 
liefore Virgilius lyke a bygge man , whereof 
Virgihus was astonied ancfrnarveyled greatly 
thereof that so great a man myght come out 
at so lytyll a hole Than sa3,d Virgilius, 
“Shulde ye well passe into the hole that \e 
cam out of’”-—“ Yea, I shall well," said the 
devyl — “ I holde the best plegge that I ha\ e, 
that ye shall not do it " — "Well," sayd the 
deiyll, "theretOi .1 consent" And than the 
devyll wrange himselfe into the lytyll hole 
agene , and as he was therein, Virgihus 
ky\ered the hole ageyne with the borde close, 
and so was the deiyll begyled, and myght 
nat there come out agen, but abydeth sh>tte 
styll therein Than called the de\yll drede 
fully to Virgihus, and said, “What ha'se ^ 
done, Virgihus’" — ^Virgihus answered, "Abyde 
there styll to your day appoynted , " and fro 
thens forth abydeth he there And so Vir 
gihus became \cry connynge m the practyse 
of the black scyence ’ 

This story may remind the reader of the 
Arabian tale of the Fisherman and the im 
prisoned Genie , and it is more than probable, 
that many of the mar\els narrated m the life 
of Yirgil, are of Oriental extraction Among 
such 1 am disposed to reckon the following 
whimsical account of the foundation of Na 
pies, containing a curious theory concerning 
the origin of the earthquakes with which it i^ 
afflicted Virgil, who was a person of gal 
lantry had, it seems, ca-^ried off the daughter 
of a certain Soldan, and }vas anxious to secure 
his prize 

‘lhan he thought in his mytide how he 
myghte marye hyr, and thought m his mynde 
to lounde m the middes of the see a layer 
towne, with great landes belongjnge to it, 
and so he didT by Ins cunnynge, and called it 
Napells And the fandacyon of it was of 
egges, and in that town of Napells he made 
a tower with lui corners, and in the toppe he 
set an apell upon an yron yarde, and no man 
culde pull away that apell without he brake 
it , ana thoroughe that yren set he a bolte, 
and in that bolte set he a egge And he 
henge the apell by the stauke upon a cheyne, 
and so hangeth it still And when the egge 
styrreth, so shulde the towne of Napelli, 

3 uake , and whan the egge brake, then shulde 
le towne smke Whan he had made an 
ende, he lette call it Napells ’ This appears 
to have been an article or current belief dunng 
the middle ages, as appears from the statutes 
of the order Saint Esprit au droit desir^ 

instituted in 11? 52 A chapter of the knights 
IS appointed to be held annually at the Castle 
of the Enchanted Egg, near the grotto of 
Virgil — Montfaucon, \ol 11 p 


, Note LXXIV 
A merlin sat upon her wrisi^ 

Held by a lea^h of silken twist 40 

A merlin, ^or sparrow hawk, was actually 
earned by ladies of rank, as a falcon was, in 
tiratf of peace, the constant attendant ot a 
knight or baron See Latham on Falconry 
— Godscroft relates, that when Mary of Lor 
raine was recent, she pressed the Earl of 
to admit a rt^al garrison into his 
Castle of T^tallon To this he returned no 
direct answer, but, as if apostrophizing a 
goss hawk, which sat on his wrist, and which 
he was feeding during the Queen’s speech, he 
exclaimed, * Ihe de\ H ’s in this greedy glede, 
she will never be full ’ — Hume"s History of 
ihe House of Douglas ^ 174^5 \ol 11 p 1^1 
Barclay complains of the common" ana inde- 
cent practice of bringing hawks and hounds 
into churches 

Note LXXV 

Andprinceh peacock's gilded train^ 

And o'er ihe boar head^ gar?nskd brave 
■— P 40 

The peacock, it is well known, was con 
stdered, during the times of chivalry, not 
merely as an exquisite delicacy, but as a dish 
of peculiar solemnity After being roasted. 
It was again decorated with its plumage, ana 
a sponge, dipped m lighted spirits 01 wine, 
w as placed in its bill when it was introduced 
on days of grand festival, it was the signal 
for the ad\enturous knights to take upon 
them ^ows to do some deed of chivalry, 

‘ before the peacock and the ladies ’ 

^ The boards head was also a usual dish of 
leudal splendour In Scotland it was some 
times surrounded with little banners, dis 
playing the colours and achievements of the 
baron at whose board it was served — Pint 
KERTON S \0l 1 p 43% 


Note LXX\X 

Smote with his gauntlet stout Hunthill 
— P 40 

The Rutherfords of Hunthill were an 
ancient race of Border Lairds, w hose names 
occur m history, sometiiues as di fending the 
frontier against the Enwhsh, sometimes as 
disturbing the peace or their own country 
Dickon Draw the sword was son to the 
ancient warrior, called m tradition the Cock 
of Hunthill remarkable Jfor leading into 
battle nine sons^ gallant '^Vj^ors, all sons of 
the aged champion Mr Ritherford, late of 
New York, in a letter to the editor, soon 
after these songs were first published, quoted, 
when upwards of eighty years old, a ballad 
apparently the same with the Raid of the 
Reidsquare, but which apparently is lost, 
except the following lines — 

Bauld Rutherfurd he was fu stout, 

With all his nine sons him about 
He brought the lads of Jedbrught out, 

And bauldly fought that day 
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NoteLXXVII.* 

^ Ijzf /zzs glove. — P. 41. 

To bite the thumb, or the lov^, seems not 
to have been considered, upon the Border, as 
a gesture of contempt, though so used by 
Shakspeare, but as a pledge of mortal re- 
venge. It is yet remembered, that a young 
gentleman of Teviotdale, on the morning 
after a hard drinking-bout, observed that ^e 
had bitten his glove. He instandy demanded 
of his corapamon, with \vhom he had quar- 
relled ? And^* learning that he had had words 
with one of the party, insisted on instant 
satisfaction, asserting, that though he re- 
membered nothing of the dispute, yet he was 
sure he never would have bit his glove unless 
he had received some unpardonable insult. 
He fell in the duel, which was fought near 
Selkirk, in 1721. 


NoTELxxvrir. 

Since old Bucclcuch the name didgaifty 
When in the cleucli the buck was tden. 

— P.41. 

A tradition preserved by Scott of Satchells, 
who published, in 16SS, A true History 0/ 
the Right Honourable name of Scotty gives 
the following romantic origin of that name. 
Two brethren, natives of Galloway, having 
been banished from that country for a riot, 
or insurrection, came to Rankleburn, in 
Ettrick Forest, where the keeper, whose 
name was Brydone, received them joyfully, 
on account of their skill in wnndtng the honif 
and in the other m3fsterics of the chase. 
Kenneth MacAlpin, then King of Scotland, 
came soon after to hunt in the royal forest, 
and pursued a buck from Ettrick-heugh to 
the glen now call ed Buckcleuch, about two 
miles above the junction of Rankleburn with 
the river Ettrick. Here the stag stood at 
bay ; and the King and his attendants, who 
followed on horseback, were thrown out by 
the steepness of the hill and the morass. 
John, one of the brethren, from Gallow^ay, 
had follcwed the chase on foot ; and, now 
coming in, seized the buck by the horns, 
and, being a man of great Strength and 
activity, threw him on his back, and ran with 
his burden about a mile up the steep hill, to 
a place called Cracra- Cross, where Kenneth 
had halted, and Iftid the buck at the sove- 
reign’s feet k 



1 Froissart relates, that a knight of the house- 
hold of the Comte rie Foix exliibited** a simlbr feat 
of strength. The hall-fire had waxed low, and wood 
was wanted to mend it The katght went down 
to the court-yard, where stood an ass laden with fag- 
gots, seized on the animal and burden, and, carrying 
him up to the hall on his shoulders, tumbled him into 
the chimney with his heels uppermost: a humane 
pleasantry, much applauded by the Count and all the 
spectators. 


‘The deer Ijeing cureed in th.it 
At his Majesty's 

Then John of Galloway ran ajia -e, 
.A.nd fetched water to hi;-, liand, 

^The King did wa-^h into a dida. 

And Galloway Jolni he wot ; 

He said, “ Tliy n.inu* now after tiiis 
Shall ever he called John Scon. 

The forest and the deer therein, 

Wc commit to thy h.and ; 

For thou .shah .sort,: the rangt-r lie, 
Jftl'.ou oiiey eoiniuand ; 

And for the Inir.k thou '.toutlv hrouyl'.f 
To U5. lip that .‘-■•teep heath, 

The designation ever shall 
lie John Scott in liui.ksclciu'li," 


la Scotland no liuckvleih h wa.-.tlu'n, 

Before the back in llie (..kaa h w.is slain; 

Night’s men at first ihevtlid ;i])pear, 

Becau.se moon and stars to their arms theybear. 
Their crest, supiunler.s, and hunting-horn. 
Show their beg'iiining from huntin'; eanie ; 
Their name, and style, the bu.-ik ilotli say, 
Johng'ained them both into otie day.' 

W.\Trs A'Abas.vva 

TheBuccleucb arms have been altered, and 
now allude less pointedly to this hunting, 
whether real or fabulous. The fttmily now 
bear t 9 r, upon a bend azure, a mullet betwixt 
two crescents of the field ; in addition to 
which, they formerly bore in the field a 
hunting-horn. The' supporters, now two 
ladies, were former!}' a liottnd and buck, or, 
according to tlie old terms, \x hart of leash 
and Ti hart of grecce. The family of Scott 
of Howpasiey and 'rhiricstaine long retained 
the bugle horn ; they also carried a bent bow 
and arrow in the .sin'ister canfle, perliaps as a 
difference. It is .said tin; motto was— /A-.v/ 
riding by moonlights in allusion to the 
crescents on the shield, :uk1 perhaps to the 
habits of tho.se who bore it. Tlie motto now 
given is AfnOy — applying to the female sup- 
porters. 

Note LXXIX. 

old Albert Grcemc^ 

The Minstrel of that aticient name. — P. 41. 

‘ John GrJieme, second son oi Malicey Earl 

Monteithy commonly sirnamed /£>//» 
ike Bright Snuordy upon some aispleasure 
risert against him at court, retired with many 
of his clan and kindred into the Kngli.sh 
Borders, in. the reign of King Henry the 
Fourth, where they seated themselves ; and 
many of their posterity have continued there 
ever since. Mr. Sandford, speaking of tliem, 
says, (which indeed was applicable to most 
of the Borderers on both sides,) “They were 
all stark moss-troopers, and arrant thieves : 
Both to England and Scotland outlawed; 
yet sometimes connived at, because they 
gave intelligence forth of Scotland, and 
would raise 400 horse at any time upon a 
raid of the English into Scotland. A saying 
is recorded of a mother to her son, fw'hich 
is now become proverbial,) RidCy R:&wleyy 
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hough'' s 2’ ike poi that is, the last piece of 
beef was m the pot, anil therefore it was high 
time for him to go and fetch more ” ’ — Iniro^ 
duction to the History ^Cumberland 
The residence of the Graemes being Chiefly 
^in the Debateable Land, so called because it 
was claimed by both kingdoms, their depre 
dations extended both to England and Scot 
land, vnth impunity, for as both viardens 
accounted them the proper subjects of their 
own prince, neither inclined to demand re- 
paration for their excesses from the opposite 
officertj, which would have been an ac- 
knowledgment of his jurisdiction over them — 
See a long correspondence on this subject 
betwixt Lord Dacre and the English Privy 
Council, m Introduction to History of Cum- 
berland The Debateable Land was finally 
divided betwixt England and Scotland, by 
commissioners appointed by both nations 


Note LXXX 

^he sun shines fair on Carlisle wall 
-P 41 

1 his burden is adopted, with some alter 
ation, from an old Scottish song, beginning 
thus — 

She lean d her hack against a thorn 
The sun shines fair on Carlisle wa. 

And there she has her young babe born 
And the lyon shall be lord of a ’’ 


Note LXXXI 

"iVAo has not heard of Sw refs fame ? 

— P 42 

The gallant and unfortunate Henry How 
ard, Earl of Surrey, was unquestionably the 
most accomplished, cavalier of his time , and 
his sonnets display beauties which would do 
honour to a more polished age He was be 
headed on Tower hill in 1546, a \ictim to 
the mean jealousy of Henry VIII, who could 
not bear so brilliant a character near his 
throne 

The song of the supposed bard is founded 
on an incident said to have happened to the 
Earl in his traiels Cornelius Agrippa, the 
celebrated alchemist, showed him, jn a 
looking-glass, the lovely Geraldine, to whose 
service he had de\ oted his pen and his sword 
The vision represented her as indisposed, 
and reclining upon a couch, reading her 
lover’s verses by the light of a waxen taper 


Note LXXXII 

the storm swept Orcades, 

Where erst St Clairs held princely sway 
O'er isle a 7 id islet, strait and bay — P 44 

The St Clairs are of Norman extraction, 
being descended from William de St Clair, 
second son of Waldeme Compte de St Clair, 


and Margaret, daughter to Richard Duke of 
Normandy •He was called, for his fair 
deportment, the Seemly St Clair, and, set 
thng in Scotland during the reign or Malcolm 
Caenmore, obtained large grants of land in 
Mid Lothian — ^Ihese domains were increased 
by the liberality of succeeding monarchs to 
the descendants of the family, and compre 
hended the baronn s of Rosline, Pentland, 
Cowsland, Cardaine, and several others It 
1# said a large addition was obtained from 
j Robert Brq^e, on the following occasion — 
The King, m following the chase upon Pent 
land hills, had often started a* white faunch 
deer,’ which had always escaped from his 
hounds , and he asked the nobles, who were 
assembled around him, whether any of them 
had dogs, which they thought might be more 
successful No courtier would afnrm that 
his hounds were fleeter than those of the 
King, until Sir William St Cla r of Rosline 
unceremoniously said, he would wager his 
head that his two favourite dogs, and 
Hold, would kill the deer before she could 
cross the March burn The King instantly 
caught at his unwary offer, andlietted the 
forest of Pentland moor against the life of 
Sir William St Clair All the hounds were 
tied up, except a few ratches, or slow-liounds, 
to put up the deer, while Sir William St 
Clair, posting himself m the best situation for 
slipping his dogs, prayed devoutly to Christ, 
the blessed Virgin, and St Katherine The 
deer was shortly after loused, and the hounds 
slipped , Sir William following on a gallant 
steed, to cheer his dogs The hind, however, 
reached the middle of the brook , upon 
which the hunter threw himselffrom his horse 
in despair At this critical moment, howcv er, 
Hold stopped her in the brook , and Help, 
coming up, turned her back, and killed her 
on Sir^Mliara’s side The King descended 
from the hill, embraced Sir William, and 
bestowed on him the lands of Kirk ton Logan 
house, Earncraig, Kc , in free forestrie Sir 
William, in acknowledgment of St Kathe 
nnes intercession, built the chapel of St 
Katherine in the Hopes, the churchyard of 
which IS still to be seen The hiJl, from 
which Robert Bruce belield this memorable 
chase, is still«called the King's Hill , and the 
place where Sir William hunted, is called the 
Kn ght’s Field — History of the Family 
of Clair, by Richard Augustin Hay, 
Canon of Si Genevieve 
This adventurous huntsman married Eliza 
beth, dai^hter of Malice Spar, Lari of Ork 
ney and Stratheme, in w hose right their son 
Henry was, in 13'’9, created Earl of Orkney, 
by Haco, King of Norway His title was 
recognized sby the Kings of Scotland, and 
remained with his successors until it was 
annexed to the crown, in 1471 by Act of 
Parliament In exchange for this earldom, 
the castle and domains of Ravenscraig, or 
Ravensheuch, were conferred on William 
SamtclaiT, Earl of Caithness 
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NoteLXXXIII^ 

S/tU nods ihetr palace io ttsfall^ 

Thy prtKe and sorrtm^ fai r Kit kwall f 
r —P 44 

The Castle of Kirkwall was built bj^ the 
St Clairs, \ilnle Earls of Orkne> It was 
dismantled by the Earl of Caithness about 
having^ been garrisoned against the 
Government by Revert Stewart, natural son 
to the Earl of Orkne} 

Itsruins afforded *isad subject (K contempla 
tion to John Master of St Clair, who, flvmg 
from his native country, on account of his 
share m the insurrection 1715, made some 
stay at Kirkwall 

‘I had occasion to entertain myself at 
Kirkwall \Yith the melancholy prospect of the 
ruins of an old castle, the scat of the old Earls 
of Orkney, my ancestors, and ol a more 
melancholy retlection, of so great and noble an 
estate as the Orkney and Shetland Isles being 
taken from one of them by Tames the Third, 
forfaultne, after his brother Alexander, Duke 
of Albany had marrierl a daughter of my 
family, and for protecting and defending the 
said Alexander against tlk King, who wished 
to kill him, as he had done his youngest 
brother, the Earl of Mar, and for which 
after the forfaultne, \\^ gratefully duorced 
my forfaulted ancestor’s sister, though I 
cannot persuade myself that he had any 
misalliance to plead against a familie m 
whose veins the blood of Robert Bruce ran 
as fresh as in his ow n , for their title to the 
crowne was by a daughter of Da\id Bruce, 
son to Robert and oar alliance was bv 
marrying a grandchild of the same Rober^ 
Bruce and daughter to the sister of the same 1 
DaMd, out of the famiiie of Douglass, which 
at that time did not much su’hc the blood, 
more than my ancestor s ha\ ing not long 
before had th^honour of marr\ ing a daughter 
of the King of Denmark s, who was named 
Florentine and has lelt in the town of Kirk 
wall a noble monument of tlic grandeur of 
the times, the finest church e\er 1 saw entire 
m Scotland I then had no small reason to 
think, m that unhappy state, on the man-v 
not inconsiderable serMces rendered since to 
the royal fam he, for the5w’man\ years 
bygone, on all occasions, when thev s*ood 
most in need of friends, which tl cy liaie 
thought tberasehes \ery oftci obi ged to 
acknowledge by letters \et extant, and m 
a SLyle more like friends than sou\eraigns , 
our attachment to their, w ithout any other 
thanks, ha\ mg brought upon us considcrab’c 
losses, and among others, that of ouraUia 
Cromwells time, and left in that condition 
without the least relief except wffat we found 
m our own Mrtue M\ father wastheonh 
man of the Scots nation who had courage 
enough to protest m Parliament against K ng 
■VViIliam s title to the throne, wl ich was lost, 
God knows how, and th s at a time when 
the losses m the cause of the royall fEumlie, 


and their usual gratitude, had scarce left him 
bread to maintain fit numerous faraihc of 
eleven children, who had soon after sprung 
tip on him, m spite of all which, ht had 
honofirably persisted in his principle I say, 
these things considered, and after being 
treated asl was, and m that unlucky state, 
when objects appear to men m tlu n true 
light, as at the hour of dtath, could I be 
blamed for making some bitter reflections to 
myself, and laughing at the e\tra\agance 
and unaccountable humour of men and the 
singulantte of my own else, ( in exih for the 
cause of the Stuirt family,) whe n I ought to 
have known, that the grt itest crime I, or my 
family, could ha\i committed, was per 
se\enng to mv own dibtiuction, m serving 
the royal family faithfully, though obstinately, 
after so great a share of dt preSMon, and after 
they hacl been pleased to doom me and my 
ffmilie to starve — MS Memoirs of John. 
Master of S^ Clair 


Note LX\XI\ 

Of that Sea Snake^ iremendo is ctirVd^ 
Whose monsii ous c rcle girds the wai Id 
— P 44 

Tat-jorntungandr^ or Snake of the Ocean, 
whose folds surround the earth, is one of the 
wildest fictions of the Edda It was vtrv 
nearly caught by the god 1 hor who went to 
fish for It with a hook baited with a bulls 
head In the battli bt twixt the evil demons 
and the divinities of Odin which is to preet de 
the Ra^naroc^r^ or Twilight of the Gods, 
this Snake is to ac a conspieuous part 


Notl LWW 

Of ■'hose di cad Vaids. '•ohosel ideoits u!t 
-P 44 

These were thi I a/c\rini , or Si If ( tors of 
the Slam, despatched hv Odin from \ alhalla 
to choose those who wi re to die anti to dis 
tribute the contest Ihev were will I nown 
to tlie English reader as G-ay s I atal Sis 
tors 


Vote LWW I 

Of Chiefs •a./iOt guided t/nough the Qloom 
By the pale death lights of the tomb 
Ransack, d thcgra‘->LS of warriors old 
Thsir falchions wrench d Ji out corPsed 
Jiold—Y 44 

The no-them warriors were usually en 
tombed wi h their arms, and tlieir other 
treasures Thus, Angantyr, before com 
mencingthe duel in which he was slam, stipu- 
lated, that if he fell, his sword lyrfing should 
be buried with him His daughter, Hervor, 

, afterwards took it from his tomb The dia 
I logue which passed betwixt her and ^.n 
gantv r’s spirit on this occasion has been often 
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translated The whole history may be found 
m the Hervarar Saga • Indeed, the ghosts of 
the northern warnors were not wont tamely 
to suffer their tombs to be plundered , and 
hence the mortal heroes had an additional 
^temptation to attempt such adventures , for 
they held nothing more w orthy of their \ alour 
than to encounter supernatural beings —B\R 
THOLINUS J)e causis coniempiae a Dams 
its^ lib 1 cap 2, 9, lo, 


Note LXXXVII 
Castle Ravenshevch — P 44 

A large and strong castle, now ruinous, 
situated oetwixt Kirkaldy and Dysart on a 
steep crag, w ashed by the Frith of Forth 1 1 
was conferred on Sir William St Clair os a 
slight compensation for the earldom of 
ney, by a charter of King James III dated 
in 1471, and is now the property of Sir James 
St Clair Erskipe, (now Earl of Rossljn,) 
representative of the family It was long a 
principal residence of the Barons of Roslin 


Note LXXXVIII 

Seem'd all on Jire withm around^ 

Deep saci tsiy and altai 'ipale 
Shone every pillar foliage bound, 

And glimmer'd alltlie aead men's mail 
— P 45 

The beautiful chapel of Roslm is still in 
tolerable preservation It was founded in 
1446, by W illiara St Clair, Prince of Orkney , 
Duke of Oldenburgh, Earl of Caithness and 
Stratherne, Lord St Clair, Lord Niddesdale 
Lord Admiral of the Scottibh Seas, Loid 
Chief Justice of Scotland, Lord Warden of 
tne three Marches, Baron of Roslin Pentland 
Pentlandmoor, Xc , Knight of the Cockle, and 
of the Garter, (as is amrmed ) High Chan 
cellor, Chamberlain, and Lieutenant of Scot 
land This lofty person, whose titles, sa\s 
Godscroft, mifmt weary a Spaniard, built 
the castle of Roslin, where ne resided in 
princely splendour, and founded the chapel 
which IS in the most rich and florid st>’e of 
Gothic architecture Among the pratuse 
carving on the pillars and buttresses, the 
rose is fiequently introduced, in allusion to 
the name, with winch, however, the flower 
has no connection, the et>mology being 
Rosslmnhe, the promontory of the linn, or 
water fall The chapel is> said to appear on 
fire previous to the death of any of his descen 
dants This superstition, noticed by S^ezei, 
m his Theairum Scoiiae^ and alluded to in 
the text, IS probably of Norwegian derivation, 
and maj hav e been imported oy the Earls 01 
Orknej into their Lothian dominions The 
tomb tires of the north are mentioned m most 
of the Sagas 

The Barois of Roslm were buried in a 


■vault beneath the chapel floor The manner 
of their mterfnent is thus described by Father 
Hay, in the MS history already qijy3ted 
‘Sir William Sinclair, the father, was a 
lend man Jie kept a miller’s daughter, with 
whom, It IS alleged, he went to Ireland , yet I 
thiffk the cause of his retreat was rather 
occasioned by the Presl^tenans, who ve^ed 
him sadly, because of his religion being 
Roman Catholic His son, Sir Wuliam, died 
4unng the troubles, and was interred in the 
chapel of I^slin the very same day that the 
battle of Dunbar was fought. When my 
good father was buried his(i e ^ir William’s) 
corpse seemed to be entire at the opening of 
the cave, but when they came to touch his> 
body, it fell into dust He was lajying in his 
armour, with a red vel\ et cap on his head, on 
a flat stone , nothing was spo led except a 
piece of the w hite furring that w eut round the 
cap, and answered to the hinder part of the 
head All his predecessors were buried after 
the same manner, in their armour late Ros 
line, my good father, was the hrst that was 
buried in a cofim, against the sentiments of 
King James the Seventh, who was then m 
Scotland, and several other persons ■well 
versed m antiquitj, to whom my mother 
would not hearken, thinking it beggarly to 
be buned after that manner The great 
expenses she was at in bur} mg her husband, 
occasioned the sumptuar} acts which vvere 
made m the following parliament ’ 


Note LXXXIX 

For he was speechless^ ghastly^ wan^ 

Dike him of whom the story ran, 

'^Who spoke the spectre hound in Man — P 46 
The ancient castle of Peel town, in the Isle 
of Man, is surrounded bj four churches, now 
ruinous 1 hrou^h one of these chapels there 
was formerly a passage fromtijp guard room 
of the garrison This was closed, it is said, 
upon the tollowing occasion ‘ The} sav , that 
an apparition, called in the Mankish Ian 
guage, the Mauihe Doog, in the shape of a 
large black spanu 1, vv ith curled shaggy hair, 
was used to haunt Peel castle , and has been 
frequently seen in every room, but paiticu 
larly in the guard chamber, where, as soon 
as candles were lighted, it came and lay 
down before tlie fire, in presence of all the 
soldiers, who, at length, by being so much 
accustomed to the sight of it, lost gieat part 
of the tenor they were seized with at its first 
appearance Ihev still, however, retained a 
certain awe, as believing it was an evil 
spirit which only waited permission to do 
them hurt , and, for that reason, forebore 
swearing, afld all profane discourse while xn 
its company But though they enduied the 
shock of such a guest vvhen altogether in a 
bod}, none cared to be left alone w ith it It 
being the custom, therefore, for one of the 
sold ers to lock the gates of the castle at a cer 
tain hour, and carry the ke}s to the captain. 
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to -whose apartment* as I said before, the vl ly 
led througn the church, tliey Agreed among 
themselves, that whoever was to succeed the 
ensuing night his fellow in this errand, should 
accompany him that went firsthand by this 
means no man would be exposed singly to 
the danger , for I forgot to mention, that the 
Mauthe Doog' was always seen to come out 
from that passage at the close of the day, 
and return to it again as soon as the morning 
dawned , which made them look on this pla^c, 
as Its peculiar residence p 

‘ One night a fellow being drunk, and by 
the strength*" of his liquor rendered moic 
daring than ordmanl)!-, laughed at the sin 
plicity of his companions, and, though it v\ as 
not his turn to go with the keys, would needs 
take that office upon him, to testily his cou 
rage Airthe soldiers en<Iea\ cured to dis 
suade him , but the more they said, the more 
resolute he seemed, and swore that he dc 
sired nothing more than that the Mi itfitc 
Doog-^avX^ follow him, as it had dont the 
others, for he would try if it were dog or 
devil After having talked in a \ < ry repro 
bate manner for some time, he snatched up 
the keys, and went out of the guard room In 
some time adler his departure, a great noise 
was heard, but nobody had the boldness to 
see wliat o^casioaed it, till the adien arer 
retuning, they dimanded the knowledge ot 
him but as loud and noisy as he had been 
at leaving them he \ as now become sober 
andsilen enough , for he was ne cr heard to 
speak more , and though all the tune he Ii\"d, 
which was three da5s, he v/as entreated by 
all who came near him, either to speaK, or, if 


he could aot do that, to make some signs, by 
which they might un<jVrstand what had hap 
pened to him, yet nothing tnuliigdilo could 
Dt got fsom him, only that, by the distortion 
ot hi? limbs and ft aturts, itniight be guessed 
that ht, ditd m agonies more than is common 
in a natural death 

‘The Mauiht Doop’ however, nivcr 
after seen in the castle, nor would anv one 
'>ttt mpt to go through that passage, for 
which reason it was closed up, and anothtr 
way made This accidmt happtned about 
three scoie ycirs since, and t htard it at 
tested by several, but especially by an old 
soldier, who assurt d me he had st en it oftc ner 
than he had then hairs on his he id ’ -W 
DRO\'b Dcj,Cf ipfion of i/ii. Jsle of Man^ 
P 107 


Norn XC 

St Byiik o/Doziglas — P 46 
This was t faiountt saint ot the house ot 
Douglas, and of the Earl of Angus in par 
t tulai, as we I< arn from the following pas 
sage — •' The Queen n gent had proposed to 
raise a rival noble to the ducal dignity , and 
discoursing of iier purpose with '\ngis, ho 
answered, Why not, madam > we are h ippy 
that have such a princess, th'^t can know and 
w 1 1 acknowledge men s serv ices and s w ill 
ing to recompense it, but by the m ght 0 
God," (this was his oath when he w as se’^ious 
and in anger, at othtr t mes u was b\ Sc 
Brvde ot Douglas,) if hi Ik a Duki , IwillL^ 
a Drake'’ — bosln desistidtrom pro'.eeutng 
of tnat purpose — GODbcKO^T vol 11 p 
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Introduction to Canto 
First 


TO 

WILLIAM STEWART ROSE, ESQ 
Ashestiel^ Etirtck Foiesi 
November’s sky is chill and drear, 

N ovember s leaf is red and sear 
Late, gazing down the steepy linn, 
That hems our little gai den in. 

Low in Its dark and narrow glen 
You scarce the rivulet might ken. 

So thick the tangled greenwood grew, 
So feeble trill’d the streanilet through 
Now, murmuring hoarse, and frequent 
seen 

Through bush and brier, no longer 
green. 

An angry brook, it sweeps the glade, 
B^-awls over rock and wild cascade, 
And, foaming brown with doubled 
speed, 

Hurries its waters to the Tweed ^ 

No longer Autumn’s glowing red 
Upon our Forest hills is shed , 

No more beneath the evening beam 
Fair Tweed reflects their purple 
gleam , 

Away hath pass’d the heather-bell 
That bloom’d so rich on Needpath- 
fell, 

Sallow his brow , and russet bare 
Are now the sister-heights of Yair 


Thesheep, before the pinchmghea\ en, 
To shelter’d dale and down are driven, 
Where yet some faded herbage pines, 
And yet a watery sunbeam shines 
In meek despondency they eye 
The wither’d swaid and wintry sk}. 
And far beneath their summer hill, 
Stray sadly by Glenkinnon s i ill 
The shepherd shifts his mantle’s fold, 
And wraps him closer from the cold , 
His dogs no merry circles wheel, 

But shivering follow at his heel , 

A cowering glance the3^ often cast, 

As deeper moans the gathering blast 

My imps, though hardy, bold, and 
wild. 

As best befits the mountain child, 
Feel the sad influence of th^ hour. 
And wail the daisj ’s \ anished flow er , 
Their summer gambols tell, and mourn , 
And anxious ask, — W ill spring return, 
And birds and lambs again be ga> , 
And blossoms clothe the hawthorn 
spray ^ 

Yes, prattlers, yes , the daisy’s flower 
Again shall paint your summer bower , 
Again the hawthorn shall supply 
The garlands you delight to tie , 

The lambs upon the lea shall bound. 
The wild birds carol to the round. 
And, while you fiolic light as thej , 
Too short shall seem the summer day 

To mute and to material things 
New life revolving summer brings , 
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The genial call dead Nature hears, 
And iij. her glory reappears 
But oh * my country s wintry state 
What second spiing shallTenovatc ^ 
What powerful call shall bid arise 
The buried warlike and the wise , 
The mind that thought lor Britain’s 
weal, ^ ^ 

The hand that giasp d the\ictor steel ? 
The vernal sun new life bestows 
Even on the meanest flower that blows , 
But vainly, vainly may he shine 
Where glory w^eeps o’er Nelson’s 
shrme , 

And vainly pierce the solemn gloom, 
lhat shrouds, O Pitt, thy hallowed 
tomb ' 

Deep gra\ d in every Br tish heai% 
O never let those names depart * 

Say to y our sons,--Lo, here his g'-av e. 
Who V ictor died on Gadite wave 
To him as to the burning levin 
bhort, bright, resistless course was 
given 

Where er ms coimtiys foes were 
found, 

Was heard the fated thunder s sound, 
Till burst the bolt on j-onder shore, 
Roll’d, blaz d, des*-io}-’d, — nnd was 
no more 

Nor mourn ye less his perish’d 
worth 

Who bade +he conqueror go forth, 
And launch’d that thunderbolt of war 
On Egypt, Hafnia, 1 rafalgar , 

Who, born to guide such high emprize, 
For Britain’s weal was early wise , 
Alas • to whom the Almighty gav e, 
For Britain s sms, an early grave < 

His worth who m his mightiest hoar, 
A bauble held the pride of power, 
Spurn’d at the sordid lust of pelf, 

And serv d h’s Albion for herself, 
Who, when the frantic crowd amam 
Strain’d at subjection’s bursting rein. 


O’er then wild^mood full conquest 
gam’d, 

Th^ pride, he wouM not crush, re- 
strain d, 

Sliow’d their fierce zeal a w’^orthier 
cause, 

And brougl t the fi eeman’s aim to aid 
the fi teman s laws 

Had’stthou but liv d, though stiipp d 
of power, 

A wmtehman on the lonely towci, 
Thy thrilling trump had rous’d the 
land, 

rWhen fraud oi danger were at hand, 
By thee,^as by the beacon light, 

I Our pilots had kept course angiit , 

I As some pi oud column, though alone, 
7 hy sti ength had propp d the toltenng 
throne 

Now IS the stateH column broke 
The beacon light is quench d in smoke, 
The trumpet s silver sound is st 11 
The warder silent on the hill ' 

Oh think, how to his laiest day 
When Death, ji st hovering claim d his 
Prc>, 

With Palinuie’s iiraltcrd mood 
Firm at his dangcious post he stood, 
Each call lor nccdtul rest icpcil d 
With d^mg hand tlie riiddei held 
Till 111 his tall with fateful swav 
The steerage of the realm gave way f 
Then, while on Britain s thousand 
plains, 

One unpolluted chuich remains 
Whose peaceful bells ne erscntaioimd 
1 he bloody tocsin s madder mg sound, 
But still, upon the hallow d day 
Conv oke the swamsto praise and pray , 
While faith and civil peace are dear, 
Grace this cold marble with a tea”, — 
He, w^ho preser ed them, Pitt, lies 
here > 

Nor yet suppress ♦he generous sign, 
Because his rival slumbers nigh. 
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Nor be thy requtescatdMmb, 

Lest It be said o*er I^x s tomb 
For talents mourn, untimely lost, ^ 
When best employ^, and wanted 
* most , 

Mourn genius high, and lore profound, 
And wit that lov’d to play, not 
wound , 

And all the reasoning powers divine, 
To penetrate, resolve, combine , j 
And feelings keen, and fancy’s 
glow — 

They sleep with him who sleeps 
below 

And, if thou mourn st the> could notf 
save 

From error him who owns this grave, 
Be every harsher thought suppress’d, 
And sacred be the last long rest 
UTere^ where the end of earthly things 
Lays heroes, patriots, bards, and 
kings', 

Where stiff the hand, and still the 
tongue. 

Of those who fought, and spoke, and 
sung. 

Here, where the fretted aisles prolong 
The distant notes of holy song, 

As if some angel spoke agen, 

* All peace on earth, good will to 
men,’ 

If ever from an English heart, 

Oj here let prejudice depart. 

And, partial feeling cast aside, 

Record, that Fox a Briton aied ’ 

When Europe crouch d to France^ s 
yoke. 

And Austria bent and Prussia broke, 
And the firm Russian’s purpose brave. 
Was bartei ’d by a timorous slave. 

Even then dishonour’s peace he 
spurn d, 

The sullied olive-branch return’d, 
Stood for his country’s glory fast, 

And nail d her colours to the mast < 
Heaven, to reward his firmness, ga ^e 
A portion in this honour’d grave, 


And ne’er h^ld marble m its trust 
Of two such wondrous men thg, dust 

With moife than mortal powers en- 
„ dow’d, 

How high they soar’d above the 
crowd • 

Tljpirs was no common party race, 
Jostling byidark intrigue for place, 
Like fabled Gods, tneir mighty war 
Shook realms and nations in its jar , 
Beneath each banner pioud to stand, 
Look’d up the noblest of the land, 

Till through the British world were 
known 

The names of Pitt and Fox alone 
Spells of such foi ce no wizard grave 
E er fram d in dark Thessalian cave. 
Though his could drain the ocean diy, 
And force the planets from the sky 
These spells are spent, and, spent with 
these, 

The wine of life is on the lees , 
Genius, and taste, and talent gone, 
Foi ever tomb’d beneath the stone, 
Where — taming thought to human 
pride I — 

Tlie mighty chiefs sleep side by side 
Drop upon Fox s grave the tear, 
*Twiil trickle to his rival s bier , 

O er Pitt’s the mournful* requiem 
sound, 

And Fox s shall the notes rebound 
The solemn echo seems to cry, 

* Here let their discord with them die 
Speak not for those a sepaiate doom. 
Whom Fate made Brothers in the 
tomb , 

But search the land of living men. 
Where wilt thou find their like agen 

Rest, ardent Spirits I till the cries 
Of dj ing Nature bid y ou rise , 

Not even your Bntain’s groans can 
pierce 

The leaden silence of >our hearse , 
Then, O, how impotent and vain 
This grateful tributary strain i 
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Though not unmark’d, fi|om northern 
clime, 

Ye heard the Border Minstrel’s rhyme 
His Gothic harp has o’ei you rung , 
Ihe Bard you deign’d to praise, ;youi 
deathless names has sung 

Stay yet, illusion, stay a while, 

My wilder’d fancy still b<‘guile • 

From thisrhigh theme how can I part, 
Eie half unloaded is my heart f 
For all the tears e er soirow drew 
And all, the raptures fancy knew, 

And all the keener rush of blood, 
That throbs through bard m bard like 
mood, 

Were here a tribute mean and low. 
Though all their mingled streams 
could flow — 

Woe, wonder, and sensation high, 

In one spring tide of ecstasy * 

It will not be, it may not last, 

The vision of enchantment s past 
Like frostwork in the morning ray, 
The fancied fabric melts away , 

Each Gothic arch, memoiial-stone, 
And long, dim, lofty aisle, are gon^ , 
And, lingering last, deception dear, 
The choirs high sounds die on mj 
ear 

Now slo'Jv return the lonely down, 
The silent pastures bleak and brown, 
The farm begiit with copsewood wild, 
The gambols of each frolic child, 
Mixing their shrill cries with the 
tone 

Of Tweed’s dark waters rushing on 

Prompt on unequal tasks to run, 
Thus Nature disciplines her son 
Meeter, she says, for me to stray, 
And waste the solitaiy day, 

In plucking from yon fen the reed. 
And watch it floating down the 
Tweed , 

Or idly list the shnlhng lay. 

With which the milkmaid cheers her 
way, 


Marking its cadence rise and fail, 

As from the field, beneath her pail. 
Slip trips it down the uneven dale 
Meeter for me bv ponder can n, 

The ancient shepherd s tale to learn 
Though oft he stop in lustic fear, 

Lest his old legends tire the car 
Of one, who, in his simple mind, 

May boast of book learn d taste 
refin’d 

But thou, mj friend, can st fitl^, tell, 
(For Icw’^ have read romance so w clkj 
How still the legendai3 la;y 
I? O er poet s bosom holds its swa;v , 
How’'on^he ancient minstrel strain 
Time lays his palsied hand in \ain , 
And how'' our heart® at dought} deeds, 
By w^arnors w’’rought in steely w eeds, 
Still throb for fear and pity’s sake , 

As w^hen the Champion of the Lake 
Enters Morgana s fated house, 

Or, in the Chapel Perilous 
Despising spells and demons’ force, 
Holds converse wnth the unburied 
corse , 

Or when, Dame Ganorc’s giice to 
move, 

(Alas, that lawless was their lov e ') 
He sought proud laiqum m his den, 
And freed full sixty knights , or w hen, 
A sintul man, and uncontessM, 

He took the Sangreal s holy quest, 
And, slumbering saw’' the vision high, 
He might not view with waking e>e 

^ Ihe mightiest chiefs of British song 
Scorn’d not such legends to prolong 
They gleam through Spenser’s elfin 
dream, 

And mix in Milton’s heavenly theme , 
And Diyden, m immortal strain, 

Had raised the Table Round again. 
But that a ribald King and Court 
Bade him toil on, to make them sport, 
Demanded for their niggard pay, 

Fit for their souls, a looser lay, 

L centious satire, song, and play 
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The world defrauded of the high 
design, 

Profan’d the God given strength, and 
marr d the lofty line 

Warm’d by such names, well may 
we then, 

Though dwindled sons of little men, 
Essay to break a feeble lance 
In the fair fields of old romance , 

Or seek the moated castle’s cell. 
Where long through talisman and spell. 
While tyrants rul’d, and damsels wept, 
Thy Genius, Chivalry, hath slept 
There sound the harpings of the North,* 
Till he awake and sally fortlf. 

On venturous quest to prick again, 

In all his arms, with all his tram. 
Shield, lance, and brand, and plume, 
and scarf, 

Fay, giant, dragon, squire, and dwarf. 
And wizard with his wand of might, 
And errant maid on palfrey white 
Around the Genius weave their spells. 
Pure Love, who scarce his passion tells , 
Mystery, half veil d and half reveal d , 
And Honour, with his spotless shield , 
Attention, with fix’d eye , and Fear, 
That loves the tale she shrinks to hear , 
And gentle Courtesy , and Faith, 
Unchanged by sufferings, time, or 
death , 

And Valour, lion-mettled lord. 
Leaning upon his own good sword 

W ell has thy fair achievement shown, 
A worthy meed may thus be won , 
Ytene’s oaks — beneath whose shade 
Their theme the merry minstrels made, 
Of Ascapart, and Bevis bold. 

And that Red King, who, while of old, 
Through Boldrewood the chase he led, 
By his loved huntsman’s arrow bled — 
Ytene’s oaks have heard again 
Renew’d such legendary strain , 

For thou hast sung, how He of Gaul, 
That Amadis so famed in hall, 


For Onana, jDil’d in fight 
The Necromancer s felon mighty 
And well in modern verse hast wove 
Partenopex'fe mystic love 
Hear, then, attentive to my lay, 

A knightly tale of Albion’s elder day 


Canto First 

I 

Day set on Norham’s castled steep, 
And Tweed s fair river, broad and 
deep, 

And Cheviot’s mountains lone 
The battled towers, the donjon keep. 
The loophole grates, where captives 
weep. 

The flanking walls that round it sweep. 
In yellow lustre shone 
The warnors on the turrets high, 
Moving athwart the evening sky, 
Seem d forms of giant height 
Their armour, as it Caught the rays, 
Flash’d back again the western blaze. 
In lines of dazzling light 

II 

St George’s banner, broad and ga3’’, 
Now faded, as the fading ray 
Less bnght, and less, was flung , 
The evening gale had scarce the power 
To wave it on the Donjon Tower, 

So heavily it hung 

The scouts had parted on their search, 
The Castle gates were barr’d , 
Above the gloomy portal arch, 
Timing his footsteps to a march, 

The "Warder kept his guard , 

Low humm^g, as he paced along, 
Some ancient Bolder gathering song. 

III 

A distant trampling sound he hears , 
He looks abroad; and soon appears 
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O’er Horncliff-hill aplump of spears 
Beneath a pennon , 

A horseman^ darting from the crowd, 
Like lightning from a sunfmer cloud, 
Spurs on his mettled courser proud. 
Before the dark an ay 
Beneath the sable palisade, 

That clos’d the Castle barricade, 

His bugle horn he bleu , 

The warder hasted from the wall, 
And warn’d the Captain in the hall. 
For well the blast he knew , 

And joyfully that knight did call, 

To sewer, squire, and seneschal 

i\ 

* Now broach ye a pipe of Malvoisie, 
Bnng pasties of the doe, 

And quickly make the entrance free, 
And bid m> heralds ready be, 

And every minstrel sound his glee. 
And all our trumpets blow , 

And, from the platform, spare ye not 
To fire a noble salvo-shot , 

Lord Marmion waits below ' ’ 

Then to the Castle s lower ward 
Sped forty yeomen tall, 

The iron studded gates unbarr d 
Rais’d the portcullis pondeious 
gugfd, 

The lofty palisade unsparr d 
And let the drawbridge fall 

V 

Along the bridge Loid Marmion rode, 
Proudly his red-roan charger trode 
His helm hung at the saddlebow , 
Well by his visage you might know 
He was a stalworth knight, and keen, 
And had in many a battle been , 

The scar on liis brown cheek reveal d 
A token true of Bosworth field , 

Hxs eyebrow dark, and eye of fire, 
Show’d spirit proud, and prompt to 
ire, 

Yet lines of thought upon his cheek 
Old deep design and counsel speak 


His forehead, by^Ius casoue woi n bare, 
His thick mustaihc, and cinl^ ban, 
Co^l black, and grizzled here and 
there, 

But more through toil than age , 
His square turn d joints, and strength 
of limb, 

Show d him no carpet kmght so trim, 
But in close fight a champion grim, 

In camps a leader s ige 

\i 

Well was he arm d fiom head to heel, 
In mail and plate of Milan steel , 

^But his strong helm of might> cost, 
Was all wUh burnish’d gold emboss’d , 
Amid the olumagc of the crest, 

A falcon hovei d on her nest, 

With wings outspread, and forward 
breast 

E’en such a falcon, on his shield. 
Soar’d sable m an azure field 
The golden legend bore aright, 
cfjecks at mt, to hratl) is 
Blue was the charger s bi oidei d i ein , 
Blue ribbons deck’d his arching mane , 
The knightly housing’s ample fold 
Was veh et blue, and ti app d w ithgold 

\ii 

Behind him rode two gallant sqmies, 
Of noble name, and knightly sues , 

1 hey burn d the gilded spurs to claim , 
For well could each a w^ar- horse tame, 
Could draw the bow% the sw oi d could 
, sway, 

And lightly bear the ring away , 

Nor less with couiteous precepts 
stor’d, 

Could dance in hall, and carve at 
boaid, 

And frame love ditties passing rare. 
And sing them to a lady fair 

VIII 

Four men-at-arms came at their backs, 
With halbert, hill, and battle-axe 
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They bore Lord Marimon’s lance so 
strong, 

And led his sumpter-mules along, ^ 
And ambling palfrey, when at need 
Him listed ease his battle-steed 
The last and trustiest of the four, 

On high his forky pennon bore , 

Lii e swallow’s tail, in shape and hue, 
Flutter’d the streamer glossy blue, 
Where, blazon’d sable, as before. 

The towenng falcon seem d to soar 
Last, twenty yeomen, two and two, 
In hosen black, and jerkins blue. 

With falcons broider’d on each breast. 
Attended on their lord’s behest 
Each, chosen for an archer ^ood, 
Knew hunting-craft by lake or wood , 
Each one a six foot bow could bend. 
And far a cloth-yard shaft could send , 
Each held a boar-spear tough and 
strong, 

And at their belts their quivers rung 
Their dusty palfreys and array 
Show’d they had march’d a weary way 

IX 

’Tis meet that I should tell you now, 
How fairly arm’d, and order’d how, 
The soldiers of the guard, 

With musket, pike, and morion. 

To welcome noble Marmion, 

Stood in the Castle-yard 
Minstrels and trumpeters were there , 
The gunner held his linstock yare, 
For welcome-shot piepar’d 
Enter’d the tram, and such a clang, 
As then through all his turrets rang* 
Old Norham never heard 

X 

Ihe guards their morrice pikes ad- 
vanc d. 

The trumpets flourish’d brave. 

The cannon from the ramparts glanc’d. 
And thundering welcome gave 
A blithe salute, in martial sort, 

The minstrels well might sound, 


For, as Lord jyiarmion cross’d the com t, 
He scatter’d angels round ^ 
‘Welcome to Noiham, Marmion * 
Stout heafrt, and open hand 1 
Weir dost thou brook th> gallant roan, 
Thou flower of English land 1 * 

XI 

Two pursuifants, whom tabarts deck 
With silver scutcheon rofind their 
neck. 

Stood on the steps of stone 
By which you reach the donjon gate, 
And thei e, with herald pomp and state, 
1 hey hail d Lord Marmion 
They hail d him Lord of Fontenaye, 
Of Lutterward, and Scrivelbaye, 

Of Tamworth tower and town , 

And he, their courtesy to requite. 
Gave them a chain of twelve marks’ 
weight, 

All as he lighted down 
‘ Now, largesse, largesse, Lord Mar- 
mion, 

Knight of the crest of gold > 

A blazon’d shield, m battle won, 
,Ne’er guarded heart so bold ’ 

xn 

They marshall’d him to the Castle-hall, 
Where the guests stood all aside, 
And loudly flourish’d the trumpet-call. 
And the heralds loudly cned, 

‘ Room, lordings, room for Lord Mar- 
mion 

With the crest and helm of gold • 
Full well we know the trophies won 
In the lists at Cottiswold 
There, vainly Ralph de Wilton strove 
’Gainst Harm ion’s force to stand , 
To him he lost his lady-love, 

And to the King his land 
Ourselves beheld the listed field, 

A sight both sad and fair , 

We saw Lord Marmion pierce his 
shield, 

And saw his saddle bare , 
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We saw the victor win tl^e crest 
He wears with worthy pnde , 

And on the gibbet tree, revers’d, 

His foeman’s scutcheon«tied 
Place, nobles, for the Falcon- KnJ^ht » 
Room, room, ye gentles gay, 

For him who conquer’d in the right, 
Marmion of Fontenaye 

XIII 

Ihen stepp’d to meet that noble Lord, 
Sir Hugh the Heron bold, 

Baron of Twisell, and of Ford, 

And Captain of the Hold 
He led Lord Marmion to the deas. 
Rais’d o’er the pavement high. 

And plac’d him in the upper place 
They feasted full and high 
The whiles a Northern harper rude 
Chanted a rhyme of deadly feud, 
^How the fierce Thtnvalls^ and Rid- 
leys all. 

Stout XVtlhmondswtck, 

And Haidndtng Dick, 

And Hughte ofHawdon, and Will o’ 
the Wall, 

Have set on Sir Albany Featherstop- 
haugh. 

And taken his hfe at the Deadman*s- 
shaw* 

Scantly Lord Marmion’s ear could 
brook 

The harper’s barbarous lay , 

Yet much he prais’d the pains he took, 
And well those pains did pay 
For lady’s suit, and minstrel’s stiam, 
By knight should ne’er be heard in 
vain 

XIV 

* Now, good Lord Marmion,’ Heron 
says, 

‘ Of > our fair courtesy, 

I pray you bide some littfe space 
In this poor tower with me 
Here you may keep your arms from 
rust, 

May breathe your war horse well , 


Seldom hath pass’d a week but gmst 
Or feat of arnJ^ befell 
The Scots can rein a mettled steed, 
Xnd love to couch a spear , 

Saint George * a stirring life they lead. 
That have such neighbours near 
Then stay with us a little space. 

Our northern wars to learn , 

I pray you, for your lady’s grace • ’ 
Lord Marmion’s brow grew stern 

XV 

I The Captain mark’d his alter d looit. 
And gave a squire the sign , 
mighty wassail bowl he took. 

And ci:f>wn d it high with wine 
‘ Now pledge me here, Lord Marmion 
But first I pray thee fair. 

Where hast thou left that page of thine, 
That us’d to serve thy cup of wine, 
Whose beauty was so rare ^ 

When last in Raby towers we met, 
The boy I closely eyed. 

And often mark’d his cheeks were wet. 
With tears he fain would hiae 
His was no rugged horse-boy’s hand, 
To burnish shield or sharpen b^and, 
Or saddle battle-steed , 

But meeter seem d for lady fair, 

To fan her cheek, or curl her hair. 

Or through embroidery, rich and rare, 
1 he slender silk to lead 
His skin was fair, his ringlets gold, 
His bosom — ^when he sigh’d. 

The russet doublet’s rugged fold 
Could scarce repel its pride > 

Say, hast thou given that lovely youth 
To serve m lady’s bower ? 

Or was the gentle page, in sooth, 

A gentle paramour ^ ’ 

XVI 

Lord Marmion ill could brook such 
jest , 

He roll d his kindling e3’'e. 

With pain his rising wrath suppress’d, 
Yet made a calm reply * 
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‘That boy thou thou^ht’st so goodly 
fair, 

He might not brook the northern ^ir 
More of his fate if thou wouldst learn, 
I Feft him sick in Lmdisfarn 
Enough of him But, Heron, say, 
Why does thy lovely lady gay 
Disdain to grace the hall to day ? 

Or has that dame, so fair and sage, 
Gone on some pious pilgrimage ^ ’ 

He spoke in covert scorn, for fame 
Whisper’d light tales of Heron s dame 

XVII 

Unmark’d, at least unreck’d, the taunt. 
Careless the Knight replied, 

‘ No bird, whose feathers gaily flaunt. 
Delights in cage to bide 
Norham is gnm and grated close, 
Hemm’d in by battlement and fosse. 
And many a darksome tower , 

And better loves my lady bright 
To sit in liberty and light, 

In fair Queen Margaret’s bower 
We hold our greyhound m our hand. 
Our falcon on our glove , 

But where shall we find leash or 
band 

For dame that loves to rove 2 
Let the wild falcon soar her swing. 
She ’ll stoop when she has tir d her 
wing ’ 

xvni 

‘ Nay, if with Royal James’s bride 
The lovely Lady Heron bide. 

Behold me here a messenger. 

Your tender greetings prompt to bear , 
For, to the Scottish court address’d, 

I journey at our King s behest, 

And pray you, of your grace, provide 
For me, and mine, a trusty guide 
I have not ndden in Scotland smce 
James back’d the cause of that mock 
prince, 

Warbeck, that Flemish counterfeit. 
Who on the gibbet paid the cheat 


Then did f march with Surrey’s 
pow er. 

What time we raz’d old Ayton 
towef ’ 

XIX 

‘ For such-like need, my lord, I trow, 
Norham can find you guides enow , 
Fof here be^some have prick’d as far. 
On Scottish ground, as to D^unbar, 
Have drunk the monks of St Bothan s 
ale, 

And driven the beeves of Lauderdale , 
Harried the wives of Greenlaw’i goods. 
And given them light to set their 
hoods ’ 

XX 

‘ Now, 111 good sooth,’ Lord Marmion 
cncd, 

‘Were I in warlike wise to nde, 

A better guard I would not lack, 

Than your stout foray ers at my back , 
But, as in form of peace I go, 

A friendly messenger, to know 
Why through all Scotland, near and 
far. 

Their King is mustering troops for 
war. 

The sight of plundering Border spears 
Might justify suspicious fears, 

And deadly feud, or thirst ofcspod, 
Break out in some unseemly broil 
A herald were my fitting guide , 

Or fnar, sworn m peace to bide , 

Or pardoner, or travelling priest, 

Or strolling pilgrim, at the least’ 

XXI 

The Captain mus’d a little space, 

And pass’d his hand across his face 
‘ Fain would I find the guide you want, 
But ill may spare a pursuivant, 

The only men that safe can nde 
Mine errands* on the Scottish side 
And though a bishop built this fort, 
Few holy brethren here resort , 

Even our good chaplain, as I ween, 
Since our last siege, we have not seen • 
E 
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The mass he might not fing or say 
Upoij^one stinted meal a-day , 

So, safe he sat in Durham aisle, 

And pray’d for our success the while 
Our Norham vicar, woe betide, ^ 

Is all too well in case to nde , 

The priest of Shoreswood — he could 
rein 

The wild^est war-horse ih your tram , 
But then, no spearman in the hall 
Will sooner swear, or stab, or brawl 
Friar John of Tillmouth w ere the man 
A blithesome brother at the can, 

A welcome guest in hall and bower, 
He knows each castle, town, and tower. 
In which the wme and ale is good, 
’Twixt Newcastle and Holy-Rood 
But that good man, as ill befalls. 

Hath seldom left our castle walls. 
Since, on the vigil of St Bede, 

In evil hour, he cross d the Tweed, 

To teach Dame Alison her creed 
Old Bughtrig found him with his wife , 
And John, an enemy to strife, 

Sans frock and hood, fled for his life 
The jealous churl hath deeply swore 
That, if again he venture o’er, 

He shall shneve penitent no more 
Little he loves such risks, I know , 
Yet, in >our guard, perchance will go 

X\II 

Young Selby, at the fair hall-board. 
Carv’d to his uncle and that lord, 

And reverently took up the word 
* Kind uncle, woe were we each one. 
If harm should hap to brother John 
He IS a man of mirthful speech, 

Can many a game and gambol teach , 
Full well at tables can he play, 

And sweep at bowls the stake av ay 
None can a lustier carol bawl, 

The needfullest among us all. 

When time hangs heavy in the hall. 
And snow comes thick at Chnstmastide, 
And we can neither hunt, nor ride 
A foray on the Scottish side 


The vow’d revenge of Bughtrig rude. 
May end m worse than loss of hood 
Let Friar John, in safety, still 
In chimney-corner snore his fill. 
Roast hissing crabs, or flagons swiH 
Last night, to Norham there came one, 
Will better guide Lord Marmion ’ 

* Nephew,’ quoth Heron, ‘ by my fay, 
Well hast thou spoke , say forth thy 
say ’ 

XXIII 

‘ Here is a holy Palmer come. 

From Salem first, and last from Rome, 
One that hath kiss’d the blessed tomb, 

' And \ isited each holy shrine 
In Arab^ and Palestine , 

On hills of Armenie hath been. 

Where Noah's ark may yet be seen , 
By that Red Sea, too, hath he trod, 
Which parted at the prophet’s rod , 

In Sinai’s wilderness he saw 
The Mount, where Israel heard the 
law, 

’Mid thunder-dint, and flashing levin. 
And shadows, mists, and darkness, 
given 

He shows Saint James’s cockle shell, 
Of fair Montserrat, too, can tell , 

And of that Grot where olives nod. 
Where, darling of each heart and ej c. 
From all the youth of Sicily 
Saint Rosalie retired to God 

XMV 

‘To stout Saint George of Norwich 
. merry, 

Saint Thomas, too, of Canterbury , 
Cuthbert of Durham and Saint Bede, 
For his sms’ pardon hath he pray’d 
He knows the passes of the North, 
And seeks far shrines beyond the 
Forth , 

Little he eats, and long will wake, 
And drinks but of the stream or lake 
This were a guide o’er moor and dale , 
But, when our John hath quaflTd his 
ale, 
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As little as the wind 4hat blows, 

And warms itself against his nose, 
Kens he, or cares, which way ‘he 
goes ’ 

XXV 

‘ Gramercy » ’ quoth Lord Marmion, 
‘Full loth were I, that Friar John, 
That venerable man, for me, 

Were placed in fear or jeopardy 
If this same Palmer will me lead 
From hence to Holy Rood, 

Like his good saint, I 11 pay his meed, 
Instead of cockle-shell, or bead. 

With angels fair and good 
I love such holy ramblers , s^ll 
They know to charm a weary hill, 
With song, romance, or lay 
Some jovial tale, or glee, or jest. 
Some lying legend, at the least, 

They bring to cheer the way ’ 

XXVI 

‘ Ah ’ noble sir,’ young Selby said. 
And finger on his lip he laid, 

‘This man knows much, perchance 
e en more 

Than he could learn by holy lore 
Still to himself he ’s muttering. 

And shrinks as at some unseen thing 
Last night we listen’d at his cell , 
Stiange sounds we heard, and, sooth 
to tell, 

He murmur’d on till moi n, howe’er 
No livirg mortal could be near 
Sometimes I thought I heard it plain, 
As other voices spoke again 
I cannot tell , I like it not , 

Friar John hath told us it is wrote 
No conscience clear and void of wrong 
Can rest awake and pray so long 
Himself still sleeps before his beads 
Have mark’d ten aves_, and two 
creeds ’ 

XXVII 

‘ Let pass,’ quoth Marmion , ‘ by my 
Ihis man shall guide me on my way. 


Although th^ great arch fiend and he 
Had sworn themselves of company 
So please yqu, gentle y outh, to call 
This Palmer to the Castle-hall ’ 

The summon’d Palmer came in place , 
His sable cowl o’erhung his face , 

In jjis black mantle was he clad. 

With Peters keys, in cloth of red, 

On his broad shoulders wrought , 
The scallop shell tiis cap did deck , 
The crucifix around his neck 
Was from Loretto brought , , 

His sandals were with travel tore , 

^ 1 , Staff, budget, bottle, scrip, he wore , 
The faded palm-branch in his hand 
Show’d pilgrim from the Holy Land 

XXVIII 

Whenas the Palmer came in hall, 

Nor lord nor knight, was there more 
tall, 

Or had a statelier step withal, 

Or look’d more high and keen , 

For no saluting did he wait, 

But strode across the hall of state, 
And fionted Marmion whc'^e he sate, 
As he his peer had been 
But his gaunt frame was worn with 
toil , 

His cheek was sunk, alas the*while > 
And when he struggled at a smile, 
His eye look’d haggard wild 
Poor wretch ’ the mother that him 
bare, 

If she had been in presence there. 

In his wan face, and sun burn’d hair, 
She had not known her child 
Danger, long travel, want, or woe, 
Soon change the form that best we 
know , 

For deadly fear can time outgo, 

And blanch at once the hair , 

Hard toil can roughen form and face, 
And want can quench the eye’s bright 
grace, 

Nor does old age a wrinkle trace 
More deeply than despair 
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Happy whom none of tKese befall, 
But tills poor Palmer knew them all 

wix 

Lord Marmion then his boon did ask , 
The Palmer took on him the task, 

So he would march with morning ^de, 
To Scottish court to be kis guide 
^ But I have solemn vows to pay, 

And may not linger by the way, 

To fair St Andrews bound, 

Within the ocean-cave to pray, 
Where good Saint Rule his holy lay, 
From midnight to the dawn of day. 
Sung to the billows’ sound , 

Thence to Saint Fillan s blessed well. 
Whose spring can frenzied dreams 
dispel, 

And the craz’d brain restore 
Saint Mary grant that cave or spring 
Could back to peace my bosom bnng, 
Or bid it throb no more f * 

XXX 

And now the midnight draught of 
sleep, 

Where wine and spices richly steep, 
In massive bowl of silver deep, 

The page presents on knee 
Lord Marmion drank a fair good rest, 
The Captain pledg’d his noble guest, 
The cup went through among the rest, 
Who drain’d it merrily , 

Alone the Palmer pass’d it by, 

Though Selby press’d him courteously 
This was a sign the feast was o’er , 

It hush’d the merry wassail roar, 

The minstrels ceas’d to sound 
Soon in the castle nought was heard, 
But the slow footstep of the guard, 
Pacing his sober round 

XXXI 

With early dawn Lord Marmion rose 
And first the chapel doors unclose , 
Then, after morning rites were done 
(A hasty mass from Friar John) 


And knight and^squire had broke their 
fast 

Or rich substantial repast, 

Lord Marmion’s bugles blew to horse , 
Then came the stirrup-cup in course 
Between the Baron and his host 
No point of courtesy was lost , 

High thanks were by Lord Marmion 
paid, 

Solemn excuse the Captain made. 
Till, filing from the gate, had pass’d 
That noble train, their Lord the last 
Then loudly rung the trumpet call , 
Thunder’d the cannon from the wall. 
And sJ;iook the Scottish shore , 
Around the castle eddied slow, 
Volumes of smoke as white as snow, 
And hid its turrets hoar , 

Till they roll’d forth upon the air, 

And met the river breezes there, 
Which gave again the prospect fair 


Introduction to Canto 
Second 

TO THE 

REV JOHN MA.RRIOTT, A M 

Ashestiel^ Ettnck Foresi 
The scenes are desert now, and bare, 
Where flourish d once a forest fair, 
When these waste glens with copse 
" were hn d, 

And peopled with the hart and hind 
Yon Thorn — perchance whose prickly 
spears 

Have fenc’d him for three hundred 
> ears, 

While fell around his green com- 
peers — 

Yonlonely Thorn, would he cou\d tell 
The changes of his parent dell, 

Since he, so grey and stubborn now, 
Wav’d in each breeze a sapling bough. 
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Would he could tell how deep the shade 
A thousand mingled hranches made , 
How broad the shadows of the o^, 
How clung the rowan to the rock, 
^nd through the foliage show d his 
head, 

With narrow leaves and beiries red , 
What pines on ev ery mountain sprung, 
O er every dell what birches hung, 

In every breeze what aspens shook, 
What alders shaded every brook < 

‘ Here, m my shade,’ methinks he ’d 
say, 

*The mighty stag at noontide lay • 
The wolf I Ve seen, a fiercA* game, 
(The neighbouring dingle bears his 
name,) 

With lurching step around me prowl, 
And stop, against the moon to howl , 
The mountain-boar, on battle set, 

His tusks upon my stem would whet , 
While doe and roe, and red-deer good. 
Have bounded by, through gay green- 
wood 

Then oft, from Newark s riven tower, 
Sallied a Scottish monarch s power 
A thousand vassals muster d round 
With horse, and hawk, and horn, and 
hound , 

And I might see the youth intent 
Guard every pass with crossbow bent , 
And through the brake the rangers 
stalk, 

And falc’ners hold the ready hawk , 
And foresters, in greenwood trim, ^ 
Lead in the leash the gazehounds grim. 
Attentive, as the bratchet s bay 
From the dark covert drove the prey, 
To slip them as he broke away 
The startled quarry bounds amain. 

As fast the gallant greyhounds strain , 
Whistles the arrow from the bow. 
Answers the harquebuss below , 
While all the rocking hills reply 
To hoof-clang, hound, and hunters’ cry, 
And bugles nnging lightsomely ’ 


Of such p^oud huntings, many tales 
Yet linger m our lonely dales, 

Up pathless Ettrick and on Yarrow, 
Where erstfthe outlaw drew his arrow 
But hot more blithe that silvan court. 
Than we have been at humbler sport , 
Though small our pomp, and mean 
• our game, 

Ourmirth,(feai Mairiott was the same 
Remember’ st thou my gVey hounds 
true^ 

O’er holt or hill there never flew, 
From slip or leash there nevev sprang, 
More fleet of foot, or sure of fang 
Nor dull, between each merry chase. 
Pass’d by the intermitted space , 

For we had fair resource in store, 

In Classic and in Gothic lore 
We mark’d each memorable scene. 
And held poetic talk between , 

Nor hill nor brook we pac’d along, 
But had Its legend or its song 
All silent now — for now are still 
Thy bowers, untenanted Bowhill i 
No longer, from thy mountains dun, 
The yeoman hears the well known 
gun, 

And while his honest heart glows 
warm. 

At thought of his paternal farm, 
Round to his mates a bnmmer fills, 
And drinks *The Chieftain of the 
Hills*’ 

No fairy forms, m Yarrow’s bowers, 
Tnp o’erthe walks, or tend theflowers, 
Fair as the elves whom Janet saw 
By moonlight dance on Carterhaugh , 
No youthful Baion ’s left to grace 
The Forest Sheriff’s lonely chase, 

And ape, in manly step and tone, 

The majesty of Oberon 
And she is ^one, whose lovely face 
Is but her least and lowest grace , 
Though, if to Sylphid Queen ’twere 
given 

To show our earth the charms of 
Heaven, 
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She could not glide alonfj the air 
With^prmmorelightyOi face more fair 
No more the widow’s deafen’d ear 
Grows quick that lady s step to hear 
At noontide she expects her not, 

Nor busies her to trim the cot , 
Pensive she turns her humming wheel, 
Or pensive cooks her orphans’ meal , 
Yet blesses ere she deals their bread, 
The gentle hand by which they’re fed 

From Yair — which hills so closely 
bind, 

Scarce can the Tweed his passage find. 
Though much he fret and chafe and 
toil 

Till all his eddying currents boil — 
Her long-descended lord has gone, 
And left us by the stream alone 
And much I miss those sportive boys, 
Companions of my mountain joys, 
Just at the age ’twi\t boy and youth, 
When thought is speech, and speech 
IS truth 

Close to my side, with what delight 
They press d to hear of Wallace wight, 
When, pointing to his airy mound, 

I call’d his ramparts holy ground ’ 
Kindled their brows to hear me speak , 
And I ha^e smiled, to feel my cheek, 
Despite the difference of our 3^ears, 
Return again the glow of theirs 
Ah, happy boys ’ such feeling pure. 
They will not, cannot, long endure , 
Condemn’d to stem the world’s rude 
tide. 

You may not linger by the side , 

For Fate shall thrust you from the 
shore, 

And Passion ply the sail and oar 
Yet cherish the remembrance still, 

Of the lone mountain, and the nil , 
For trust, dear boys, the time will 
come. 

When fiercer transport shall be dumb, 
And you will think right frequently. 
But, well I hope, without a sigh. 


On the free hoiys that we ha\ e spent 
Together on the brown hill s bent 

c 

When, musing on companions gone, 
We doubly feel ourselves alone, 
bomethmg, my friend, we yet may gam, 
There is a pleasure in this pain 
It soothes the love of lonely rest, 
Deep in each gentler hcai t impress d 
’Tis silent amid woildly toils, 

And stifled soon by mental bioils , 
But, in a bosom thus prepar d, 

Its still small voice is often heard, 
Whispering a mingled sentiment, 
I'^’Twixt resignation and content 
Oft in m\ mind such thoughts awake, 
By lone Sarnt Mary’s silent lake , 
Thou know st it w ell — nor fen, nor 
sedge, 

Pollute the pure lake s cry stal edge , 
Abrupt and sheer, the mountains sink 
At once upon the lev el brink , 

And just a trace of silver sand 
Marks whei e the water meets the land 
Far in the mirror, bright and blue, 
Each hill s huge outline you may view , 
Shaggy wuth heath but lonely bare, 

^ or tree, nor bush, nor brake, is there, 
Save where, of land, yon slender line 
Bears thwart thelake the scatter’d pine 
Yet ev^tn this nakedness has power, 
And aids the feeling of the hour 
Nor thicket, dell, nor copse you spy , 
Where liv ing thingconceal d might he , 
Nor point, i etinng, hides a dell. 
Where swam, or woodman lone, 
might dwell , 

There ’s nothing left to fancy’s guess, 
You see that all is loneliness 
^'Vsid silence aids — though the steep 
hills 

Send to the lake a thousand nils , 

In summer tide, so soft they weep, 
The sound but lulls the ear asleep , 
Your horse’s hoof-tread sounds too 
rude, 

So stilly is the solitude 
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Nought living meet# the eye or ear, 
But well I ween the dead are near , 
For though, in feudal strife, a foe • 
Ifeth laid Our Lady s chapel low, 

Yet still, beneath the hallow’d soil, 
The peasant rests him from his toil, 
And, dying, bids his bones be laid. 
Where erst his simple fathers pray’d 
If age had tamed the passions’ strife, 
And fate had cut my ties to life. 

Here, have I thought, twere sweet to 
dwell, 

And 1 ear again the chaplain s cell. 

Like that same peaceful hermitage, « 
Where Milton long’d to spenri his age 
’Tw ere sweet to mark the setting day 
On Bourhope’s lonely top decay , 

And, as it faint and feeble died 
On the broad lake, and mountain’s 
side. 

To say ^ Thus pleasures fade away , 
Youth, talents, beauty, thus decay, 
And leave us dark, forlorn, and grey 
Then gaze on Dryhope’s ruin’d tower, 
And think on Yarrow s faded Flower 
And when that mountain-sound I 
heard, 

Which bids us be for storm prepar’d, 
The distant rustling of his wings. 

As up his force the Tempest brings, 
Twere sweet, ere yet his terrors rave, 
To sit upon the Wizard’s grave, ' 
That Wizard Priests, whose bones 
are thrust 

From company of holy dust. 

On which no sunbeam ever shines * 
(So superstition’s creed divines), 
Thence view the lake with sullen roai 
Heave her broad billows to the shore , 
And mark the wild-swans mount the 
gale. 

Spread wide through mist their snowy ' 
sail, 

And ever stoop again to lave 
Their bosoms on the surging wave 
Then, when against the driving hail 
No longer might my plaid avail. 
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Back to my lonely home retire, 

And light m3- lamp, and trim my^fire. 
There ponder o’er some mystic la3 , 
Till tile wild tale had all its sway 
And, in the bittern s distant shriek, 

I heard unearthl3 \ oices speak, 

An^ thought the Wizard Piiest was 
come^ 

To claim again his ancient hpme ’ 

And bade my busy fancy range, 

To frame him fitting shape and strange. 
Till from the task my brow I clear’d, 
And smil’d to think that I had* fear’d 

But chief ’tweie sweet to think 
such life 

(Though but escape from fortune’s 
strife) 

Something most matchless, good and 
wise, 

A great and gra^-eful sacrifice , 

And deem each hour to musing given, 
A step upon the road to heaven 

Yet him, whose heart is ill at ease. 
Such peaceful solitudes displease 
He loves to drown his bosom s jar 
Amid the elemental war 
And my black Palmer’s choice had been 
Some ruder and more savag 5 scene, 
Like that which frowns round dark 
Loch skene 

There eagles scream from isle to shore ; 
Down all the rocks the torrents roar , 
O er the black waves incessant driven. 
Dark mists infect the summer heaven , 
Through the rude barriers of the lake. 
Away Its hurrying waters break. 
Faster and whiter dash and curl,' 

Till down 3’'on dark abyss they hurl 
Rises the fog-smoke white as snow, 
Thunders the viewless stream below. 
Diving, as if condemn’d to lave 
Some demon’s subterranean cave. 
Who, prison’d by enchanter’s spell, 
Shakes the dark rock with groan and 
yell 
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And well that Palmer’s fcrm and mien 
Had salted with the stormy scene, 
Just on the edge, straminjg his ken 
To view the bottom of the den, 
Where, deep deep down, and far 
within, 

Toils with the rocks the roaring linn , 
Then, issuing forth one foamy wave, 
And wheeJinground the Giant s Grave, 
White as the snowy charger’s tail, 
Drives down the pass of Moffatdale 

Marriott, thy harp, on Isis strung, 
To many a Border theme has rung 
Then list to me, and thou shalt know 
Of this mysterious man of woe 


Canto Second 

Convmt 

1 

The breeze, which swept awa> the 
smoke 

Round Norham Castle roll’d, 

When all the loud artillery spoke, 
With lightning flash, and thunder- 
stroke, 

As Marmion left the Hold, — 

It curl’d not Tweed alone that breeze. 
For, far upon Northumbrian seas, 

It freshly blew, and strong. 

Where, from high Whitby s cloister’d 
pile, 

Bound to Saint Cuthbert’s Holy Isle, 
It bore a bark along 
Upon the gale she stoop’d her side, 
And bounded o’er the swelling tide, 
As she were dancing home 
The merry seamen laughld to see 
Their gallant ship so lustily 
Furrow the green sea-foam 
Much joy’d they in their honour’d 
freight , 

For, on the deck, an chair of state, 


The Abbess of Saint Hilda plac d, 
With five fair nuns, the galley grac’d 

II 

’Twas sweet to see these holy maida, 
Like birds escaped to greenwood 
shades, 

Their first flight from the cage, 
How timid and how curious too, 
lor all to them was strange and new, 
And all the common sights they view 
Their wondeiment engage 
One eyed the shrouds and swelling sail, 
With many a benedicite , 

"'One at the rippling surge giew pale, 
And WDuld for terror pray , 

Then shriek’d, because the sea dog, 
nigh, 

His round black head, and sparkling 
eye, 

Rear’d o’er the foaming spray , 

And one would still adjust her veil, 
Disorder d by the summer gale, 
Perchance lest some more worldly eye 
Her dedicated charms might spy , 
Perchance, because such action grac’d 
Her fair-turn ’d arm and slender waist 
Light w as each simple bosom there, 
Save two, who ill might pleasure share, 
The Abbess and the Novice Clare 

III 

The Abbess was of noble blood, 

But early took the veil and hood* 

Ere upon life she cast a look, 

Or knew the world that she forsook 
Fair too she was, and kind had been 
As she was fair, but ne’er had seen 
For her a timid lover sigh, 

Nor knew the influence of her eye 
Love, to her ear, was but a name, 
Combined with vanity and shame , 
Her hopes, her fears, her joys, were all 
Bounded within the cloister wall 
The deadhest sm her mind could reach, 
Was of monastic rule the breach , 

And her ambition’s highest aim 
To emulate Saint Hilda’s fame 
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For this she gave her^ample dower, 

To raise the convent’s eastern tower , 
For this, -with carving rare and quayit, 
She deck’d the chapel of the saint, 
A^id gave the relic-shrine of cost, 

With ivory and gems emboss’d 
The poor her Convent s bounty blest, 
The pilgrim in its halls found rest 

IV 

Black was her garb, her rigid rule 
Reform’d on Benedictine school , 

Her cheek was pale, her form was 
spare , 

Vigils, and penitence austere, • 

Had early quench’d the lightiof youth. 
But gentle was the dame, in sooth , 

1 hough, vain of her religious sway. 
She loved to see her maids obey. 

Yet nothing stern was she in cell, 

And the nuns loved their Abbess well 
Sad was this voyage to the dame 
Summon’d to Lindisfarne, she came, 
There, with Saint Cuthbert’s Abbot old, 
And Tynemouth’s Prioress, to hold 
A chapter of Saint Benedict 
For inquisition stern and strict 
On two apostates from the faith. 

And, if need were, to doom to death 

v 

Nought say I here of Sister Clare, 

Sa\ e this, that she was j oung and fair , 
As yet a novice unprofess’d. 

Lovely and gentle, but distress’d 
She was betroth’d to one now dead, 
Or worse, who had dishonour’d fledt 
Her kinsmen bade her give her hand 
To one, who lov d her for her land 
Herself, almost heart-broken now. 
Was bent to take the vestal vow, 

And shroud, within Saint Hilda’s 
gloom, 

Her blasted hopes and wither’d bloom 

VI 

She sate upon the galley’s prow. 

And seem’d to mark the waves below , 


Nay, seem’d„so fix’d her look and e> e, 
To count them as they glided h\ 

She saw them not — ’twas seeming 

• * 

Far other scene her thoughts recall, — 
A sun-scorch’ d desert, waste and bare. 
Nor waves, nor bree2es, murmur’d 
^ there , 

There saw she where some careless 
hand 

O’er a dead corpse had heap’d the 
sand 

To hide it — till the jackals coifie 
To tear it from the scanty tomb 
See what a woful look was given 
As she raised up her eyes to heaven ^ 

VII 

Lovely, and gentle, and distress’d — 
These charms might tame the fiercest 
breast 

Harpers have sung, and poets told. 
That he, in fury uncontroll’d. 

The shaggy monarch of the wood, 
Before a virgin, fair and good. 

Hath pacified his savage mood 
But passions in the human frame 
Oft put the lion’s rage to shame ^ 

And jealousy, by dark intrigue, 

With sordid avarice in league. 

Had practis’d with their Bowl and 
knife 

Against the mourner’s harmless life 
This crime was charg’d ’gainst those 
who lay 

Prison’d in Cuthbert’s islet grey 

VIII 

And now the vessel skirts the strand 
Of mountainous Northumberland , 
Towns, towers, and halls, successi\ e 
rise, 

And catch th^e nuns’ delighted eyes 
Monk-Wearmouth soon behind them 
lay, 

And Tynemouth’s priory and bay , 
They mark d, amid her trees, the hall 
Of lofty Seaton-Delaval , 

E 3 
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They saw the Blythe and Wansbeck 
floods 

Rush to the sea through sounding 
woods , 

They pass’d the tower of Widdering- 
ton, 

Mother of many a valiant son , 

At Coqutt-isle their beads the> te'l 
To the good Saint who own’d the cell , 
Then did the Alne attention cHim, 
And Warkworth, proud of Percy’s 
name, 

And n4xt, they cross’d themselves, to 
hear 

The whitening breakers sound so near, 
Where, boiling thiough the rocks, 
they roar, 

On Dunstanborough’s cavern’d shore , 
Thy tower, proud Bamborough, mark’d 
they there, 

King Ida’s castle, huge and square, 
From its tall rock look grimly down, 
And on the swelling ocean frown , 
Ihen from the coast they bore away, 
And reach’d the Holy Island’s bay 

IX 

The tide did now its flood mark gam, 
And girdled in the Saint’s domain 
For, with the flow and ebb, its style 
Vanes from continent to isle , 

Dry shod, o’ei sands, twice every day, 
The pilgrims to the shnne find way , 
Twice every day, the waves efface 
Of staves and sandall’d feet the trace 
As to the port the galley flew. 

Higher and higher rose to view 
The Castle with its battled wails, 

The ancient Monastery’s halls, 

A solemn, huge, and dark red pile, 
Plac’d on the margin of the isle 

X 

In Saxon strength, that Abbey frown’d, 
With massive arches broad and round, 
That rose alternate, row and row. 
On ponderous columns, short and 
low, 


Built ere the art was known, 

By pointed aisle, and shafted stalk, 
The arcades of an alley’d walk 
To emulate m stone 
On the deep walls, the heathen Dane 
Had pour d his impious rage m vain , 
And needful was such strength to these 
Expos’d to the tempestuous seas, 
Scourg’d by the winds eternal sway, 
Open to rovers fierce as they. 

Which could twelve hundred years 
withstand 

Winds, waves, and northern pirates’ 
hand 

Not but that portions of the pile, 
Rebuild^ in a later style, 

Show’d where the spoiler’s hand had 
been , 

Not but the wasting sea-breeze keen 
Had worn the pillar’s carving quaint, 
And moulder’d m his niche the saint, 
And rounded, with consuming power, 
The pointed angles of each tower, 
Yet still entire the Abbey stood, 

Like veteran, worn, but unsubdu’d 

XI 

Soon as they near’d his turrets strong. 
The maidens rais’d Saint Hilda’s song, 
And with thesea-waveand the wind, 
Their voices, sweetly shrill, com- 
bin’d, 

And made harmonious dose , 
Then, answering from the sandy 
shore, 

Half-drown’d amid the breakers* 
roar, 

According chorus rose 
Down to the haven of the Isle, 

The monks and nuns in order file, 
From Cuthbert’s cloisters grim , 
Banner, and cross, and lelics there, 

T o meet Saint Hilda’s maids, they bare , 
And, as they caught the sounds on air, 
They echo’d back the hymn 
The islanders, in joyous mood, 

Rush’d emulously through the flood, 
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To hale the bark land , 
Conspicuous by her veil and hood, 
Signing the cross, the Abbess stocsd, 
^And blessM them with her hand 

XII 

Suppose we now the welcome said. 
Suppose the Convent banquet made 
All through the holy dome, 

Through cloister, aisle, and gallery, 
Wherever vestal maid might pry, 

Nor risk to meet unhallow’d eye. 

The stranger sisters roam, — 

Till fell the evening damp with dew, ^ 
And the sharp sea breeze coldly blew. 
For there, even summer nigfit is chill 
Then, having stray’d and gaz’d their 
fill, 

They clos’d around the fire , 

And all, in turn, essay’d to paint 
The rival merits of their saint, 

A theme that ne’er can tire 
A holy maid , for, be it known, 

That their saint’s honour is their own 

XIII 

Then Whitby's nuns exulting told, 
How to their house three Barons bold 
Must menial service do , 

While horns blow out a note of shame. 
And monks cry ‘ Fye upon your name • 
In wrath, for loss of silvan game. 

Saint Hilda’s priest ye slew ’ — 
‘This, on Ascension day, each year, 
While labouring on our harbour-pier, 
Must Herbert, Bruce, and Percy 
hear’ 

They told how m their convent-cell 
A Saxon princess once did dwell, 

The lovely Edelfled , 

And how, of thousand snakes, each one 
Was chang’d into a coil of stone. 
When holy Hilda pray’d , 
Themselves, within their holy bound. 
Their stony folds had often found 
They told how sea-fowls’ pinions fail, 
As over Whitby’s towers they sail, 


And, sinking down, with fluttenngs 
faint, 

They do th^ir homage to the saint 

* XIV 

Nor did Saint Cuthbert’s daughters fail 
Fo^vie with these in holy tale , 

His body s resting place, of old. 

How oft their patron chang’d, they 
told, 

How, when the rude Dane burn’d 
their pile. 

The monks iled forth from Holy Isle , 
O’er northern mountain, marsh, and 
moor. 

From sea to sea, from shore to shore, 
Seven years Saint Cuthbert’s corpse 
they bore 

They rested them in fair Melrose, 
But though, alive, he lov’d it 
well, 

Not there his relics might repose , 
For, wondrous tale to tell t 
In his stone-coflSn forth he rides, 

A ponderous bark for river tides, 
Yet light as gossamer it glides. 
Downward to Tilmouth cell 
Nor long was his abiding there, 

For southward did the saint repair, 
Chester-le- Street, and Ripp»n, saw 
His holy corpse, ert Wardilaw 
Hail’d him with joy and fear , 

And, after many wandenngs past. 

He chose his lordly seat at last, 
Where his cathedral, huge and vast. 
Looks down upon the Wear 
There, deep in Durham’s Gothic shade. 
His relics are in secret laid , 

But none may know the place. 

Save of his holiest servants three. 
Deep sworn to solemn secrecy. 

Who sharft that wondrous grace 

XV 

Who may his miracles declare < 

Even Scotland’s dauntless king, and 
heir, 

E 5 
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(Although with them they led 
Gaiwfegians, wild as ocean’s gale, 
And Lodon’s knights, all sheath’d in 
mai^ ^ 

And the bold men of Teviotdale,) 
Before his standard fled 
"Twas he, to vindicate his reign, ^ 
Edg’d Alfred’s falchion on the Dane, 
And turned the Conqueror back again. 
When, with his Norman bowyer band. 
He came to waste Northumberland 

XVI 

But fain Saint Hilda’snunswouldlearn 
If, on a rock, by Lmdisfarne, 

Saint Cuthbert sits, and toils to frame 
The sea-born beads that bear his name 
Such tales had Whitby’s fishers told, 
And said they might his shape behold, 
And hear his anvil sound , 

A deaden’d clang, a huge dim form. 
Seen but, and heaid, when gathering 
storm 

And night were closing round 
But this, as tale of idle fame, 

The nuns of Lmdisfarne disclaim 

XVII 

While round the fire such legends go, 
Far different was the scene of woe 
Where, 'in a secret aisle beneath, 
Council was held of life and death 
It was more dark and lone that vault, 
Than the worst dungeon cell 
Old Colwulf built it, for his fault, 

In penitence to dwell, 

When he, for cowl and beads, laid down 
The Saxon battle a\e and crown 
This den, which, chilling every sense 
Of feeling, hearing, sight, 

Was call’d the Vault of Penitence, 
Excluding air and light. 

Was, by the prelate Sexhelm, made 
A place of burial for such dead, 

As, ha\ang died in mortal sin. 

Might not be laid the church within 
*Twas now a place of punishment, 
Whence if so loud a shriek were sent 


As reach’d th^ upper air. 

The hearers bless’d themsehes, and 
said 

The spirits of the sinful dead 
Bemoan’d their torments there 

XVIII 

But though, in the monastic pile, 

Did of this penitential aisle 
Some \ague tradition go. 

Few only, save the Abbot, knew 
Where the place lay , and still more few 
Were those who had from him the clew 
^ To that dread \ault to go 
Victim and executioner 
Were blindfold when transported 
there 

In low dark rounds the arches hung, 
From the rude rock the side-walls 
spiung, 

The grave-stones, rudely sculptur’d 
o’er. 

Half sunk in earth, by time half wore. 
Were all the pavement of the floor , 
The mildew drops fell one by one, 
With tinkling plash, upon the stone 
A cresset, in an iron chain. 

Which served to light this drear 
domain, 

With damp and darkness seem’d to 
strive, 

As if it scarce might keep alive , 

And yet it dimly serv’d to show 
The awful conclave met below 

„ XIX 

There, met to doom in secrecy, 

Were plac'd the heads of convents 
three — 

All servants of Saint Benedict, 

The statutes of whose order strict 
On i"on table lay , 

In long black dress, on seats of stone. 
Behind were these three judges shown 
By the pale cresset’s ray 
The Abbess of Saint Hilda’s, there, 
Sat for a space with wsage bare. 
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Until, to hide her bo^om s swell, 

And tear-drops that for pity fell, 

She closely drew her veil 
l^on shrouded figure, as I gufess. 

By her proud mien and flowing dress, 
Is Tynemouth’s haughty Prioress, 
And she with awe looks pale 
And he, that Ancient Man, whose sight 
Has long been quench d by age’s night, 
Upon whose wrinkled brow alone. 
Nor ruth, nor mercy’s trace, is shown, 
Whose look is hard and stern, — 
Saint Cuthbert’s Abbot is his style , 
For sanctity call’d, through the isle, 
The Saint of I mdisfarne 

XX 

Before them stood a guilty pair , 

But, though an equal fate they share, 
Yet one alone deserves our care 
Her sex a page’s dress belied , 

The cloak and doublet, loosely tied. 
Obscur’d her charms, but could not 
hide 

Her cap downo’erher faceshedrew, 
And, on her doublet breast, 

She tried to hide the badge of blue. 
Lord Marmion’s falcon crest 
But, at the Prioress* command, 

A Monk undid the silken band 
That tied her tresses fair, 

And rais’d the bonnet from her head, 
And down her slender form they 
spread, 

In ringlets rich and rare 
Constance de Beverley they know, 
Sister profess’d of Fontevraud, 

Whom the Church number’d with the 
dead, 

For broken vows, and convent fled 

XXI 

When thus her face was given to view, 
(Although, so pallid was her hue, 

It did a ghastly contrast bear 
To those bright nnglets glistering fair,) 
Her look compos’d, and steady eye, 
Bespoke a matchless constancy , 


And there sl^e stood so calm and pale, 
That, but her breathing did not/ail, 
And motion slight of eye and head, 
And of her bosom, warranted 
That*neither sense nor pulse she lacks, 
Youmight have thought a form of wax. 
Wrought to the very life, was there , 
So^still she was, so pale, so fair 

XXII 

Her comrade was a sordid soul, 

Such as does murder for a meed , 
Who, but of fear, knows no control, 
Because his conscience, sear’d an d foul, 
Feels not the import of his deed , 
One whose brute- feeling ne’er aspires 
Beyond his own more brute desires 
Such tools the Tempter ever needs, 
To do the savagest of deeds , 

For them no vision d terrors daunt, 
Their nights no fancied spectres haunt. 
One fear with them, of all most base. 
The fear of death, alone finds place 
This wretch was clad in frockand cowl, 
And sham’d not loud to moan and howl, 
His body on the floor to dash, 

And crouch, like hound beneath the 
lash , 

While his mute partner, standing near. 
Waited her doom without a.tear. 

XXIII 

Yet well the luckless wretch might 
shriek, 

Well might her paleness terror speak < 
For there were seen in that dark wall. 
Two niches, narrow, deep and tall 
Who enters at such grisly door, 

Shall ne’er, I ween, find exit more 
In each a slender meal was laid, 

Of roots, of water, and of bread 
By each, in Benedictine dress, 

Two haggard monks stood motionless 
W ho, holding high a blazing torch, 
Show’ d the gnm entrance of the porch 
Reflecting back the smoky beam. 

The dark-red walls and arches gleam 
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Hewn stones and cemeijit were dis- 
c play’d, 

And bmlding tools in order laid 

XXIV 

These executioners were chose, 

As men who were with mankind foes, 
And, with despite and envy fir d, 

Into the cj^oister had retir'd , 

Or who, in desperate doubt of grace, 
Strove, by deep penance, to efface 
Of some foul crime the stain , 

For, as the vassals of her will, 

Such men the Church selected still. 
As either joy d in doing ill, 

Or thought more grace to gam, 

If, in her cause, they w restled down 
Feelings their nature stro\e to own 
By strange device were they brought 
there, 

They knew not how, nor knew not 
where 

XXV 

And now that blind old Abbot rose. 

To speak the Chapter s doom, 

On those the wall was to enclose. 
Alive, within the tomb , 

But stopp’d, because that woful Maid, 
Gathenngherpowers,tospeakessaj d i 
Twice she essay’d, and twice in vain , I 
Her accents might ro utterance gam , 
Nought but imperfect muimurs slip 
From her convuls d and quivering lip , 
’Twixt each attempt all was so still. 
You seem’d to hear a distant nil , 
’Twas ocean's swells and falls , 
For though this vault of sin and fear 
Was to the sounding surge so near, 
A tempest there you scarce could 
hear, 

So massn e w ere the walls 

XXVI 

At length, an effort sent apart 
The blood that curdled to her heart, 
And light came to her eye. 


! And colour dawp d upon her cheek, 

A hectic and a flutter’d streak, 

Like that left on the Cheviot peak, 

By Autumn’s stormy sky , 

And when her silence broke at length. 
Still as she spoke she gather'd sti ength. 
And arm’d herself to bear 
It was a fearful sight to see 
Such high resolve and constancy 
In form so soft and fair 

XWII 

^ I speak not to implore > our grace, — 
Well know I, for one minute’s space 
^ Successless might I sue 
Nor do I Gpeak your prayers to gain , 
For if a death of lingering pain, 

To cleanse my sms, be penance vain. 
Vain are your masses too 
I listen’d to a traitor s tale, 

I left the convent and the veil , 

For three long years I bow’d my 
pride, 

A horse-boy in his tram to ride , 

And well my folly’s meed he gave, 
Who forfeited, to be his slave, 

All here, and all beyond the grave 
He saw young Clara s face more fair, 
He knew her of broad lands the 
heir, 

Forgot his vows, his faith forswore 
And Constance was belov d no more 
’Tis an old tale and often told , 

But did my fate and wish agree. 
Ne’er had been read, in story old, 
Ol maiden true betray’d for gold, 
That lov’d, or was aveng’d, like 
me ' 

XX\ ITI 

‘The King approv’d his favourite’s 
aim , 

In vam a nval barr d his clam, 

Whose fate with Clare s was plight, 
F or he attaints that rival’s fame 
With treason’s charge — and on they 
came, 

In mortal lists to fight 
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Their oaths are s^id, 

Their prayers are pray’d, 

Their lances in the rest are lai^. 
They meet m mortal shock , 

And, hark* the throng, with thun 
denng cry, 

Shout “ Marmion, Marmion ’ to the sky, 
De Wilton to the block < ” 

Say ye, who preach Heaven shall 
decide 

When in the lists two champions ride. 
Say, was Heaven’s justice here 2 
When, loyal in his love and faith, 
Wilton found overthrow or death 
Beneath a traitor’s spear ? 

How false the charge, how trfte he fell, 
This guilty packet best can tell ’ 

Then drew a packet from her breast. 
Paus’d, gather d voice, and spoke the 
rest 

^ Still was false Marmion’s bridal staid. 
To Whitby’s convent fled the maid, 
The hated match to shun 
Ho ' shifts she thus ? ” King Henry 
cried , 

“ Sir Marmion, she shall be thy bride 
If she were sworn a nun ” 

One way remain’d— the King s com- 
mand 

Sent Marmion to the Scottish land 
I linger’d here, and rescue plann d 
For Clara and for me 
This caitiff Monk, for gold, did swear 
He would to Whitby’s shrine repair, 
And, by his drugs, my rival fair 
A saint in heaven should be 
But ill the dastard kept his oath. 
Whose cowardice has undone us both 

XXX 

'And now my tongue the secret tells 
Not that remorse my bosom swells. 
But to assure my soul that none 
Shall ever wed with Marmion 
Had fortune my last hope betray’d, 
This packet, to the King convey’d, 


Had given Ijim to the headsman’s 
stroke, ^ 

Although my heart that instant broke 
Now, men oT death, woik forth your 
* will. 

For I can suffer, and be still , 

And come he slow , or come he fast, 

It 1 ^ but Death who comes at last 

XXXI 

'Yet dread me, from my living tomb, 
Ye vassal slaves of bloody Rome < 

If Marmion’s late remorse 'should 
wake, 

Full soon such vengeance will he take, 
That you should wish the fiery Dane 
Had rather been your guest again 
Behind, a darker hour ascends t 
The altars quake, the crosier bends. 
The ire of a despotic King 
Rides forth upon destruction’s wing , 
Ihen shall these vaults, so strong ancf 
deep 

Burst open to the sea- winds’ sweep , 
Some traveller then shall find my 
bones 

Whitening amid disjointed stones, 
And, ignorant of pnests’ cruelty, 
Marv’’el such relics here should be ’ 

XXXII 

Fix’d was her look, and stem her air* 
Back from her shoulders stream’d her 
hair , 

The locks, that wont her brow to 
shade. 

Star d up erectly from her head , 

Her figure seem d to rise more high , 
Her voice, despair’s wild energy 
Had given a tone of prophecy 
Appall’d the astonish’d conclave sate , 
With stupid eyes, the men of fate 
Gaz’d on the light inspired form, 

And listen’d for the avenging storm, 
The judges felt the victim’s dread , 

No hand was mov’d, no word was 
said. 
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Till thus the Abbot’s doop was given, 
Raising his sightless ballsto heaven — 

' Sister, let thy sorrows cease , 

Sinful brother, part in peace ’ ’ 

From that dire dungeon, place of 
doom, 

Of execution too, and tomb. 

Pac’d forth the judges three , 
Sorrow;it were, and shame, to tell 
The butcher-work that there befell, 
When they had glided from the cell 
Of sin and misery 

XXMII 

An hundred winding steps convey 
That conclave to the upper day , 

But, ere they breath’d the fresher air. 
They heard the shriekmgs of despair, 
And many a stifled groan 
With speed their upward way they 
take, 

(Such speed as age and fear can make,) 
And cross’d themsehes for terror’s 
sake, 

As hurrying, tottenng on 
Ev en in the vesper’s heavenly tone, j 
They seem’d to hear a dying groan, | 
And bade the passing knell to toll 
For welfare of a parting soul 
Slow o’er the midnight wave it swung, 
Northumbrian rocks in answer rung , 
To Warkworth cell the echoes roll’d, 
His beads the wakeful hermit told. 
The Bamborough peasant rais’d his 
head. 

But slept ere half a prayer he said , 

So far was heard the mighty knell, 
The stag sprung up on Cheviot Fell, 
Spread his broad nostnl to the wind. 
Listed before, aside, behind, 

Then couch d him down beside the 
hind. 

And quak’d among the mountain fern. 
To hear that sound so dull and stern 


Introduction to Canto 
Third 

TO 

WILLIAM ERSKINE, ESQ 

Ashestielf Eitnck Fo>£<^t 
Like April morning clouds, that pass. 
With varying shadow, o’er the grass. 
And imitate, on field and fuirow, 
^Life’s chequer’d scene of joy and 
sorrow , 

Like streamlet of the mountain north. 
Now in a torrent racing forth, 

Now winding slow its silver tram, 
And almost slumbering on the plain , 
Like breezes of the autumn day, 
Whose voice inconstant dies away. 
And ever swells again as fast, 

When the ear deems its murmur past , 
Thus various, my romantic theme 
Flits, winds, 01 sinks, a morning dream 
Yet pleas d, our eye pursues the trace 
Of Light and Shade’s inconstant race , 
Pleas’d, views the rivulet afar, 
Weaving its maze inegular , 

And pleas’d, we listen as the breeze 
Heaves its wild sigh through Autumn 
trees 

Then, wild as cloud, or stream, or gale, 
Flow on, flow unconfin’d, my Tale ' 

^Need I to thee, dear Erskine, tell 
I love the license all too well, 

In sounds now lowly, and now strong, 
To raise the desultory song * 

Oft, when ’mid such capricious chime. 
Some transient fit of lofty rhyme 
To thy kind judgment seem’d excuse 
For many an error of the muse, 

Oft hast thou said, ^ If, still misspent, 
Thine hours to poetry are lent, 

Go, and to tame thy wandenng course, 
Quaff from the fountain at the source , 
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Approach those meters, o’er whose 
tomb 

Immortal laurels ever bloom 
Instructive of the feebler bard, 

Still from the grave their voice is 
heard , 

From them, and from the paths they 
show’d, 

Choose honour’d guide and practis’d 
road, 

Nor ramble on through brake and 
maze, 

With harpers rude of barbarous days 

‘ Or deem st thou not our later time^ 
Yields topic meet for classit rhyme ^ 
Hast thou no elegiac verse 
For Brunswick’s venerable hearse ^ 
What • not a line, a tear, a sigh. 
When valour bleeds for liberty ^ 

Oh, hero of that glorious time, 

When, withunrivall’d light sublime, — 
Though martial Austria, and though 
all 

The might of Russia, and the Gaul, 
Though banded Europe stood her 
foes — 

The star of Brandenburgli arose • 
Thou couldst not live to see her beam 
For ever quench’d in Jena’s stream 
Lamented Chief’ it was not given 
To thee to change the doom of 
Heaven, 

And crush that dragon in its birth, 
Predestin d scourge of guilty eai th 
Lamented Chief ’ — notthine the power. 
To save in that presumptuous hour, 
When Prussia hurried to the field, 
And snatch’d the spear, but left the 
shield ’ 

Valour and skill ’twas thine to tiy, 
And, tried in vain, ’twas thine to die 
111 had it seem’d thy silver hair 
The last, the bitterest pang to share, 
For princedoms reft, and scutcheons 
riven. 

And birthrights to usurpers given , 


Thy land’s^ thy children’s wrongs to 
feel, 

And witness woes thou couldst not 
^ heal*’ 

On thee relenting Heaven bestows 
For honour’d life an honour d close , 
And when revolves, in time’s sure 
change, 

The hour of Germany’s revenge. 
When, breathing fury for lier sake, 
Some new Arminius shall awake. 

Her champion, erehe strike, shall come 
To whet his sword on Brunswick’s 
tomb 

^ Or of the Red Cross hero teach. 
Dauntless in dungeon as on breach 
Alike to him the sea, the shore, 

The brand, the bridle, or the oar 
Alike to him the war that calls 
Its votaries to the shatter’d walls, 
Which the grim Turk, besmear d 
with blood, 

Against the Invincible made good , 

Or that, whose thundering voice could 
wake 

The silence of the polar lake, 

When stubborn Russ, and metal d 
Swede, 

On the warp’d wave their death>game 
play’d , 

Or that, whereVengeance and Affright 
Howl’d round the father of the fight, 
Who snatch’d, on Alexandna’s sand, 
The conqueror’s wreath with d^iug 
hand 

'Or, if to touch such chord be thine, 
Restore the ancient tragic line, 

And emulate the notes that wrung 
From the wild harp, which silent hung 
By silver Avon’s holy shore. 

Till twice in hundred years roll d 
o’er, 

When she, the bold Enchantress, came 
With fearless hand and heart on 
ilamel 
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From the pale willow spatch d the 
treasure 

And swept it \\ ith a kindred measure, 
Till Avon’s swans, wiiile" rung the 
gro\e 

With Montfort’s hate and Basil s love, 
Awakening at the insDired strain, 
Deemd their own Shakspeare li\ d 
again ’ 

The friendship thus thy judgment 
wronging 

With praises not to me belonging, 

In task more meet for mightiest 
powers 

Wouldst thou engage m3 thriftless 
hours 

Butsa\’‘ mvErskme hast thou weigh’d 
That secret power by all obe3 d, 
Which w arps not less the passive mind, 
Its source conceal d or iindefin’d , 
“Whether an impulse, taat has birth 
Soon as the infant wakes on earth, 
One w ith our feelings and our pow ers, 
And rather part of us than ours , 

Or whether fitlier term d the sway 
Of habit, form’d in early day? 
Howe’er deriv’d, its force confest 
Rules with despotic sway the breast, 
And drags4is on by viewless chain, 
While taste and reason plead in vain 
Look east, and ask the Belgian wlij’- 
Beneath Batavna’s sultry sk3^ 

He seeks not eager to inhale 
The freshness of the mountain gale, 
Conten* to rear his whiten’d wall 
Beside the dank and dull canal ? 

He 11 say, from ^outh he loved to see 
The white sail gliding by the tree 
Or see yon weatherbeaten hind, 
Whose si uggish herds before him wind 
Whose tatter d plaid and niggedcheek 
His northern clime and kindred speak. 
Through England’s laughing meads he 
goes 

And England’s wealth around him 
flows , I 


I Ask, if 1+ would content him well, 

I At ease m those gay plains to dw ell 
I Where hedge-rows spread a verdant 
screen, 

And spires and forests intervene. 

And the neat cottage peeps betw een ? 
No ' not for these will he e^charge 
His dark Lochaber s boundless range, 
Not for fur Devon’s meads forsake 
Ben Nevi&grcv, and Garre’s lake 

Thus while I ape the measuie wdd 
Of tales that charm’d me 3 et a child, 
Rude though they be, stdl with the 
chime 

Return th^ thoughts of early time , 
And feel ngs rous d in life s first dav^ 
Gjovv in the line, and prompt the lav 
! Then rise those crags, tnat mountain 
tower 

Which charm’d my fanev’s wakening 
houi 

Though no broad river swept along. 
To claim, perchance, heroic song 
Though sigh’d no gioves in summer 
gale, 

To prompt of love a softer tale , 
Though scarccapun3 streamlet sspeed 
Claim d homage from a shepherd s 
reed , 

Yet was poetic impulse given, 

B} thegreen hilland clear blue heaven 
It was a barren scene, and wild, 
Where naked cliffs were rudely pil d , 
But ever and anon between 
Lay \ elv et tufts of loveliest green , 
And well the lonely infant knew 
Recesses where the wall flowergrevv , 
And honey-suckle lov’d to crawl 
Up the low crag and ruin’d wail 
I deem’d such nooks thesw^eetest shade 
The sun m all its round survev’d , 
And sMl I thought that shatter’d tower 
1 he mightiest work of human powei , 
And marvell’d as the aged hind 
With some strange tale bewitch’d my 
mind. 
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Of forayers, who, witj. headlong force, 
Down from that strength had spurr d 
their horse, 

Their southern rapine to renew, 
Farm the distant Cheviots blue, 

And, home returning, fill’d the hall 
With revel, wassel-rout, and brawl 
Methought that still with trump and 
clang 

The gateway’s broken arches rang , 
Methought gnm features, seam’d with 
scars, 

Glard through the windows rusty 
bars, 

And ever, by the winter hearth, 

Old tales I heard of woe or^irth, 

Of lowers’ slights, of ladies charms. 
Of witches’ spells, of warriors’ arms, 
Of patnot battles, won of old 

Wallace wight and Bruce the bold. 
Of later fields of feud and fight, 
When, pouring from their Highland 
height, 

The Scottish clans, in headlong sway, 
Had swept the scarlet ranks away 
While stretch’d at length upon the 
floor, 

Again I fought each combat o’er. 
Pebbles and shells, m order laid, 

The mimic lanks of war display’d , 
And onward still the Scottish Lion bore, 
And still the scatter d Southron fled 
before 

Still, with vain fondness, could I 
trace. 

Anew, each kind familiar face. 

That brighten’d at our evening fire ’ 
From the thatch’d mansion’s grey- 
hair’d Sire, 

Wise without learning, plain and good. 
And sprung of Scotland s gentler 
blood , 

Whose eye, in age, quick, clear, and 
keen, 

Show ’d what in youth its glance had 
been. 


Whose dooiji discording neighbours 
sought, 

Contend with equity unbought , 

To him the venerable Priest, 
Our^iequent and familiar guest, 
Whose life and manners well could 
paint 

Alike the student and the saint , 

Alas • whose speech too oft I broke 
With gambol rude and timeless ^oke 
Foi I was wayward, bold, and wild, 
A self' will’d imp, a grandame’s child. 
But half a plague, and half a j^st, 
Was still endur’d, belov’d, caress’d 

For me, thus nurtur’d, dost thou ask, 
The classic poet’s well conn’d task? 
Nay, Erskme, nay , on the wild hill 
Let the wild heath bell flourish still , 
Cherish the tulip, prune the vine, 

But freely let the woodbine twine, 
And leave untnmm’d the eglantine 
Na>, my friend, nay, since oft thy 
praise 

Hath given fresh vigour to my lays , 
Since oft thy judgment could lefine 
My flatten’d thought, or cumbrous line , 
Still kind, as is thy wont, attend. 

And in the minstrel spare the friend 
Thoughwildas cloud, as stream, as gale, 
Flow t orth, flow unrestram’dj my Tale ' 


Canto Third 
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The livelong daj^ Lord Marmion rode 
The mountain path the Palmer sh ow’d, 
By glen an3 streamlet winded still. 
Where stunted birches hid the nil 
They might not choose the lowland 
road, 

For the Merse forayexs were abroad. 
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Who, fird with hate and thirst of 
,prey. 

Had scarcely fail’d to bar their w^ay 
Oft on the trampling band Irom crown 
Of some tall cliff, the deer look d 
down , 

On wing of jet, from his repose 
In the deep heath, the black cock 
rose , 

Sprung from the gorse the timid roe. 
Nor waited for the bending bow , 

And w^hen the stony path began, i 
By which the naked peak they wan. 
Up flew the snowy ptarmigan ' 

The noon had long been pass d before • 
They gain’d the height of Lammer 1 
moor 

Thence winding down the northern 
wa-v, 

Before tnem, at the close of day 
Old Gifford s towers and hamlet lay 


No summers calls them to the tower. 
To spend the hospitable hour 
To Scotland scamp the Lord was gone 
His cautious dame, in bower alone, * 

Dreaded her castle to unclose, 1 

So late, to unknown friends or foes | 
On through the hamlet as they pac d, I 
Before a porch, whose front was 1 
grac’d I 

With bush and flagon trimlv plac’d, t 
Lord Marmion drew his rein , I 

The \ illage inn seem d large thougn 
rude , 

Its chee’-ful fire and hearty food 
Might well relieve his tram 
Down from their seats the hoi semen 
sprung, 

With Jingling spurs the court-yard 
rung. 

They bind their horses to the stall, 

For forage, food, and firing call, 

And various clamour fills the hall 
Weighing the labour with the cost, 
Toils everywhere the bustling host 


jii 

Soon, by the chimney’s merry blaze. 
Through the rude hostel might you 
gaze, 

Might see, where, in dark nook aloof, 
The rafters of the sooty roof 
Bore wealth of winter cheer , 

Of sea fowl dried, and solands store. 
And gammons of the tusky boar, 

And savoury haunch of deer 
The chimney arch projected wide , 
Above, around it, and beside, 

Were tools for housewives’ hand, 
Nor wanted, in that martial day 
The impl^ents of Scottish fray , 

The buckler, lance, and brand 
Beneath its shade, the place ol state, 
On oaken settle Marmion sate. 

And view d around the blazing hearth 
His follow ers mix in noisy mirth , 
Whom wnth brown ale, in jolly tide 
From ancient \essels ranged aside. 
Full actively their host supplied 

IV 

Theirs was the glee of martial breast 
And laughter theirs at little jest , 

And oft Lord Marmion deign d to aid, 
And mingle in the mirth they made 
For though, with men of high degree. 
The proudest of the proud was he, 

'V et, train’d in camps he knew the art 
To win the soldier s hardy heart 
They love a captain to obey, 
Boisterous as March, yet fresh as May, 
With open hand, and brow as free. 
Lover of wine and minstrelsy , 

Ever the first to scale a tower, 

As venturous in a lady’s bower 
Such buxom chief shall lead hife host 
From India’s fires to Zembla’s frost 

v 

Resting upon his pilgnm staff. 

Right opposite the Palmer stood , 
His thin dark visage seen but half, 
Half hidden by his hood 
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Still fixM on Marmi<jti was his look, 
Which he, who ill such gaze could 
brook, 

Strove by a frown to quell , 

6ut not for that, though more than 
once 

Full met their stern encountenng 
glance, 

The Palmer’s visage fell 

VI 

By fits less frequent from the crowd 
Was heard the burst of laughter loud , 
For still, as squire and archer star’d 
On that dark face and matted beard,* 
Their glee and game deorfm’d 
All gaz’d at length m silence drear, 
Unbroke, save when in comrade’s ear 
Some yeoman, wondering in his fear, 
Thus whisper’d forth his mind — 

^ Saint Mary < saw’st thou e’er such 
sight ^ 

How pale his cheek, his eye how 
bnght. 

Whene’er the firebrand s fickle light 
Glances beneath his cowl f 
Full on our Lord he sets his eye , 

For his best palfrey, would not I 
Endure that sullen scowl ’ 

VII 

But Marmion, as to chase the awe 
Which thus had quell d their hearts 
who saw 

The ever-varying fire-light show 
That figure stern and face of woe, 
Now call’d upon a squire 
* Fitz-Eustace, know’st thou not some 
lay, 

To speed the lingering night away ^ 
We slumber by the fire ’ 

VIII 

‘ S o please you, ’ thus the youth rej oin’d, 
^ Our choicest minstrel ’s left behind 
111 may we hope to please your ear, 
Accustom’d Constant’s strains to hear 
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The harp full deftly can he strike, 
And wake tbe lover’s lute alike , 

To dear Saint Valentine, no thrush 
Sings livelier from a spring-tide bush. 
No hightingale her love-lorn tune 
More sweetly warbles to the moon 
Woe to the cause, whate’er it be, 
Detains from us his melody. 

Lavish’d on rocks, and billows stern, 
Or duller monks of Lindisfe'*ne 
Now must I venture, as I ma>, 

To sing his favourite roundelay ’ 

IX 

A mellow voice Fitz Eustace had, 

The air he chose was wild and sad , 
Such have I heard, m Scottish land. 
Rise from the busy harvest band. 
When falls before the mountaineer, 
On Lowland plains, the ripen’d ear 
N ow one shrill voice the notes prolong, 
Now a wild chorus swells the song 
Oft have I listen’d, and stood still. 

As It came soften’d up the hill. 

And deem’d it the lament of men 
Who languish’d for their native glen , 
And thought how'sad would be such 
sound 

On Susquehana’s swamp> ground, 
Kentucky’s wood encumber d brake. 
Or wild Ontario’s boundless lake. 
Where heart-sick exiles, in the strain, 
Recall’d fair Scotland’s hills again • 

X 

SONG 

Where shall the lover rest. 

Whom the fates sever 
From his true maiden’s breast. 

Parted for ever ? 

Where, through groves deep and high, 
Sounds the far billow. 

Where early violets die, 

Undei the willow 

Chorus 

Elm loro, &c Soft shall be his pillow. 
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There, through the summer day, 
Cool streams are laving , 

There, while the tempests swa>, 
Scarce are boughs wavihg , 

There, thy rest shalt thou take, 
Parted for ever, 

Never again to wake. 

Never, 0 never < 

Chorus 

Ehu loro, &c Never, O never' 

XI 

Where shall the traitor rest, 

He, the deceiver, 

Who could win maiden’s breast. 
Ruin, and leave her? 

In the lost battle, 

Borne down by the flying. 

Where mingles war’s rattle 
With groans of the dying 

Chorus 

Eleti loro, Lc There shall he be lying 

Her wing shall the eagle flap 
O’er the false hearted , 

His warm blood the wolf shall lap, 
Ere life be parted 
Shame and dishonour sit 
By his flrrave ever , 

Blessing shall hallow it. 

Never, O never ' 

Chorus 

Eleu loro, &c Never, O never ’ 

XII 

It ceased, the melancholy sound , 
And silence sunk on all around 
The air was sad , but sadder still 
It fell on Marmion's ear, 

And plain’d as if disgrace and ill, 
And shameful death, wire near 
He drew his mantle past his face, 
Between it and the band, 

And rested with his head a space, 
Reclining on his hand 


His thoughts I ^an not, but I ween, 
That, could their import have been 
^ seen, 

The meanest groom in all the hall, 
That e’er tied courser to a stall, 
Would scarce have wash’d to be their 
prey, 

For Lutterward and Fontenaye 

XIII 

High minds, of native pride and force, 
Most deeply feel thy pangs. Remorse ' 
Fear, for their scourge, mean villains 
have , 

^hou art the torturer of the brave 
Yet fatal y^trength they boast to steel 
Their minds to bear the wounds they 
feel, 

Even while they writhe beneath the 
smart 

Of civil conflict in the heart 
F or soon Lord Marmion raised his head, 
And, smiling, to Fitz-Eustace said — 

' Is it not strange, that, as ye sung, 
Seem’d in mine ear a death peal rung, 
Such as in nunneries they toll 
For some departing sister’s soul ? 

Say, what may this portend ? ’ 

Then first the Palmer silence broke 
(The livelong day he had not spoke ) — 
* The death of a dear friend * 

XIV 

Marmion, whose steady heart and eye 
Ne’er changed m worst extremity , 
Marmion, whose soul could scantly 
brook, 

Even from his King, a haughty look , 
Whose accent of command controll d, 
In camps, the boldest of the bold — 
Thought, look, and utterance fail’d him 
now, 

Fall’n was his glance, and flush’d his 
brow 

For either in the tone, 

Or something in the Palmer’s look, 

So full upon his conscience strook. 
That answer he found none 
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Thus oft It haps, th|t when within 
They shnnk at sense of secret sin, 

A feather daunts the brave , 

A foors wild speech confounds the wise, 
And proudest pnnces vail their eyes 
Before their meanest slave 

XV 

Well might he falter * By his aid 
Was Constance Beverley betray’d 
Not that he augur d of the doom, 
Which on the living closed the tomb , 
But, tired to hear the desperate maid 
Threaten by turns, beseech, upbraid , 
And wroth, because in wild despair,* 
She practis’d on the life o^lare , 

Its fugitive the Church he gave, 
Though not a victim, but a slave , 

And deem’drestraintin convent strange 
Would hide her wrongs, and her 
revenge 

Himself, proud Henry’s favourite peer. 
Held Romish thunders idle fear, 
Secure his pardon he might hold, 

For some slight mulct of penance-gold 
Thus judging, he gave secret way, 
When the stern priests surpris’d their 
prey 

His tram but deem’d the favourite page 
Was left behind, to spare his age , 

Or other if they deem d, none dar’d 
To mutter what he thought and heard 
Woe to the vassal, who durst pry 
Into Lord Marmion’s privacy » 

XVI 

His conscience slept — he deem’d *her 
well, 

And safe secured in distant cell , 

But, waken’d by her favourite lay, 
And that strange Palmer’s boding say, 
That fell so ominous and drear 
Full on the object of his fear 
To aid remorse’s venom’d throes. 
Dark tales of convent- vengeance rose , 
And Constance, late betray’d and 
scorn’d, 
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All lovely on his soul return’d , 
Lovely as when, at treacherous call, 
She left her convent’s peaceful wail, 
Crimson’d* with shame, with terror 
* mute, 

Dreading alike escape, pursuit, 

Till love, victorious o’er alarms, 

I-Jid fears and blushes in his arms 

XVII 

* Alas’’ he thought, ‘how changed 
that mien ’ 

How changed these timid lopks have 
been, 

Since years of gui’t, and of disguise. 
Have steel’d her brow, and arm’d her 
eyes ’ 

No more of virgin terror speaks 
The blood that mantles in her cheeks , 
Fierce, and unfeminine, are there. 
Frenzy for joy, for grief despair, 

And I the cause — for whom were given 
Her peace on earth, her hopes m 
heaven 1 

Would,’ thought he, as the picture 
grows, 

‘ I on its stalk had left the rose 1 
Oh, why should man’s success remove 
The very charms that wake his love ’ 
Her convent’s peaceful solitude 
Is now a prison harsh ancfrude , 

And, pent within the narrow cell, 
How will her spint chafe and swell < 
How brook the stern monastic laws ' 
The penance how — and I the cause • 
Vigil and scourge — perchance even 
worse ^ ’ 

And twice he rose to cry, ‘ To horse 
And twice his Sovereign’s mandate 
came, 

Like damp upon a kindling flame , 
And twice he thought, ‘Gave I not 
chalge 

She should be safe, though not at 
large 2 

They durst not, for their island, shred 
One golden ringlet from her head ’ 
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Whil^ thus in Marmion’s bosom strove 
Repentance and reviving love, 

Like whirlwinds, whose* contending 
sway 

I ’ve seen Loch Vennachar obey, 
Their Host the Palmer’s speech had 
heard. 

And, talkative, took up the word 
'Ay, reverend Pilgrim, you, who stray 
From Scotland’s simple land away. 

To visit realms afar. 

Full often learn the art to know 
Of future weal, or future woe. 

By word, or sign, or star , 

Yet might a knight his fortune hear, 
If, knight like, he despises fear, 

Not far from hence , — if fathers old 
Anght our hamlet legend told * 

These broken words the menials move 
(For marvels still the vulgar love) , 
And, Marmion giving license cold, 

His tale the host thus gladly told — 

XIX 

THE host’s tale 

'A Clerk could tell what years have 
flown 

Since Alexander fill’d our throne 
(Third monarch of that warlike name), 
And eke the time when here he came 
To seek Sir Hugo, then our lord 
A braver never drew a sword , 

A wiser never, at the hour 
Ofmidnight, spoke the word of power 
The same, whom ancient records call 
The founder of the Goblin-Hall 
I would, Sir Knight, your longer stay 
Gave you that cavern to survey 
Of lofty roof, and ample size, 

Beneath the castle deep it lies 
To hew the living rock profound, 

The floor to pave, the arcb to round. 
There never toil’d a mortal arm , 

It all was wrought by w ord and charm , 
And I have heard my grandsire say. 
That the wild clamour and affray 


Of those dread artisans of hell, 

Who labour’d under Hugo’s spell, 
Sounded as loud as ocean’s war 
Among the caverns of Dunbar 

x\ 

^ The King Lord Gifford’s castle sought. 
Deep labounngwith uncertain thought. 
Even then he muster’d all his host, 
To meet upon the western coast 
For Norse and Danish galleys plied 
Their oars within the frith of Clyde 
There floated Haco’s banner trim. 
Above Norweyan warriors grim, 
•Savage of heart, and large of limb , 
Threatenng both continent and isle, 
Bute, Arran, Cunninghame, and Kyle 
Lord Gifford, deep beneath the ground, 
Heard Alexander’s bugle sound, 

And tamed not his garb to change. 
But, m his wizard habit strange. 

Came forth, — a quaint and fearful sight , 
His mantle lined with fox-skins white, 
His high and wnnkled forehead bore 
A pointed cap, such as of yore 
Clerks say that Pharaoh’s Magi wore 
His shoes were mark’d with cross and 
spell. 

Upon his breast a pentacle , 

His zone, of virgin parchment thin, 
Or, as some tell, of dead man’s skin. 
Bore many a planetary sign, 

Combust, and retrograde, and trine. 
And in his hand he held prepar'd, 

A naked sword without a guard 

XXI 

' Due dealings with the fiendish race 
Had mark’d strange lines upon his face , 
Vigil and fast had worn him grim. 

His eyesight dazzled seem’d and dim. 
As one unus’d to upper day , 

E\ en his own menials with dismay 
Beheld, Sir Knight, the gnsly Sire, 

In his unwonted wild attire , 
Unwonted, for traditions run, 

He seldom thus beheld the sun 
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I know,” he said#- his voice was 
hoarse, 

And broken seem’d its hollow fore®, — 
know the cause, although untold, 
Why the King seeks his vassal s hold 
Vainly from me my liege would know 
His kingdom’s future weal or woe , 
But y et, if strong his arm and heart, 
His courage may do more than art 

XXII 

Of middle air the demons proud. 
Who ride upon the racking cloud, 
Can read, in fix d or wandering star, 
The issue of events afar , 

But still their sullen aid wiiiihold, 
Save when by mightier force con- 
troll’d 

Such late I summon’d to my hall , 
And though so potent was the call 
That scarce the deepest nook of hell 
I deem’d a refuge from the spell, 

Yet, obstinate in silence still, 

The haughty demon mocks my skill 
But thou — who little know’st thy 
might, 

As born upon that blessed night 
When yawning graves, and dying 
groan, 

Proclaim’a heirs empire overthrown — 
With untaught valour shalt compel 
Response denied to magic spell ” 

** Gramercy,” quoth our Monarch free, 
“ Place him but front to front with me. 
And, by this good and honour d brand, 
The gift of Coeur-de- Lion’s hand, • 
Soothly I swear, that, tide what tide, 
The demon shall a buffet bide ” 

His bearing bold the wizard view’d, 
And thus, well pleas’d, his speech 
renew d — 

“ There spoke the blood of Malcolm ’ — 
mark 

Forth pacing hence, at midnight dark, 
The rampart seek, whose circling 
crown 

Crests the ascent of yonder down 


A southern entrance shall thou find. 
There halt, and there thy bugle wind, 
And trust thine elfin foe to see, 

In guise of thy worst enemy 
Couch then thy lance, and spur thy 
steed — 

Uj^onhim * and Saint George to speed ’ 
If he go down, thou soon shalt know 
Whale’er these airy sprites can show. 
If thy heart fail thee in the strife, 

I am no warrant for thy life ” 

XXIII 

' Soon as the midnight bell did ring, 
Alone, and arm’d, forth rode the King 
To that old camp’s deserted round 
Sir Knight, you well might mark the 
mound, 

Left hand the town, — the Pictish race, 
The trench, long since, in blood did 
trace , 

The moor around is brown and bare, 
The space within is green and fair 
The spot our village children know, 
For there the earliest wild flowers 
grow , 

But woe betide the wandenng wight, 
That treads its circle m the night ' 
The breadth across, a bowshot clear, 
Gives ample space for full career 
Opposed to the four points of heaven, 
By four deep gaps are entrance given 
The southernmost our Monarch past, 
Halted, and blew a gallant blast , 

And on the north, within the ring, 
Appear’d the form of England’s King, 
Who then, a thousand leagues afar, 

In Palestine wag’d holy war 

Yet arms like England’s did he wield, 

Alike the leopards in the shield, 

Alike his Syrian courser’s frame, 

The rider’s length of limb the same 
Long afterv^ards did Scotland know, 
Fell Edward was her deadliest foe 

^ XXIV 

*The vision made our Monarch start, 
But soon he mann’d his noble heart, 
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And in the first career th^y ran, 

The Elfin Knight fell, horse and 
man , 

Yet did a splinter of his lance 
Through Alexander s visor glance. 
And razed the skin — a puny wound 
The King, light leaping to the groupd, 
With naked blade his phantom foe 
Compell’d the future war to show 
Of Largs he saw the glorious plain, 
Where still gigantic bones remain, 
Memorial of the Danish war , 
Himself he saw, amid the field. 

On high his brandish d war-axe wueld, 
And strike proud Haco from his 
car, 

While all around the shadow 3 ’’ Kings 
Denmark’s grim ravens cower’d their 
wings 

*Tis said, that, in that awful night, 
Remoter visions met his sight, 
Foreshowing future conquests far, 
When our sons’ sons wage northern 
war, 

A royal city, tower and spire, 
Redden’d the midnight sky with fire. 
And shouting crews her navy bore, 
Triumphant, to the victor shore 
Such signs may learned clerks explain, 
They pas* the wit of simple swam 

XXV 

' The joyful King turn’d home again. 
Headed his host, and quell’d the Dane , 
But yearly, when retui n’d the night 
Of his strange combat with the sprite, 
His wound must bleed and smart , 
Lord Gifibrd then would gibing say, 
Bold as ye were, my liege, ye pay 
The penance of your start ” 

Long since, beneath Dunfermline’s 
nave. 

King Alexander fills his grave , 

Our Lady give him rest • 

Yet still the knightly spear and shield 
The Elfin Wamor doth wield, 

Upon the brown hill’s breast , 


And many a kirght hath prov d his 
chance. 

In ^he charm d ring to break a lance. 
But all have foully sped , 

Save two, as legends tell, and they 
Were Wallace wight, and Gilbert Ha^^ 
Gentles, m^^ tale is said ’ 

\xvi 

The quaighs weie deep, the liquor 
strong, 

And on the tale the ^’•eoman throng 
Had made a comment sage and long, 
^ But Marmion gave a sign 
And, vvith4:heir lord, the squires retire, 
The rest, around the hostel fire, 

Their drowsy limbs recline , 

For pillow, underneath each head, 
The quiv er and the targe were laid 
Deep slumbering on the hostel floor. 
Oppress’d with toilandale, thej snore 
The dying flame, in fitful charge, 
Threw on the group its shadows 
strange 

XWII 

Apart, and nestling in the hay 
Ot a waste loft, Fitz-Eustace lay, 
Scarce, by the pale moonlight, were 
seen 

The foldings of his mantle green 
Lightly he dreamt, as youth will 
dream, 

Of sport by thicket, or by stream , 

Of hawk or hound, of ring or glov e, 
Oc, lighter yet, of lady’s love 
A cautious tread his slumber broke, 
And close beside him, when he woke, 
In moonbeam half, and half m gloom, 
Stood a tall form, with noddingplume , 
But, ere his dagger Eustace drew, 

His master Marmion’s voice he knew 

XXVIII 

* Fitz-Eustace * rise, I cannot rest , 
Yon churl’s wild legend haunts my 
breast, 
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And giaver thought^have chafed my 
mood 

The air must cool my feverish blopd, 
And fain would I ride forth, to see 
'Hie scene of elfin chivalrj^ 

Arise, and saddle me my steed , 

And, gentle Eustace, take good heed 
Thou dost not rouse these drowsy 
slaves , 

I would not, that the prating knaves 
Had cause for saying, o’er their ale. 
That I could credit such a tale ’ — | 

Then softly down the steps they slid, 
Eustace the stable door undid. 

And, darkling, Marmion s steed* 
array’d, 

While, whispering, thus the Baron 
said — 


^Didst never, good my youth, hear 
tell. 

That on the hour when I was born. 
Saint George, who graced my sires 
chapelle, 

Down from his steed of marble fell, 

A weary wight forlorn ? 

The flattering chaplains all agree, 

1 he champion left his steed to me 
I would, the omen s truth to show, 
That I could meet this Elfin Foe > 
Blithe would I battle, for the right 
1 o ask one question at the spnte 
Vain thought ^ for elves, if elves there 
be, 

An empty race, by fount or sea. 

To dashing waters dance and sing, 

Or round the green oak wheel their 
ring’ 

Thus speaking, he his steed bestrode, 
And from the hostel slowly rode 

XXX 

Fitz Eustace followed him abroad. 
And mark’d him pace the village 
road. 


And listeUj’d to his horse s tramp, 
Till, by the lessening sound. 

He judg’d that of the Pictish camp 
Lord l\farmion sought the round 
Wonder it seem d, in the squire’s eyes, 
That one, so wary held, and wise, — 
Of^vhom twas said he scarce received 
For gospel what the church be- 
lies ed, — 

Should, stirr d by idle tale, 

Ride forth in silence of the night. 

As hoping half to meet a sprite, 
Array’d in plate and mail ^ 

For little did Fitz-Eustace know. 

That passions, in contending flow, 
Unfix the strongest mind, 

Wearied from doubt to doubt to flee 
We welcome fond ciedulity, 

Guide confident, though blind 

XXXI 

Little for this Fitz-Eustace car’d 
But, patient waited till he heard. 

At distance, prick’d to utmost speed. 
The foot tramp of a fl;j ing steed, 

Come town ward rushing on , 

First, dead, as if on turf it trode, 
Then, clattering on the village road , — 
In other pace than forth he y ode. 
Return’d Lord Marmion ^ 

Down hastily he sprung from selle, 
And, in his haste, wellnigh he fell , 
To the squire’s hand the rein he threw-. 
And spoke no word as he withdrew 
But yet the moonlight did betray. 
The falcon-crest was soil’d with clay. 
And plainly might Fitz Eustace see, 
By stains upon the chaigers knee, 
And his left side, that on the moor 
He had not kept his footing sure 
Long musing on these wondrous signs, 
At length to rest the squire reclines. 
Broken and short , for still, between, 
Would dreams of terror intervene 
Eustace did ne’er so blithely mark 
The first notes of the morning lark 
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Introduction to Canto 
Fourth 

TO 

JAMES SKENE, Esq 

Ashesiiel Ethicl Fojcst 
An ancieat Mmstrel sagely said 
^ Where is the life which late we led?’ 
1 hat motley clown in Arden wood, 
Whom, humorous Jaques with envy 
\iew d, 

Not even that clown could amplify 
On this trite text so long as I 
Eleven years we now may tell, 

Since we have known each other well , 
Since, riding side by side, our hand 
First drew the voluntary brand , 

And sure, through manya varied scene, 
Unkindness never came between 
Away these winged years have flown, 
To join the mass of ages gone , 

And though deep mark’d, like allbelow, 
With chequer d shades ofjoyandwoe , 
Though thou o’er i ealms and seas hast 
rang’d, 

Mark’d cities lost, and empires chang’d. 
While here, at home, my narrower ken 
Somewhat of manners saw, and men , 
Though varying wishes, hopes, and 
fears. 

Fever’d the progi ess of these years, 
Yetnow, days, weeks, and months, but 
seem 

The recollection of a dream, — 

So still we glide down to the sea 
Of fathomless eternity 

Even now it scarcely seems a day, 
Since first I tuned this idle lay , 

A task so often thrown aside, 

When leisure graver cares denied, 
That now, November’s dreary gale. 
Whose voice inspir’d my opening tale, 
That same November gale once more 
Whirls the dryleaves on Yarrow shore 


Their vex’d boijghs streaming to the 
sky, 

Oi^e more our naked birches sigh, 
And Blackhouse heights, and Ettrick 
Pen, 

Have donn’d their wintry shrouds 
again 

And mountain dark and flooded mead, 
Bid us forsake the banks of Tweed 
Earlier than wont along the skj-, 
Mix’d with the rack, the snow mists 

fly, 

The shepherd, who in summer sun, 
Had something of our emy won, 

^As thou with pencil, I with pen, 

The featifres trac’d of hill and glen , — 
He who, outstretch d the livelong day, 
At ease among the heath flowers lay. 
View d the light clouds with vacant 
look, 

Or slumber’d o’er his tatter’d book, 

Or idly busied him to guide 
His angle o’er the lessen’d tide — 

At midnight now, the snowy plain 
Finds sterner labour for the swam 

When red hath set the beamless sun, 
Through heavy vapours dark and dun , 
When the tir d ploughman, dry and 
warm, 

Hears, half asleep, the rising storm 
Hulling the hail, and sleeted rain, 
Against the casement’s tinkling pane, 
The sounds that drive wild deer, and 
fox, 

To shelter m the brake and rocks, 
Are warnings which the shepherd ask 
To dismal and to dangerous task 
Oft he looks forth, and hopes, in vam, 
The blast may sink in mellowing rain , 
Till, dark above, and white below, 
Decided drives the flaky snow. 

And forth the hardy swam must go 
Long, with dejected look and whine, 
To leave the hearth his dogs repine , 
Whistling and cheering them to aid, 
Around his back he wreathes the plaid 
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His flock he gathers, ^and he guides, 
To open downs, and mountain-sides, 
Where fiercest though the temj^est 
^ blow, 

Least deeply lies the drift below 
The blast, that whistles o’er the fells. 
Stiffens his locks to icicles , 

Oft he looks back, while, streaming far, 
His cottage window seems a star, — 
Loses its feeble gleam, — and then 
1 urns patient to the blast again, 

And, facing to the tempest’s sweep, 
Drives through the gloom his lagging 
sheep 

If fails his heart, if his limbs fail, 
Benumbing death is in the fale 
His paths, his landmarks, all unknown, 
Close to the hut, no more his own. 
Close to the aid he sought m vam. 
The morn may find the stiffen’d swam 
The widow sees, at dawning pale. 

His orphans raise their feeble wail , 
And, close beside him, in the snow, 
Poor Yarrow, partner of their woe. 
Couches upon his master’s breast, 
And licks his cheek to break his rest 

Who envies now the shepherd’s lot. 
His healthy fare, his 1 ural cot, 

His summer couch by greenwood tree, 
His rustic kirn’s loud revelry. 

His native hill-notes, tun’d on high, 
To Marion of the blithesome eye , 

His crook, his scrip, his oaten reed, 
And all Arcadia s golden creed ^ 

Changes not so with us, my Skene, 
Of human life the varying scene ^ 

Our youthful summer oft we see 
Dance by on wings of game and glee, 
While the dark storm reserves its 
rage. 

Against the winter of our age 
As he, the ancient Chief of Troy, 

His manhood spent in peace and joy , 
But Grecian fires, and loud alarms. 
Call’d ancient Priam forth to arms 


Then.happ 3 r those, since eacli must 
drain ’ 

His share of pleasure, share of pain, — 
1 hen happy those, beloved of Heaven, 
To "s^hom the mingled cup is given , 
Whose lenient soriows find relief, 
Whosejoys are chasten’d by their grief 
Ar'^ such a lot, my Skene, was thine, 
When thoir of late wert doom’d to 
twine, 

Just when thy bridal hour was by, 
The cypress with the myrtle tie 
Just on thy bride her Sire had smil’d, 
And bless’d the union of his child, 
When love must change its joyous 
cheer, 

And wipe affection’s filial tear 
Nor did the actions next his end, 
Speak more the father than the friend 
Scarce had lamented Forbes paid 
The tnbute to his Minstrel s shade , 
The tale of friendship scarce was told, 
Ere the narrator s heart was cold 
Far may we search before we find 
A heart so manly and so kind ’ 

But not around his honour’d urn, 
Shall friends aloneand kindred mourn , 
The thousand eyes his care had dried, 
Pour at his name a bitter tide , 

And frequent falls the grateful dew, 
For benefits the world ne’er knew 
If mortal charity dare claim 
The Almighty ’s attributed name, 
Inscribe above his mouldering clay 
The widow’sshield,the orphan ’sstay ^ 
Nor, though it wake thy sorrow, deem 
My verse intrudes on this sad theme , 
For sacred was the pen that wrote, 

* Tny father’s friend forget thou not ’ 
And grateful title may I plead, 

If or many a kindly word and deed, 
To bnng my tnbute to his gra\e 
’Tis little, but ’tis all I have 

To thee, perchance, this rambling 
strain 

Recalls our summer walks again , 
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When, doing nought — and, to speak 
true, 

Not anxious to find aught to do — 
The wild unbounded hills^e rang d. 
While oft our talk its topic chang’d, 
And, desultory as our way, 

Rang’d, unconfin’d, from grave to gay 
Even when itflagg’d, as oft will chant e. 
No effort made to break its trance, 
We could right pleasantly pursue 
Our sports in social silence too , 

Thou gravely labouring to portray 
The blighted oak’s fantastic spray , 

I spelling o’er, with much delight. 

The legend of that antique knight, 
Tirante by name, yclep d the White 
At cither’s feet a trusty squire, 
Pandour and Camp, with eyes of fire. 
Jealous, each others motions Mew’d, 
And scarce suppress’d their ancient feud 
The laverock whistled from the cloud , 
The stream was lively, but not loud , 
From the white thorn the May-flower 
shed 

Its dewy fragrance round our head 
Not Ariel lived more merrily 
Under the blossom’d bough, than we 

And blithesome nights, too, have 
been ours, 

When Wmter stript the summer’s 
bowers 

Careless we heard, what now I hear, 
The wild blast sighing deep and drear. 
When fires were bright, and lamps 
beam’d gay, 

And ladies tun d the lovely lay , 

And he was held a laggard soul, 

Who shunn’d to quaff the sparkling 
bowl 

Then he, whose absence we deplore, 
Who breathes the gales of Devon’s shore, 
The longer miss’d, bewail’d the more , 
And thou, and I, and dear loved Rae\ 
And one whose name I may not say®, — 

1 Sir Vrxlfiam Rae of St Catharines, Bart , subse 
quently Lord Advocate of Scotland 

2 Sir Waiiam Forbes of Pitdigo, Bart 


For not Mimosa^ tender tree 
Shrinks sooner from the touch than 
he, — 

In merry chorus well combm d, 

With laughter drown’d the whistling 
wind 

Mirth was within , and Cai c without 
Might gnaw her nails to hear our shout 
Not but amid the buxom scene 
Some grave discourse might mter- 
\ene — 

Of the good horse that bore him best. 
His shoulder, hoof, and arching crest 
For, like mad Tom’s, our chiefest care, 
Was horse to ride, and weapon wear 
Such nigMts we 've had , and, though 
the game 

Of manhood be more sober time, 

And though the field-day, or the dnll, 
Seemdess important nowj- — yet still 
Such may we hope to share again 
The sprightly thought inspires my 
strain ’ 

And mark, how, like a horseman true, 
Lord Marmion’s march I thus renew 


Canto Fourth 

I 

Eustace, I said, did blithely mark 
1 he first notes of the merry lark 
The lark sang shrill, the cock he crew. 
And loudly Marmion’s bugles blew, 
And with their light and lively call 
Bi ought groom and yeoman to the 
stall 

W'histlmg they came, and free of 
heart, 

But soon their mood was chang’d, 
Complaint was heard on every part. 
Of something disarrang’d 
Some clamour’d loud for armour lost , 
Some brawl’d and wrangled with the 
host, 
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‘ By Becket’s bones/ cried one, ‘ I 
fear, 

That some false Scot has stolen my 
spear < ’ 

'!k*oiing Blount, Loi d Marmion’s second 
squire. 

Found his steed wet with sweat and 
mire , 

Although the rated horse-boy sware 
Last night he dress’d him sleek and 
fair 

While chaf d the impatient squire, like 
thunder 

Old Hubert shouts in fear and won- 
der — 

' Help, gentle Blount ’ help,tcomrades 
alH 

Bevis lies dying in his stall 
To Marmion who the plight dare tell, 
Of the good steed he loves so well ? ’ 
Gaping for fear and ruth, they saw 
The charger panting on his straw , 
Till one, who would seem wisest, 
cried — 

* What else but evil could betide. 
With that cursed Palmer for our 
guide ^ 

Better we had through mire and bush 
Been lantern-led by Friar Rush’ 

II 

Fitz-Eustace, who the cause but 
guess’d, 

Nor wholly understood. 

His comrades’ clamorous plaints 
suppress’d, — 

He knew Lord Marmion’s modd 
Him, ere he issu’d forth, he sought, 
And found deep plung’d in gloomy 
thought, 

And did his tale display 
Simply as if he knew of nought 

To cause such disarray 
Lord Marmion gave attention cold. 
Nor marvell’d at the wonders told, — 
Pass’d them as accidents of course. 
And bade his clanons sound to horse 


III 

Young Heni^ Blount, meanwhile, the 
cost 

Had reckoned with their Scottish host, 
And* as the charge he cast and paid, 

‘ 111 thou deserv’st thy hire,’ he said , 
‘Dost see, thou knave, my horse’s 
plight ^ 

Fairies have ridden him all the night, 
And left him in a foam ’ 

I trust that soon a conjuring band, 
With English cross, and blazing brand, 
Shall drive the devils from this land. 
To their infernal home 
For in this haunted den, I trow. 

All night they trample to and fro ’ 
The laughing host look’d on the hire, — 
‘ Gramercy, gentle southern squire. 
And if thou comest among the rest. 
With Scottish broadsword to be blest. 
Sharp be the brand, and sure the blow, 
And short the pang to undergo * 

Here stay’d their talk, — for Marmion 
Gave now the signal to set on 
The Palmer snowing forth the way. 
They journey’d all the morning day 

IV 

The green-sward way was smooth and 
good, 

Through Humbie’s and through Sal- 
toun’s wood , ' 

A forest glade, which, varying still 
Heie gave a view of dale and hill, 
There narrower clos’d, till over head 
A vaulted screen the branches made 
‘ A pleasant path/ Fitz- Eustace said , 

‘ Such as where errant-knights might 
see 

Adventures of high chivalry, 

Might meet some damsel flying fast, 
With hair unbound, and looks aghast , 
And smooth and level course were here, 
In her defence to break a spear 
Here, too, are twilight nooks and dells , 
And oft, in such, the story tells, 

The damsel kind, from danger freed, 
Did grateful pay her champion’s meed ’ 



128 


(Jllftmtott. 


[Canto 


He spoke to cheer Lord Marjpion’s 
mmd 

Perchance to show his lore design d , 
For Eustace much had^or d 
Upon a huge romantic tome. 

In the hall window of his home. 
Imprinted at the antique dome 
Ot Caxton, or De Worde 
Therefore he spoke, — but Spoke in vain, 
For Marniion answer d nought again 

V 

Now sudden, distant tiumpets shrill 
In notes prolong d by wood and hiJI, 
Weie heard to echo far, 

Each ready archer grasp d his bow, 
But by the flourish soon they know, 
They breath’d no point of war 
Yet cautious, as in foeman s land, 
Lord Mai mion soider speeds the band, 
Some opener ground to gain , 

And scarce a furlong had they rode, 
When thinner trees, receding, show’d 
A little woodland plain 
Just in that advantageous glade, 

The halting troop a Irre had made. 

As forth from the opposing shade 
Issu’d a gallant train 
vr 

F irst came thetrumpets, at whose clang 
So late the forest echoes rang , 

On piancing steeds they forward 
press’d, 

With scarlet mantle, azure vest , 

Each at his trump a banner wore, 
Which Scotland’s royal scutcheon 
bore 

Heralds and pursuivants, by name 
Bute, Islay, Marchmount, Rothsay, 
came, 

In painted tabards, proudly showing 
Gules, Argent, Or, and Azure glowing, 
Attendant on a King at arms. 
Whose hand the armorial truncheon 
held, 

That feudal strife had often quell’d, 
When Wildest its alarms 


VII 

He was a ma"h of middle age , 

In aspect manly, grave, and sage, 
As on King’s errand come , 

But in the glances of his eye, 

A penetrating, keen, and sl> 
Expression found its home , 

The flash of that satiric lage, 
Which, bursting on the earl3^ stage, 
Branded the vices of the age, 

And broke the keys of Rome 
On milk white palfrey forth hepic’d, 
His ^ap of maintenance was grac d 
With the proud heron plume 
From his steed s shoulder, loin, and 
bi'sast, 

Silk housings swept the ground, 
With Scotland s aims, device, and 
crest, 

Embroider’d round and round 
The double tressure might you see, 
First by Achaius borne, 

The thistle and the fleur de-lis, 

And gallant unicorn 
So blight the King s armorial coat, 
Thatscarcethe dazzled eye could note. 
In living colours, blazon’d brave, 

The Lion, which his title gave 
A train, which well beseem’d his state. 
But all unarm’d, around him wait 
Still IS thy name in high account, 
And still thy veise has chaims, 
Sir David Lindesiy of the Mount, 
Lord Lion King at arms * 

VIII 

Down from his horse did Marmion 
spring, 

Soon as he saw the Lion-King , 

For well the stately Baron knew 
To him such courtesy was due, 

Whom ro>al James himself had 
crown’d, 

And on his temples plac’d the round 
Of Scotland s ancient diadem 
And wet his brow with hallow’d wme, 
And on his finger given to shine 
The emblematic gem 



IV] 


Camp. 


12 ^ 


Their mutual greeting duly made, 

The Lion thus his message said — 

‘ Though Scotland’s King hath deepjy 
swore 

N^er to knit faith with Henry more, 
And strictly hath forbid resort 
From England to his royal court , 

Yet, for he knows Lord Marmion’s 
name, 

And honours much his warlike fame, 
My liege hath deem’d it shame, and lack 
Of courtesy, to turn him back , 

And, by his order, I, your guide, 

Must lodging fit and fair provide, 

Till finds King James meet time to see 
The flower of English chivali^ ’ 

IX 

Though inly chafd at this delay, 

Lord Marmion bears it as he may 
The Palmer, his mystenous guide, 
Beholding thus his place supplied. 
Sought to take leave m vain 
Strict was the Lion- King s command, 
That none, who rode in Marmion’s 
band, 

Should sever from the train 
^ England has here enow of spies 
In Lady Heron’s witching eyes ’ 

To Marchmount thus, apart, he said, 
But fair pretext to Marmion made 
The right-hand path they now decline, 
And trace against the stream the Tyne 

X 

At length up that wild dale they wind,^ 
Where Cnchtoun Castle crowns the 
bank , 

For there the Lion’s care assign’d 
A lodging meet for Marmion’s rank 
That Castle rises on the steep 
Of the green vale of Tyne 
And far beneath, where slow they 
creep, 

From pool to eddy, dark and deep, 
"Where alders moist, and willows eep, 
You hear her streams repme 


The towers ii^ different ages rose , 
Their various architecture shows 
The builders’ various hands , 

A mighty mass, that could oppose. 
When deadliest hatred fir’d its foes, 
The vengeful Douglas bands 

XI 

Cnchtoun’ though now thy miry court 
But pens the lazy steer and sheep. 
Thy turrets rude, and totter’d Keep, 
Have been the minstrel’s lov’d resort 
Oft ha\e I trac’d, within thy foH, 

Of mouldering shields the mystic 
’ sense. 

Scutcheons of honour, or pretence. 
Quarter d in old armorial sort. 
Remains of rude magnificence , 

Nor wholly yet had time defac’d 
Thy lordly gallery fair , 

Nor yet the stony cord unbrac’d, 
Whose twisted knots, with roses lac d. 
Adorn thy ruin’d stair 
Still rises ummpair’d “below, 

The court-yard’s graceful portico , 
Above its cornice, row and row 
Of fair hewn facets richly show 
Their pointed diamond form, 
Though there but houseless cattle go 
To shield them from the storm 
And, shuddering, still may we 
explore, 

Where oft whilom were captives 
pent, 

The darkness of thy Massy More ; 
Or, from thy grass-grown battle- 
ment, 

May trace, in undulating line. 

The sluggish mazes of the Tyne 

xiz 

Another aspect Cnchtoun show’d. 

As through its portal Marmion rode ^ 
But yet ’twas melancholy state 
Received him at the outer gate , 

For none were in the Castle then, 

1 But women, boys, or aged men 
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With eyes scarce dried, |he son owing 
dame 

To welcome noble Marmion came , 
Her son, a stripling twefve years old, 
Pi offer d the Baron’s rein to hold , 
For each man that could draw a 
sword 

Had march’d that morning with their 

loi-d, 

Earl Adam Hepburn, — he who died 
On Flodden, by his sovereign’s side 
Long may his Lady look in vam » 

She ne’er shall see his gallant tram, 
Come sweeping back through Crich- 
toun Dean 

’Twas a brave race, before the name 
Of hated Bothwell stain’d their fame 

xin 

And here two days did Marmion rest, 
With every rite that honour claims 
Attended as the King’s own guest — 
Such the command of Royal James, 
Who marshall’ A then his land’s array, 
Upon the Borough moor that lay 
Perchance he would not foeman’s eye 
Upon his gathering host should pry, 
Till full prepar’d was every band 
To march against the English land 
Here while they dwelt, did Lindesay s 
wit 

Oft cheer the Baron’s moodier fit , 
And, in his turn, he knew to prize 
Lord Marmion’s powerful mind, and 
wise, — 

Train’d m the lore of Rome and 
Greece, 

And policies of war and peace 

XIV 

It chanc’d, as fell the second night, 
lhat on thebattlements they walk’d, 
And, by the slowly fading light, 

Of varying topics talk’d , 

And, unaware the Herald-bard 
Said Marmion might his toil have 
spar’d, 

In travelling so far , 


For that a messenger from heaven 
In vain to James had counsel given 
JVgainst the English w ar , 

And closer question d, thus he told 
A tale which chronicles of old 
In Scottish story have enroll d — 

SIR DWID UNDESAV S T^LE 

‘ Of all the palaces so fair, 

Built for the royal dwelling, 

In Scotland, far beyond compare 
Linlithgow IS excelling , 

And in its park in jovial June, 

How sweet the merry linnet’s tune, 
How (blithe the blackbird’s lay t 
The wild buck bells from ferny biake, 
I he coot dives merry on the lake , 
The saddest heart might pleasure take 
To see all nature gay 
But June is to our sovereign dear 
1 he heaviest month m all the year 
Too well his cause of grief you know, 
June saw his father’s overthrow 
Woe to the traitors, who could bring 
The princely boy against his King > 
Still in his conscience burns the sting 
In offices as strict as Lent, 

King James s June is ever spent 

XVI 

‘When last this ruthfui month was 
come 

And m Linlithgow s holy dome 
The King, as wont, was praying, 
While, for his royal father s soul, 

, The chanters sung, the bells did toll, 
The Bishop mass was saying — 

For now the year brought round again 
The day the luckless king was slam — 
In Katharine’s aisle the Monarch 
knelt, 

With sackcloth-shirt, and iron belt, 
And eyes with soi row streaming , 
Around him in their stalls of state, 
Ihe Thistle’s Knight-Companions 
sate, 

Their banners o’er them beaming 
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I too was there, andf sooth to tell, 
Bedeafen’d with the jangling knell. 
Was watching where the sunbeams 
fell. 

Through the stain’d casement 
gleaming , 

But, while I mark’d what next befell. 
It seem’d as I were dreaming 
Stepp’dfrom the crowd aghostly wight, 
In azure gown, with cincture white, 
His forehead bald, his head was bare, 
Down hung at length his yellow hair 
Now, mock me not, when, good my 
Lord, 

I pledge to you my knightly -v^ord, 
That, when I saw his placid grace. 
His simple majesty of face, 

His solemn bearing, and his pace 
So stately gliding on. 

Seem d to me ne’er did limner paint 
So just an image of the Saint 
Who propp’d the Virgin in her faint. 
The loved Apostle John > 

XVII 

‘He Stepp dbefoi e the Monarch’s chair. 
And Stood with rustic plainness there. 
And little reverence made , 

Nor head, noi body, bow’d nor bent. 
But on the desk his arm he leant. 

And words like these he said. 

In a low voice, but never tone 
So thrill d through vein, and nerve, 
and bone 

“ My mother sent me from afar, 

Sir King, to warn thee not to war , 
Woe waits on thine array , 

If war thou wilt, of woman fair. 

Her witching wiles and wanton snare, 
James Stuart, doubly warn’d, beware 
God keep thee as he may ' ” 

The wondenng Monarch seem’d to 
seek 

For answer, and found none , 
And when he rais d his head to 
speak, 

The monitor was gone 




The Marshal ^d myself had cast 
To stop him as he outward pass’d , 
But, lighteg* than the whirlwind’s 
•blast, 

He vanish’d from our eyes 
Like sunbeam on the billow cast, 
^That glances but, and dies ’ — 

XVIII 

While Lindesay told his* mar\el 
strange, 

Ihe twilight was so pale. 

He mark’d not Marmion’s dolour 
change. 

While listening to the tale , 

But, after a suspended pause, 

The Bai on spoke ‘ Of Nature’slaws 
So strong I held the force, 
lhat ne\er superhuman cause 
Could e’er control their course, 
And, three days since, had judg’d 
your aim 

Was but to make your guest your 
game 

But I have seen, since past the 1 weed, 
What much has changd my sceptic 
creed, 

And made me credit aught ’ He staid , 
And seem’d to wish his words unsaid 
But, by that strong emotion press’d. 
Which prompts us to unload our breast. 
Even when discovery ’s pain, 

To Lindesay did at length unfold 
The tale his village host had told, 

At Gifford, to his train 
Nought of the Palmer says he there. 
And nought of Constance or of Cla^e, 
The thoughts, which broke his sleep, 
he seems 

To mention but as feverish dreams 
xvc 

‘ In vain,’ said he, ‘ to rest I spread 
M> burning limbs, and couch’d my 
head 

Fantastic thoughts return’d , 

And, by their wild dominion led. 

My heart within me burn’d 
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So sore was the delinous goad, 

I took my steed, and forth I rode, 
And, as the moon shonebwghtand cold, 
Soon reach’d the camp upon thewold 
The southern entrance I pass’d through, 
And halted, and my bugle blew 
Methought an answer met my ea--, 
Yet was the blast so low and drear. 
So hollov/, and so faintly blown, 

It might be echo of my own 

XX 

* Thus'‘judgmg, for a little space 
I listen’d, ere I left the place , 

But scarce could trust my eyes, 

Nor yet can think they serv’d me true 
When sudden m the ring I view, 

In form distinct of shape and hue, 

A mounted champion rise 
I ’ve fought, Lord-Lion, many a day, 
In single fight, and mix’d aflray. 

And ever, I myself may say, 

Have borne me as a knight , 

But when this unexpected foe 
Seem d starting from the gulf below — 
I care not though the truth I show — 
I trembled with atfnght , 

And as I plac’d in rest my spear. 

My hand so shook for very fear, 

I scarce could couch it nght 

XXI 

‘ Why need my tongue the issue tell ? 
We ran our course, — my charger fell , 
What could he ’gainst the shock of 
hell? 

I roll’d upon the plain 
High o’er my head, with threatening 
hand. 

The spectre shook his naked brand , 
Yet did the worst lemain 
My dazzled eyes I upward cast, — 
Not opening hell itself could blast 
Their sight, like what I saw ‘ 

Full on his facethemoonbeamstrook, — 
A face could never be mistook ^ 

I knew the stem vindictive look. 

And held my breath for awe 


I saw the face cf one who, fled 
To foreign climes, has long been 
dead, — 

I well believe the last , 

For ne’er, from vizor rais’d, did stare 
A human warrior, with a glare 
So grimly and so ghast 
Thrice o er my head he shook the 
blade , 

But when to good Saint George I 
pray'd, 

(The first time ere I ask’d his aid,) 
He plung d it in the sheath , 

And, on his courser mounting light, 
He seeift’d to vanish from my sight 
The moonbeam droop’d, and deepest 
night 

Sunk down upon the heath 
’Twerc long to tell what cause I have 
To know his face, that met me 
there, 

Call’d by his hatred from the grave, 
To cumber upper air 
Dead or alive, good cause had he 
To be my mortal enemy ’ 

xxn 

Marvell’d Sir David of the Mount , 
Then, learn’d in story, ’gan recount 
j Such chance had happ’d of old, 

I When once, near Norham, there did 

fight, 

\ spectre fell of fiendish might 
In likeness of a Scottish knight, 

With Brian Bulmer bold, 

•“And tram d him nigh to disallow 
The aid of his bapti'smal vow 
^ And such a phantom, too, ’tis said, 
With Highland broadsword, targe, 
and plaid, 

And fingers, red with gore, 

Is seen m Rothiemurcus glade, 

Or where the sable pine-trees shade 
Dark Tomantoul, and Auchnaslaid, 
Dromouchty, or Glenmore 
And yet, whate’er such legends say, 
Of warlike demon, ghost, or fay, 
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On mountain, mooi^ or plain. 
Spotless in faith, m bosom bold, 

True son of chivalry should hold. 
These midnight terrors vain , 

For seldom have such spirits power 
To harm, save m the evil hour. 

When guilt we meditate within, 

Or harbour unrepented sin ’ 

Lord Marmion turn’d him half aside, 
And twice to clear his voice he tried, 
Then press d Sir David’s hand, — 
But nought, at length, in answer said , 
And here their farther converse staid, 
Each ordering that his band 
Should bowne them with the rising * 
day, 

To Scotland s camp to take their 
way 

Such was the King’s command 

XXIII 

Early they took Dun E din’s road , 

And I could trace each step they 
trode 

Hill, brook, nor dell, nor rock, nor 
stone, 

Lies on the path to me unknown 
Much might it boast of storied lore , 
But, passing such digression o’er, 
Suffice it that the route was laid 
Across the furzy hills of Braid 
They pass’d the glen and scanty rill, 
And climb d the opposing bank, until 
They gam’d the top of Blackford Hill 

XXIV 

Blackford > on whose uncultur’d breast, 
Among the broom, and thorn, and 
whin, 

A truant-boy, I sought the nest, 

Or listed, as I lay at rest, 

While rose, on breezes thm. 

The murmur of the city crowd, 

And, from his steeple jangling loud, 
Saint Giles’s mingling dm 
Now, from the summit to the plain, 


Waves all the hill with yellow gram; 

And o’er trfe landscape as I look. 
Nought do I see unchang’d remain, 
Save the rude cliffs and chiming 
brook 

To me they make a heavy moan, 

Of igarly friendships past and gone 

XXV 

But different far the change lias been, 
Since Marmion, from the crown 
Of Blackford, saw that martial scene 
Upon the bent so brown 
Thousand pavilions, white as snow, 
Spread all the Borough moor below. 
Upland, and dale, and down — 

A thousand did I say ? I ween. 
Thousands on thousands there were 
seen. 

That chequer’d all the heath between 
The streamlet and the town , 

In crossing ranks extending far, 
Forming a camp irregular , 

Oft giving way, where still there stood 
Some relics of the old oak wood. 

That darkl}- huge did intervene, 

And tam’d the glaring white with 
green 

In these extended lines there lay 
A martial kingdom’s vast array 

XXVI 

For from Hebudes, dark with ram, 

1 o eastern Lodon’s fertile plain, 

And from the southern Redswire edge. 
To farthest Rosse’s rocky ledge , 
From west to east, from south to north, 
Scotland sent all her warriors forth 
Marmion might hear the mingled hum 
Of myriads up the mountain come , 
The horses’ tramp, and tingling clank, 
Where chiefs review’ d their vassal rank, 
And charger s shnllmg neigh , 

And see the shifting lines advance, 
While frequent flash’d, from shield and 
lance, 

The sun’s reflected ray 
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xxvir 

Thin curling in the morning air, 

The wreaths of failing smoke declare 
To embers now the brands decay’d. 
Where the night watch their fires had 
made ^ 

They saw, slow rolling on the plain, 
Full man^ a baggage cart and wain, 
And dire artillery’s clumsy car, 

By sluggish oxen tugg’d to war , 

And there were Borthwick’s Sisters 
'’Se\en, 

And culverins which France had 
given 

111 omen’d gift ' the guns remain 
The conqueror’s spoil on Flodden 
plain 

XXVIII 

Nor mark’d they less, where m the 
air 

A thousand streamers flaunted fair , 
Vanous in shape, device, and hue, 
Green, sanguine, purple, red, and 
blue, 

Broad, narrow, swallow tail’d, and 
square. 

Scroll pennon, pensil, bandrol, there 
O’er the pavilions flew 
Highest and midmost, was descried 
The royal banner floating wide , 

The staff, a pine tree, strong and 
straight. 

Pitch’d deeply in a massive stone, 
Which still m memory is shown, 

Yet bent beneath the standard’s 
weight 

Whene’er the western wind un- 
roll’d, 

With toil the huge and cumbrous 
fold. 

And gave to view the dazzling field, 
Where, in proud Scotland s ro>al 
shield, 

The ruddy lion ramp’d in gold 


xxi\ 

Lpid Marmion view’d the landscape 
bright, 

He view’d it with a chief s delight^ 
Until within him burn’d his heart, 
And lightning from his eye did pait, 
As on the battle day , 

Such glance did falcon ne\er dart. 
When stooping on his prey 
‘ Oh I well, Lord Lion, hast thou said, 
Thy King from warfare to dissuade 
Were but a vain essay , 

For, by St George, were that host 
mine. 

Not po’s^er infernal nor divine. 
Should once to peace my soul incline 
Till I had dimm’d their armour s shine 
In glorious battle-fray » ' 

Answer’d the Baid, of milder mood 
‘Fair is the sight, — and yet ’twere 
good. 

That kings would think withal. 
When peace and wealth their land 
has bless’d, 

’Tis better to sit still at rest, 

Than rise, perchance to fall ’ 

xxx« 

Still on the spot Lord Marmion stay’d, 
For fairer scene he ne’er survey’d 
When sated with the martial show 
That peopled all the plain below, 
The wandering eye could o’er it go. 
And mark the distant city glow 
With gloomy splendour red , 

For on the smoke wreaths, huge and 
slow. 

That round her sable turrets flow, 
The morning beams were shed. 
And ting’d them with a lustre proud, 
Like that which streaks a thunder- 
cloud 

Such dusky grandeur cloth’d the 
height, 

Where the huge Castle holds its state, 
And all the steep slope down, 
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Whose ridg> back heai^^es to the sky, 
Pil d deep and massy, close and high, 
Mine own romantic town < 

But northward far, with purer blaze, 
On Ochil mountains fell the rays, 

And as each heathy top they kiss’d, 
It gleam’d a purple amethyst 
Yonder the shores of Fife you saw , 
Here Preston Bay and Berwick-Law 
And, broad between them roll’d, 
The gallant Frith tne eye might note, 
Whose islands on its bosom float, 
Like emeralds chas’d in gold 
Fitz Eustace’ heart felt closely pent , 
As it to give his rapture ven^ 

The spur he to his chaiger lent. 

And rais’d his bridle hand, 

And, making demi volte m air, 

Cried ‘Where’s the coward that would 
not dare 

To fight for such a land < ’ 

The Lindesay smil’d his joy to see , 
Noi Marmion’s frown repress’d his 
glee 

XXXI 

Thus while they look’d, a flourish 
proud, 

Where mingled trump, and clarion 
loud. 

And fife, and kettle drum, 

And sackbut deep, and psaltery. 

And war pipe with discordant cry. 
And cymbal clattering to the sky. 
Making wild music bold and high, 

Did up the mountain come , • 

The whilst the bells, with distant 
chime, 

Merrily toll d the hour of prime, 

And thus the Lindesay spoke 
‘ Thus clam our still the -w ar-n otes wh en 
The king to mass his way has ta’en, 
Or to St Katharine’s of Sienne, 

Or Chapel of Saint Roeque 
To you they speak of martial fame , 
But me remind of peaceful game. 
When blither was their cheer, 


Thrillihg in F^alkland-woods the air. 
In signal none his steed should spare. 
But strive wlych foremost might repa r 
Tojthe downfall of the deer 

XXXII 

‘Noifless,’ he said, whenlookmg forth, 
I view yon Empress of the North 
Sit on her hilly throne , * 

Her palace’s imperial bowers. 

Her castle, proof to hostile powers, 
Her stately halls and holy towps — 
Nor less,’ he said, ‘ I moan. 

To think what woe mischance may 
bring, 

And how these merry bells may ring 
The death diige of our gallant king , 
Or with the larum call 
The burghers forth to watch and 
ward, 

’Gainst southern sack and fires to 
guard 

Dun-Edm’s leaguer’ d wall 
But not for my presaging thought 
Dream conquest sure, or cheaply 
bought * 

Lord Marmion, I say nay 
God is the guider of the field, 

He breaks the champion s spear and 
shield, — 

But thou thyself shalt say, 

When joins yon host in deadly stowre, 
lhat England’s dames must weep in 
bower. 

Her monks the death-mass sing , 
For never saw st thou such a power 
Led on by such a King ’ 

And now, down winding to the 
plain, 

The barriers of the camp they gain, 
And there they made a stay — 
There stays the Minstrel, till he 
fling 

His hand o’er every Border string, 
And fit his harp the pomp to sing, 

Of Scotland’s ancient Court and King, 
In the succeeding lay 
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Introduction to Canto 
Fifth. 

TO 

GEORGE ELLIS, Esq. 

Edtnbwgh 

When dark December glooms the day, 
And takes our autumn joys away , 
When short and scant the sunbeam 
thiows, 

Upon the weary waste of snows, 

A cold and profitless regard. 

Like patron on a needy bard , 

When silvan occupation ’s done. 

And o’er the chimney rests the gun, 
And hang, in idle trophy, near, 

The game pouch, fishing-rod, and 
spear , 

When wiry terrier, rough and grim, 
And greyhound, with his length of 
limb, 

And pointer, now employ’d no more. 
Cumber our parlour’s narrow floor , 
When in his stall the impatient steed 
Is long condemn’d to rest and feed , 
When from our snow-encircled home 
Scarce cares the hardiest step to roam. 
Since path is none, save that to bring 
The needful water from the spring , 
When wrinkled news-page, thrice 
conn’d o’er, 

Beguiles the dreary hour no more, 
And darkling politician, cross’d, 
Inveighs against the lingering post, 
And answering housewife sore com- 
plains 

Of earners’ snow-impeded wains , 
When such the country cheer, I come. 
Well pleas’d, to seek our city home , 
For converse, and foi books, to change 
The Forest’s melancholy range. 

And welcome, with renew’d delight. 
The busy day and social night 


Not here nee<^ my despondmgrhyme 
Lament the ravages of time. 

As- erst by Newark’s men towers 
And Ettrick stripp’d of forest bowers 
True, Caledonia’s Queen is chang’d, 
Since on her dusky summit rang’d, 
Within Its steepy limits pent, 

By bulwark, line, and battlement. 
And flanking towers, and laky flood, 
Guarded and garrison’d she stood, 
Denying entrance or resort, 

Save at each tall embattled port , 
Above whose arch, suspended, hung 
Portcullis spiked with iron prong 
That lon^ is gone, — but not so long, 
Since, early clos’d, and opening late, 
Jealous revolved the studded gate, 
Whose task, from eve to morning tide 
A wicket churlishly supplied 
Stern then, and steel-girt was thy 
brow, 

Dun-Edm ’ O, how alter’d now. 
When safe amid thy mountain court 
Thou sit’st, like Empress at her sport, 
And liberal, unconfin’d, and free, 
Flinging thy white arms to the sea, 
For thy dark cloud, with umber’d 
lower, 

Thathungo’erclilf,and lake, and tower, 
Thou gleam’st against the western ray 
Ten thousand lines of brighter day 

Not she, the Championess of old. 

In Spenser’s magic tale enroll d, 

She for the charmed spear renown’d, 
Which forc’d each knight to kiss the 
ground,— 

Not she more chang’d, when, plac’d 
at rest. 

What time she was Malbecco’s guest, 
She gave to flow her maiden vest , 
When from the corslet’s grasp reliev’d, 
Free to the sight her bosom heav’d , 
Sweet was her blue eye’s modest smile, 
Erst bidden by the aventayle , 

And down her shoulders graceful roll’d 
Her locks profuse, of paly gold 
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They who whilom, mjnidnight fight, 
Had marvell’d at her matchless might, 
No less her maiden charms approv^. 
But looking lik’d, and liking lov’d 
Tlie sight could jealous pangs beguile. 
And charm Malbecco s cares a while , 
And he, the wandering Squire of 
Dames, 

Forgot his Columbella’s claims, 

And passion, erst unknown, could gam 
The breast of blunt Sir Satyrane , 

Nor durst light Paridel advance. 

Bold as he was, a looser glance 
She charm’d, at once, and tamed the 
heart, 

Incomparable Britomarte » 

So thou, fair City ’ disarray’d 
Of battled wall, and rampart s aid, 

As stately seem’st, but lovelier far 
Than m that panoply of war 
Nor deem that from thy fenceless 
throne 

Strength and security are flown , 

Still, as of yore, Queen of the North* 
Still canst thou send thy children forth 
Ne’er readier at alarm bell’s call 
Thy burghers rose to man thy wall. 
Than now, in danger, shall be thine. 
Thy dauntless voluntary line , 

For fosse and turret proud to stand, 
Their breasts the bulwarks of the land 
Thy thousands, train’d to martial toil, 
Full red would stain their native soil, 
Ere from thy mural crown there fell 
The slightest knosp, or pinnacle 
And if it come, — as come it may, 
Dun-Edm * that eventful day, — 
Renown’d for hospitable deed, 

That virtue much with Heaven may 
plead. 

In patriarchal times whose care 
Descending angels deign’d to share , 
1 hat claim may wrestle blessings down 
On those who fight for The Good Town, 
Destin d in every age to be 
Refuge of injured royalty , 


Since .first, when conquering York 
arose,® 

To Henry meek she gave repose, 

Till late, witli wonder, grief, and awe, 
Great Bourbon’s relics sad she sawk 

Tpice to these thoughts* — for, as 
they rise, 

How gladly 1 avert mine e;^es, 
Bodings, or true or false, to change. 
For Fiction’s fair romantic range. 

Or for tradition’s dubious light, 

That hovers ’twixt the day and*night 
Dazzling alternately and dim, 

Her wavering lamp I ’d rather trim, 
Knights, squires, and lovely dames to 
see. 

Creation of my fantasy, 

Than gaze abroad on reeky fen. 

And make of mists invading men 
Who loves not more the night of 
June 

Than dull December s gloomy noon ^ 
The moonlight than the fog of frost ^ 
And can we say, which cheats the most ? 

But who shall teach my harp to 
gain 

A sound of the romantic strain, 
Whose Anglo Norman tones whilere 
Could win the royal Henry’s ear, 
Famed Beauclerc call’d, for that he 
lov’d 

The minstrel, and his lay approv d ? 
Who shall these lingering notes 
redeem. 

Decaying on Oblivion’s stream , 

Such notes as from the Breton tongue 
Mane translated, Blondel sung ? — 

O * born, Time’s ravage to repair. 
And make the dying Muse thy care ; 
Who, when Ins scythe her hoary foe 
Was poising for the final blow, 


1 In January 1796 the exiled Count d Artois after 
wards Charles X of Trance took up his residence m 
H olyrood where he xemamed until August X799 

P3 
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The •weapon f’*om his hand »■ could 
\\r ng 

And break his glass and sli^ear his \\ mg 
And b d re\ u mg in his strain, 

The genJc poet Ine again , 

Thou WHO canst gne to lightest laj 
An unpeaantic moral gaj 
Kor less the dullest theme bid flit 
On inga of une-^pected uit , 

In letters as in life appro\ d 
Example honour d and belo\ d — 
Dea- Ellis ' to the bard impart 
A lessor ot th3 magic art, 

To win at once the head and heart — 
At once to charm mstiuct, and mend, 
My guide m3 pa^-tern and m3 friend * 

Such minstrel lesson to bestow 
Be long thy pleasing task, — but, O ’ 
No more th3 example teach — 
What few can practise, all can 
preach — 

With e\en patience to endure 
Lingering disease, and painful cure. 
And boast affliction s pangs subdu d 
By mild and manly fortitude 
Enough, the lesson has been gi\en 
Forbid the repetition, Hea\en ' 

Come listen then ’ for tnou hast 
known, 

And lov’d the Minstrel s •varying tone, 
Who, like his Border sires of old, 
Wak d a wild measure rude and bold. 
Till Windsor s oaks and Ascot plain 
With wonder heard the northern 
strain 

Come listen ^ bold in thy applause, 
The Bard shall scorn pedantic laws , 
And, as the ancient art could stain 
Achie\ements on the storied pane, 
Irregularly trac d and plann d, 

But 3’'et so glowing and so grand, — 
So shall he strive, in changeful hue. 
Field, feast, and comoat, to renew, 
Andloves,and arms, and harpers glee, 
And all the pomp of chivalry 


Caifto Fifth 

CoVLVi 

The train has left the hihs ot Braid, 
The bamer guard hai e open made 
rSo Lindesa3 bade') the pnlisade 
Tha^ closed the tented ground , 
Their men tliC w ardersbackw ai ddi e\\ 
And carried pikes as the3 rode * hrough 
Into its ample bound 
Fast ran the Scottish warriors tnere, 
Upon the Southern band to stare, 
And env^ with their wonder rose, 

To see such well appointed foes 
Such leng*^h of shafts, such might3 
bows 

So huge, that man3 simph’’ thought 
But fora vaunt such weapons wrought 
And little deem d their force to feel. 
Through links of mail, ard plates of 
steel, 

When rattling upon Flodden \ale 
The cloth 3 ard arrows flew like hail 

II 

Nor less did Marmion's skilful Mew' 
Glance ever3 line and squadron 
through , 

And much he marvell’d one small land 
Could marshal forth such various band 
For men at-arms were here, 
Heavily sheath’d in m-iil and plate 
Like iron towers for strength and 
weight, 

On Flemish steeds of bone and height, 
With battle-axe and spear 
Young knights and squires, a lighter 
tram, 

Practis’d their chargers on the plain,, 
By aid of leg, of hand, and rem. 

Each warlike feat to show, 

To pass, to wheel, the croupe to gam. 
And high curvett that not m -vain 
The sword sway m ght descend amain 
On foeman’s casque below 
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He saw the hardy burghers there 
March arm d, on foot, with faces bare, 
For vizor they wore none, 

N or waving plume nor crest of knight , 
But burnish d were their corslets 
bright, 

Their brigantines, and gorgets light, 
Like very silver shone 
Long pikes theyhadforstandingfight. 
Two-handed swords they wore, 
And many wielded mace ot weight, 
And bucklers bright they bore 

III 

On foot the yeoman too, but dress d 
In his steel-jack, a swarthy vest, 

With iron quilted well , 

Each at his back (a slender store) 

His forty days’ provision bore, 

As feudal statutes tell 
His arms were halbert, axe, or spear, 
A crossbow there, a hagbut here, 

A dagger knife, and brand 
Sober he seem’d, and sad of cheer, 
As loth to leave his cottage dear. 

And march to foreign strand , 

Or musing, who would guide his steer 
To till the fallow land 
Yet deem not m his thoughtful eye 
Did aught of dastard terror he , 

More dreadful far his ire. 

Than theirs, who, scorning danger s 
name, 

In eager mood to battle came, 

Their valour like light straw on flame, 
A fierce but fading fire 

IV 

Not so the Borderer bred to war, 
He knew the battle’s dm afar, 

And joy’d to hear it swell 
His peaceful day was slothful ease , 
Norharp, norpipe, his ear could please 
Like the loud slogan yell 
On active steed, with lance and blade, 
The light-arm’d pncker plied his 
trade, — 


Let nobles fight for fame , 

Let vassals follow where they lead. 
Burghers to guard their townships 
^bleed,* 

But war ’s the Borderer’s game 
Their gam, their glorj, their delight, 
To sjeep the day, maraud the night. 
O’er mountain, moss, and moor , 
Joyful to fight they took their wa^, 
Seal ce caring who might w in the day. 
Their booty was secure 
These, as Lord Marmion’s train pass d 
by, 

Look’d on at first with careless ey e, 
Nor marvell d aught, well taught to 
know 

The form and force of English bow 
But when they saw the Lord airay d 
In splendid arms and rich brocade 
Each Borderer to his kinsman said, — 
‘ Hist, Ringan > seest thou there ? 
Canst guess which road thej^ ’ll home- 
w ard ride ? 

O ’ could we but on Bordei side, 

By Eusedale glen, or Liddell’s tide, 
Beset a prize so fair ’ 

That fangless Lion, too, their guide, 
Might chance to lose his glistennghide , 
Brown Maudlin, of that doublet pied. 
Could make a kirtle rare ’ 

V 

Next, Marmion mark’d the Celtic race. 
Of different language, form, and face, 
A various race of man , 

Just then the Chiefs theirtribes array’d. 
And wild and garish semblance made. 
The chequer’d trews, and belted plaid. 
And varying notes the war pipes bray’d. 
To every varying clan , 

Wild through their red or sable hair 
Look’d out their eyes w ith savage stare, 
On Marmion as he pass’d , 

Their legs abo’ve the knee were bare , 
Their frame was sinewy, short, and 
spare, 

And harden'd to the blast , 
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Of tallei race, the chiefs they own 
Were by the eagle’s plifmage known 
The hunted red-deer’s undress’d hide 
Their hairy buskins well supplied , 
The graceful bonnet deck d their head 
Back from their shoulders hung the 
plaid , ^ 

A broadsword of unwieldy length, 

A dagger proved for edge and strength, 
A studded targe they wore, 

And quivers, bow s, and shafts, —but, O * 
Short was the shaft, and weak the bow, 
To tnat which England bore 
The Isles men carried at their backs 
The ancient Danish battle axe 
They raised a wild and wondei mg cry. 
As with his guide rode Marmion by 
Loud were their clamouring tongues, 
as when 

The clanging sea fowl leave the fen, 
And, with their cries discordant mix’d. 
Grumbled and yell’d the pipes betwixt 

VI 

Thus through the Scottish camp they 
pass d 

And reach’d the City gate at last, 
Wheie all around, a wakeful guard. 
Arm’d burghers kept their watch and 
ward 

Well had they cause of jealous fear, 
When lay encamp’d, in field so near, 
The Borderer and the Mountaineer 
As through the bustling streets they 
go, 

All was alive w^th martial show 
At every turn, with dinning clang, 
The armourer’s anvil clash d and rang , 
Or toil’d the swarthy smith, to wheel 
The bar that arms the charger’s heel , 
Oi axe, or falchion, to the side 
Of jarring grindstone was applied 
Page groom, and squire, with hurrying 
pace, 

Through street, and lane, and market- 
place, 

Bore lance, or casque, or sword, 


While burgher|, with important face, 
Describ’d eacli new-come lord, 
Djscuss’d his lineage, told his name, 
His following, and his warlike fame 
The Lion led to lodging meet. 

Which high o’erlook’d the crowded 
street , 

There must the Baron rest, 

Till past the hour of vesper tide, 

And then to Holy-Rood must ride, — 
Such was the King’s behest 
Meanwhile the Lion s care assigns 
A banquet rich, and costly wines. 

To Marmion and his tram , 

And when the appointed hour suc- 
ceeds, 

The Baron dons his peaceful weeds, 
And following Lmdesay as he leads 
The palace halls they gam 

VII 

Old Holy-Rood rung merrily, 

That night, with wasseil, miith, and 
glee 

King James within her princely 
bower, 

Feasted the Chiefs of Scotland’s power, 
Summon’d to spend the parting hour, 
For he had charged, that his array 
Should southward march by break of 
day 

Well lov d that splendid monarch aye 
The banquet and the song, 

By day the tourney, and by night 
The merry dance, trac’d fast and light, 
The maskers quaint, the pageant bright, 
The revel loud and long 
This feast outshone his banquets past. 
It was his blithest — and his last 
The dazzling lamps, from gallery gay, 
Cast on the Court a dancing ray , 
Here to the harp did minstrels sing , 
There ladies touch’d a softer string, 
With long-ear’d cap, and motley vest. 
The licensed fool retail’d his jest , 

His magic tncks the juggler plied , 

At dice and draughts the gallants vied. 
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While some, m close fecess apart, 
Courted the ladies of their heart. 

Nor courted them in \am , 

For often, in the parting hour, 
Victorious Love asserts his power 
O’er coldness and disdain , 

And flinty is her heart, can view 
To battle march a lover true, 

Can hear, perchance, his last adieu, 
Nor own her share of pain 

VIII 

Through this mix’d crowd of glee and 
game. 

The Kingto greet Lord Marmion came. 
While, reverent, all made toom 
An easy task it was, I trow, 

King James’s manly form to know. 
Although, his courtesy to show. 

He dofif d, to Marmion bending low. 
His broider d cap and plume 
Foi royal was his garb and mien, 

His cloak, of crimson \ elvet pil’d, 
Trimra’d w ith the fur of marten wild , 
His vest of changeful satin sheen, 

The dazzled eye beguil’d , 

His gorgeous collar hung adown, 
Wrought with the badge of Scotland’s 
crown, 

The thistle brave, of old renown 
His trusty blade, Toledo right. 
Descended from a baldiic bright , 
White were his buskins, on the heel 
His spurs inlaid of gold and steel , 

His bonnet, all of crimson fair. 

Was button’d with a rub^ rare 
And Marmion deem d he ne’er had seen 
A pnnce of such a noble mien 

IX 

The Monarch’s form was middle size , 
For feat of strength, or exercise, 
Snaped in proportion fair. 

And hazel was his eagle eye, 

And auburn of the darkest dye. 

His short curl’d beard and hair 
Light was his footstep in the dance. 
And firm his stirrup in the lists , 
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And, oh! heghad that merry glance 
That seldom lady’s heart resists 
Lightly fron?fair to fair he flew, 

And hiv’d to plead, lament, and sue, 
Suit lightly won, and short-liv d pain. 
For monarchs seldom sigh in vain 
I^aid he joy d in banquet bower, 
But, ’mid his mirth, ’twas often strange. 
How suddenly his cheer wouhi change, 
His look o ercast and lower. 

If, in a sudden turn, he felt 
The pressure of his iron belt, » 

That bound his breast in penance pain, 
In memory of his father slam 
Even so ’twas strange how, evermore, 
Soon as the passing pang was o’er, 
Forward he rush d, with double glee. 
Into the stream of revelry , 

Thus, dim-seen object of affright 
Startles the ‘courser in his flight, 

And half he halts, half springs aside ; 
But feels the quickening spur applied, 
And, straining on the tighten’d rein, 
Scours doubly swift 0 er hill and plain 

X 

O’er James’s heart, the courtiers say, 
Sir Hugh the Heron’s wife held sway 
To Scotland’s Court she came, 

To be a hostage for her lord. 

Who Cessfords gallant heart had 
gor’d, 

And with the King to make accord, 
Had sent his lovely dame 
Nor to that lady free alone 
Did the gay King allegiance own , 
For the fair Queen of Frarce 
Sent him a turquois ring and glove, 
And charg’d him, as her knight and 
love, 

For her to break a lance , 

And strike three strokes with Scottish 
brand. 

And maich three miles on Southron 
land, 

And bid the banners of his band 
In English breezes dance 
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And thus for France’s Queen he 
drest 

His manly limbs in mwled vest , 

And thus admitted English fa<*r 
His inmost counsels still to share , 
And thus, for both, he madly plann d 
The rum of himself and land » r 
And yet, the sooth to tell. 

Nor E-ngland’s fair, nor France’s ! 

Queen, i 

Were worth one pearl drop, bnght ' 
rand sheen i 

From Margaret’s eyes that fell, — 
His own Queen Margaret, who, m | 
Lithgow’s bower, | 

Al’ lonely sat, and wept the weary j 
hour I 


The Queen sits lone nLithgow pile, 
And weeps the wmary daj 
Ihe war against hei nati\e soil, I 
Her Monarch’s risk in battlebroil — | 
\nd in gay Hoh-Rood, the while, , 
Dame Heron nses with a smile I 
Upon the harp to pla> i 

Fair was her rounded arm as o’er | 
The strings her fingers flew , ' 

Ard as she touch d ard tuned them 
all, 

Ever her bosom s rise and fall 
Was plainer giv en to view , 

For, all for heat, was laid aside 
Her wimple, and her hood untied 
And lirstshe pitch dhervoicetosing, 
Then glanced her dark eye on the 
King 

And then around the silent nng , 
And laugh’d and blush d, and oft did 
say 

Her pietty oath, by Yea, and \ay, 
She could not, would not, durst not 
play * 

At length upon the harp, with glee 
Mingled with arch simphcitv, 

A soft, yet h\ elj , air she rung. 
While thus the wily lady sung 


xn 

LOCHINVAR 

O, young Lochin\ar is come out of 
the wmst. 

Through all the w ide Border his steed 
was the best , 

And save his good broadsword he 
weapons had none. 

He rode all unarm d, and he rode all 
alone 

So laithful in love, and so dauntless 
in war. 

There nev er was knight like the 
young Lochinvar 

He staid not for brake, and he stopp’d 
not for stone, 

He swam the Eske river where ford 
there was none , 

But ere he alighted at Netherby gate. 

The bride had consented, the gallant 
came late 

For a laggard in love, and a dastard 
in V ar. 

Was to vv ed the fair Ellen of brave 
Lochinv ar 

Soboldlyhe enter dthe Netherby Hall 

Among bride s men, and kinsmen, and 
brothers, and all 

Then spoke the brides fathei, his 
hand on his svv ord 

(For the poor craven bridi-groom said 
never a word,) 

0 come ye in peace nere, or come ye 

in war. 

Or to dance at our bridal, 3 oung Lord 
Lochinvar ’ ' 

1 long woo d your daughter, my suit 

you denied , — 

Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs 
like Its tide — 

And now am I come, with this lost 
love of mine. 

To lead but one measure, drink one 
cup of wine 




VI 
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There are maidens Scotland more 
lovely by far, 

That would gladly be bride to fhe 
young Lochinvar ’ 

The bride kiss’d the goblet the knight 
took it up, 

He quaft'^d oif the wine, and he threw 
down the cup 

She look’d down to blush, and she 
look’d up to sigh. 

With a smile on her lips, and a tear in 
her eye 

He took her soft hand, ere her mother 
could bar, — 

‘Now tread we a measufef’ said 
young Lochinvar 

So stately his form, and so lovely her 
face. 

That never a hall such a galliard did 
grace , 

While her mother did fret, and her 
father did fume, 

And the bridegroom stood dangling 
his bonnet and plume , 

And the bride-maidens whisper d, 
* Twere better by far, 

To have match’d our fair cousin with 
young Lochinvar ’ 

One touch to her hand, and one word 
m her ear. 

When they reach’d the hall door and 
the charger stood near , 

So light to the croupe the fair lady he 
swung, « 

So hght to the saddle before her he 
sprung * 

‘ She is won f we are gone, over bank, 
bush, and scaur , 

They ’ll have fleet steeds that follow,’ 
quoth young Lochinvar 

There was mounting ’mong Graemes 
of the Netherby clan , 

Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, 
they rode and they ran 


Ther« was racing and chasing on 
Canndbie Lee, 

But the lost bnde of Netherby ne er 
did tfiey see 

So daring m love, and so dauntless in 
war, 

H^e ye e’er heard of gallant like 
young Lochinvar 

XIII 

The Monarch o’er the siren hung 
And beat the measure as she sung, 
And, pressing closer, and more near. 
He whisper’d praises in her ear 
In loud applause the courtiers vied , 
And ladies wink’d, and spoke aside 
The witching dame to Marmion 
threw 

A glance, where seem’d to 1 ejgn 
The pride that claims applauses due, 
And of her royal conquest too, 

A real or feign’d disdain 
Familiar was the look, and told, 
Marmion and she were friends of old 
The Kmgobserv d their meeting eyes, 
With something like displeas d sur- 
prise , 

For monarchs ill can rivals brook, 
Even in a word, or smile, or look 
Straight took he fo^th the parchment 
broad. 

Which Marmion’s high commission 
show’d 

‘ Our Borders sack’d by many a raid. 
Our peaceful liege-men robb d,’ he 
said 

‘ On day of truce our Warden slam. 
Stout Barton kill’d, his vessels ta’en — 
Unworthy were we here to reign, 
Should these for vengeance cry in vain. 
Our full defiance, hate, and scorn, 

Our herald has to Henry borne ’ 

XIV 

He paus’d, and led where Douglas 
stood, 

And with stern eye the pageant view’d 
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I mean that Douglas, sixth of yt)re. 
Who coronet of Angus A)re, 

And, when his blood an<^ heart were 
high, 

Did the third James in camp defy, 
And all his minions led to die 
On Lauder’s dreary flat ^ 

Princes and favounteslong grew tame 
And trembled at the homely name 
Of Arcliibald Bell-the-Cat , 

The same who left the dusky vale 
Of Hermitage in Liddisdale, 

Its dungeons, and its towers. 
Where Bothwell’s turrets brave the 
air. 

And Bothwell bank is blooming fair. 
To fix his princely bowers 
Though now, in age, he had laid down 
His armour for the peaceful gown. 
And for a staff his brand, 

Yet often would flash forth the fire, 
That could, in 3/outh, a monarch’s ire 
And minion’s pride withstand , 

And e\ en that daj , at council board, 
Unapt to soothe his sovereign’s 
mood, 

Against the war had Angus stood. 
And chafd his ro3<al lord 

XV 

His giant form like ruin d tower, 
Though falln its muscles’ brawny 
vaunt. 

Huge bon’d, and tall, and grim, and 
gaunt, 

Seem’d o’er the gaud^f scenetolower 
His locks and beard in silver grew , 
His eyebrows kept their sable hue 
Xear Douglas when the Monai ch stood. 
His bitter speech he thus pursued 
‘ Lord Marmion, since these lette~s say 
That in theNo^thyou needs must stay 
While slightest hopes of peace 
remain, 

U ncourteous speech it were, an dstern , 
To say — Return to Lindisfa-ne 
Until my herald come again 


Then rest j^ou vi Tantallon Hold , 
Your host shall be the Douglas bold, — 
A «?hief unlike his sii es of old 
He wears their motto on his blade*. 
Their blazon o’er his towers display’d , 
Yet loves his sovereign to oppose, 
More than to face his country’s foes 
And, I bethink me, by St Stephen, 
But e’en this morn to me was given 
A prize the fii st fruits of the war, 
Ta’en by a galley from Dunbar, 

A bevy of the maids of Heaven 
Under your guard, these holy maids 
Shall safe return to cloister shades. 
And, whde they at Tantallon stay, 
Requiem for Cochran s soul may say * 
And, with the slaughter’d favourite’s 
name, 

Across the Monarch sbrow there came 
A cloud of ire, remorse, and shame 

XVI 

I In answer nought could Angus speak , 
His proud heart swell’d wellnigh to 
break 

He turn’d aside, and down his cheek 
A burning tear there Stole 
His hand the Monarch sudden took 
That sight his kind heart could not 
brook 

' Now, by the Bruce’s soul, 

Angus, m3 hast3 speech forgive 
For sure as doth his spirit live 
As he said of the DougHs old, 

I w^ell may say of you, 

Tnat never king did subject hold 
In speech more free, m war moi e bold, 
More tender and more true 
Forgive me Douglas, once again * — 

I And, while the King his hand did 
I strain, 

The old man’s tears fell down like 
ram 

To seize the moment Marmion tned, 
Ard whispe- d to tl e King aside 
‘ Oh ' let such tears unwonted plead 
F or respite short from dubious deed ^ 
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A child will weep a liramble’s smart, 
A maid to see her sparrow part, 

A stripling for a woman’s heart 
%it woe awaits a country, when 
She sees the tears of bearded men 
Then oh » what omen, dark and high, 
When Douglas wets his manly eye • ’ 

XVII 

Displeasd was James, that stranger 
\iew’d 

And tamper’d with his changingmood 

* Laugh those that can, weep those 

that may,’ 

Thus did the fiery Monarch say, 

‘ Southward I march by bre#k of day , 
And if within Tantallon strong 
The good Lord Marmion tarries long, 
Pei chance our meeting next may fall 
At Tamworth, m his castle-hall ’ 

The haughty Marmion felt the taunt. 
And answer’d, grave, the ro>al vaunt 

* Much honour’d were my humble home 
If in Its halls King J ames should come , 
But Nottingham has archers good. 
And Yorkshire men are stern of mood , 
Northumbrian prickers wild and rude 
On Derby Hills the paths are steep , 
In Ouse and Tyne the fords are deep , 
And many a banner will be torn. 

And many a knight to earth be borne, 
And many a sheaf of arrows spent, 
Ere Scotland’s King shall cross the 

Trent 

Yet pause, brave Prince, while yet 
you may > ’ 

The Monarch lightly turn’d away. 
And to his nobles loud did call, — 

" Lords, to the dance ' a hall « a hall ’ ’ 
Himself his cloak and sword flung by, 
And led Dame Heron gallantly , 

^And minstrels, at the i oyal order. 
Rung out ^Blue Bonnets o’er the 
Border ’ 

XVIII 

Leave we these revels now, to tell 
What to Saint Hilda s maids befell, 


Whose galley, as they sail’d again 
To Whitby, by a Scot was ta’en 
Now at Duj-Edin did they bide, 

Till James should of their fate decide , 
And soon, by his command. 

Were gently summon’d to prepare 
Toijjourney under Marmion’s care. 

As escort honour’d, safe, and fair. 
Again to English land 
The Abbess told her chaplet o’er, 

Nor knew which saint she should im- 
plore , 

For, when she thought of Constance, 
sore 

She fear d Lord Marmion’s mood 
And judge what Clara must have felt ^ 
The sword that hung m Marinion’s 
belt 

Had drunk De Wilton s blood 
Unwittingly, King James had given. 
As guard to Whitby’s shades, 

The man most dreaded under Heaven 
By these defenceless maids 
Yet what petition could avail, 

Or who would listen to the tale 
Of woman, piisoner, and nun, 

’Mid bustle of a war begun ? 

They deem’d it hopeless to avoid 
The convoy of their dangerous guide 

XIX 

Their lodging, so the King assign’d, 
To Marmion’s, as their guardian join’d, 
And thus it fell, that, passing nigh. 
The Palmer caught the Abbess* eye. 
Who warn’d him by a scroll. 

She had a secret to reveal. 

That much concern’d the Church’s 
-v^^al, 

And health of sinner’s soul , 

And, with deep charge of secrecy, 
She named a place to meet, 

Within an open balcony, 

That hung from dizzy pitch, and high, 
Above the stately street , 

To which, as common to each home. 
At night they might in secret come 
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At night, in secret, ther^they came, 
The Palmer and the holy^ame 
The moon among the clouds rose high, 
And all the city hum was by 
Upon the street, where late before 
Did din of war and warnors roar,f 
You might have heard a pebble fall, 
A beetle lyim, a cricket sing. 

An owlet flap his boding wing 
On Giles’s steeple tall 
The antique buildings, climbing high. 
Whose Gothic frontlets sought the sky, 
Were here wrapt deep in shade , 
There on their brows the moonbeam 
broke. 

Through the faint wreaths of silvery 
smoke, 

And on the casements play d 
And other light was none to see, 
Save torches gliding far. 

Before some chieftain of degree. 
Who left the 1 oyal revelry 
To bowne him for the war 
A solemn scene the Abbess chose, 

A solemn hour, her secret to disclose 

O holv Palmer ‘ ' she began 
‘ For sure he must be sainted man, 
Whose blessed feet ha\e trod the 
ground 

Wnere the Redeemer s tomb is found, 
For His deal Church’s sake, my tale 
Attend, nor deem of light a\ail, 
Though I must speak of w orldly lo^ c. 
How \ain to those -v^ho wed above » 
De Wilton and Lord Marmion woo’d 
Clara de Clare, of Gloster’s blood — 
(Idle it were of Whitby s dame. 

To say of that same blood I came) , 
And once, when jealous ragew^’as high. 
Lord Marmion said despiteously 
Wilton was traitor in his heart, 

And had made league with Martin 
Swart 

When he came here on Simnel s part, 


And only cowaipijiice did restrain 
His rebel aid on Stokefield’s plain, — 
Ai^i down he threw his glove — the 
thing 

Was tried, as wont, befoie the King, 
Where trankly did De Walton own, 
That Swart in Gueldres he had know n , 
And that between them then there 
went 

Some scroll of courteous compliment 
Foi this he to his castle sent , 

But when his messenger return’d. 
Judge how de Wilton’s fury burnM * 
For in his packet there was laid 
Letters that claim’d disloyal aid. 

And proved King Henry’s cause be^ 
tray’d 

His fame, thus blighted, in the field 
He strove to clear, by spear and 
shield , — 

To clear his fame in \ain he strove. 
For wondrous are His ways above ♦ 
Perchance some form was unobserv’d, 
Perchance in prayer, or faith, he 
swen’d , 

I Else how could guiltless champion 
I quail, 

I Or how the blessed ordeal fail ’ 

I XMI 

I ‘ His squire, w ho now De Wilton saw 
I As recreant doom’d to suffer law, 
Repentant, own d in \ain, 
j That, while he had the scrolls in care, 
A stranger maiden, passing fair. 

Had drench’d him withabe\ er-igerare, 
His words no faith could gam 
With Claie alone he credence won. 
Who, rather than wed Marmion 
Did to Saint Hilda’s shrine repair. 

To gi\e our house her livings fair 
And die a \estal vot’ress there 
The impulse f"-om the earth was given, 
But bent her to the paths of hea\ en 
A purer heait, a lovelier iraid, 

Ne’er shelter’d her in Whitby’s shade, 
No, not since Saxon Edelfled, 
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Only one trace o^earthly strain, 
That for her lover’s loss 
She cherishes a sorrow vain. 

And murmurs at the cross 
And then her heritage it goes 
Along the banks of Tame , 

Deep fields ofgrain the reaper mows, 
In meadows rich the heifer lows, 
The falconer and huntsman knows 
Its woodlands for the game 
Shame were it to Saint Hilda dear, 
And I, her humble vot’ress here. 
Should do a deadly sin, 

Her temple spoiFd before mine eyes. 
If this false Marmion such ^ prize 
By my consent should win , 

Y et hath our boisterous monarch sworn 
That Clare shall from our house be torn, 
And grievous cause have I to fear, 
Such mandate doth Lord Marmion 
bear 

XXIII 

* Now, prisoner, helpless, and betray’d 
To evil power, I claim thine aid, 

By every step that thou hast trod 
To holy shiine and grotto dim , 

By every martyr’s tortur’d limb, 

By angel, saint, and seraphim. 

And by the Church of God 1 
For mark — When Wilton was be- 
tray’d, 

And with his squire forg d letters laid, 
She was, alas • that sinful maid, 

By whom the deed was done , 

O < shame and horror to be said-^ 
She “was a perjur’d nun f 
No clerk in all the land, like her. 
Traced quaint and vaiying character 
Perchance you may a marvel deem, 
That Marmion’s paramour 
(For such vile thing she was) should 
scheme 

Her lover’s nuptial hour , 

But o’er him thus she hop’d to gain. 
As privy to his honour s stain, 
Illimitible power 


For this she secretly retam’d 

Each pro^f that might the plot reveal. 
Instructions with his hand and seal , 
An^ thus Saint Hilda deign’d, 
Through sinner’s perfidy impure, 
Her house’s glory to secure, 

A#d Clare’s immortal weal 

XXIV 

‘’Twere long, and needless, here to tell 
How to my hand these papers fell , 
With me they must not st%y 
Saint Hilda keep her Abbess true ^ 
Who knows what outrage he might do, 
While journeying by the way ? 

0 blessed Saint, if e’er again 

1 venturous leave thy calm domain, 
To travel or by land or main, 

Deep penance may I pay 1 
Now, saintly Palmer, mark my prayer 
I give this packet to thy care, 

For thee to stop they will not dare , 
And O * with cautious speedy 
To Wolsey s hand the papers bnng, 
That he may show them to the King 
And, for thy well earn d meed, 
Thou holy man, at Whitby’s shrine 
A weekly mass shall still be thine. 
While priests can sing and read 
What ail’st thou ? Speak < * For as he 
took 

The charge, a strong emotion shook 
His frame , and, ere reply, 

They heard a faint, yet shrilly tone, 
Like distant clarion feebly blown. 
That on the breeze did die , 

And loud the Abbess shriek’d in fear, 

‘ Saint WitholdjSaveus * What is here'* 
Look at yon City Cross ’ 

See on its battled tower appear 
Phantoms, that scutcheons seem to rear. 
And blazon’d banners toss » ' 

XXV 

Dun-Edin s Cross, a pillar’d stone, 
Rose on a turret octagon , 
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(But now IS razed that monumerft. 
Whence roj’-al edict raifg, 

And voice of Scotland’^ lajv was sent 
In glorious ti umpet-clang 
O’ be hib tomb as lead to lead, 

Upon its dull destroyer’s head ’ — 

A minstrel s malison is said ) 

Then on its battlements they saw 
A vision, passing Nature s law. 
Strange, wild, and dimly seen , 
Figures that seem d to rise ana die, 
Gibber and sign, advance and fl\ 
While nought confirm’d could ear or 
eye 

Discern of sound or mien 
Yet darkly did it seem, as there 
Heralds and Pursuivants prepare 
WTth trumpet sound and blazon fair, 
A summons to proclaim , 

But indistinct the pageant proud. 

As fanc3- forms of midnight cloud. 
When flings the moon upon her shroud 
A wav ering tinge of flame , 

It fl ts expands and shifts, till loud, 
From midmost of the spectre crowd, 
This awful summons came — 

wvi 

* Prince, prelate, potentate, and peer, 
Whose names I now shall call, 
Scottish, or foreigner, give ear , 
Subjects of him who sent me here. 

At his tribunal to appear, 

I summon ore and all 
I cite you by each deadly sin, 

That e’er hath soil d y our hearts within 
I cite you by each brutal lust. 

That e'er defil d your earthly dust, — 
By wrath, by pride, by fear. 

By each o’ermastenng passion's tone, 
By the dark grave, and dying groan ’ 
When forty day s are pass’d and gone, 
I cite you, at your IMonarch s throne. 
To answer and appear ’ 

Then thunder’d forth a roll of names 
The first was thine, unhappy James ’ 
Then all thy nobles came 


Crawford, Glencass^n, Montrose, Aigyle, 
RobS, Bothwell, Forbes, Lennox 
Lyle — 

Why should I tell their separate 
style ? 

Each chief of birth and fame. 

Of Lowland, Highland, Border, Isle, 
Foredoom’d to Flodden’s carnage pile, 
Was cited there bv’- name , 

And Marmion, Lord of Fontenay e, 

Of Luttervvard and Scrivelba^e , 

De Wilton, erst of Aberley , 

The self same thundering v oice did say 
But then another spoke 
' Thy fata^^summons I deny^ 

And thine infernal Lord defy, 
Appealing me to Him on High, 

Who burst the sinner s yoke ' 

At that dread accent, with a scream. 
Parted the pageant like a dream, 

The summoner was gone 
Prone on her face the Abbess fell, 
And fast, and fast, her beads did tell , 
Her nuns came, startled by the y ell, 
And found her there alone 
She mark’d not, at the scene aghast, 
What time, or how , the Palmer pass'd 

XWII 

Shift we the scene The camp doth 
move, 

Diin-Edm’s streets are empty now, 
Save when, for weal of those they 
love, 

To pray the prayer, and vow the 
« vow. 

The tottering child, the anxious fair, 
The giey-hair d sire with pious care, 
To chapels and to shrines repair — 
Where is the Palmer now ’ ard where 
The Abbess, Marmion, and Clare ? 
Bold Douglas ' to Tantallon fair 
They journey in thy charge 
Lord Marm on rode on his right hand, 
The Palmer still was with the band, 
Angus, like Lindesay , did command, 
That none should roam at large 
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But m that Palmer’s alter’d mien 
Awondrous change nJightnowbeseen, 
Freely he spoke of war, 

Of marvels wrought by single hand, 
When lifted for a native land , 

And still look d high, as if he plann’d 
Some desperate deed afar 
His courser would he feed and stroke, 
And, tucking up his sable fiocke. 
Would fiist his mettle bold provoke. 
Then soothe or quell his pride 
Old Hubert said that never one 
He saw, except Lord Marmion, 

A steed so fairly ride 

XXVIII 

Some half-hour’s march behind, there 
came, 

By Eustace govern’d fair, 

A troop escorting Hilda’s Dame, 

With all her nuns, and Clare 
No audience had Lord Marmion sought. 
Ever he fear’d to aggravate 
Clara de Clare s suspicious hate , 
And safer tv, as, he thought. 

To wait till, from the nuns remov’d, 
The influence of kinsmen lov d. 
And suit by Henry’s self approv’d, 
Her slow consent had wrought 
His was no flickenng flame, that dies 
Unless when fann’d by looks and 
sighs. 

And lighted oft at lady’s eyes , 

He long’d to stretch his wide com- 
mand 

O’er luckless Clara’s ample land 
Besides, when Wilton with Mm 
vied. 

Although the pang of humbled pride 
The place of jealousy supplied, 

Yet conquest by that meanness won 
He almost loath’d to think upon. 

Led him, at times, to hate the cause, 
Which made him burst through 
honour’s laws 

If e’er he lov’d, *twas her alone, 

Who died within that vault of stone 


XXIX 

And now, wfien close at hand they saw 
Noith Berwick’s town, and lofty Law, 
Fit^Eustace bade them pause a while, 
Before a venerable pile, 

Whose turrets view’d, afar, 

Tl% lofty Bass, the Lambic Isle, 

The ocean’s peace or war 
At tolling of a bell, forth came 
The convent’s venerable Dame, 

And pray’d Saint Hilda’s Abbess rest 
With her, a loved and honour’d guest, 
Till Douglas should a bark prepare 
To waft her back to Whitby fair 
Glad was the Abbess, you may guess, 
And thank’d the Scottish Prioress , 
And tedious were to tell, I ween, 

The courteous speech that pass’d 
between 

O’erjoyd the nuns their palfre3S 
leave , 

But when fair Clara did intend. 

Like them, from horseback to descend, 
Fitz Eustace said — ‘ I grieve, 

Fair lady, grieve e en from my heart. 
Such gentle company to part , 

Think not discourtesy , 

But lords’ commands must be obey’d , 
And Marmion and the Douglas said, 
That you must wend with me 
Lord Marmion hath a letter broad. 
Which to the Scottish Earl he show d, 
Commanding, that, beneath his care, 
Without delay, you shall repair 
To your good kinsman, Lord Fitz- 
Clare ’ 

XXX. 

The startled Abbess loud exclaim’d , 
But she, at whom the blow was aim’d, 
Grew pale as death, and cold as lead , 
She deem’d she heard her death doom 
read 

‘ Cheer thee, my child' ’ the Abbesssaid, 

‘ They dare not tear thee from my hand, 
To nde alone with armed band ’ 
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* Nay, holy mother, nay ’ 

Fitz Eustace said , * the lofel^ Clare 
Will be in Lady Angus’ care. 

In Scotland while we stly , 

And, when 'w e move, an easy ride 
Will bring us to the English side, 
Female attendance to provide 
Befitting Gloster’s heir 
Nor thinks nor dreams my noble lord 
By slightest look or act or word 
To harass Lady Clare 
Her faithful guardian he will be. 

Nor sue ♦’for slightest courtesy 
That e’en to stranger falls, 

Till he shall place her, safe and free, 
Within her kinsman’s halls ’ 

He spoke, and blush’d with earnest 
grace , 

His faith was painted on his face. 
And Clare’s worst fear reliev’d 
The Lady Abbess loud exclaim’d 
On Henry, and the Douglas blam’d, 
Entreated, threaten’d, griev’d, 

To martyr, saint, and prophet pray’d, 
Against Lord Marmion inveigh’d. 

And call d the Prioress to aid, 

To curse with candle, bell, and book 
Her head the grave Cistertian shook 
*The Douglas, and the King,’ she 
said, 

* In their commands will be obey d , 
Grieve not, nor dream that harm can fall 
The maiden m Tantallon hall ’ 

XXXI 

The Abbess, seeing strife was vain, 
Assumed her wonted state again — 
For much of state she had — 
Compos’d her veil, and rais’d her 
head. 

And ‘ Bid,’ m solemn voice she said, 

* Thy master, bold and bad. 

The records of his house turn o’er, 

And,when he shall there written see. 
That one of his owm ancestry 
Drove the Monks forth of Coventry, 
Bid him his fate explore • 


Prancing m pij^de of earthlj*- trust, 
His charger hurl’d him to the dust, 
And, by a base plebeian thrust, 

He died his band before 

God judge ’twixt Marmion and me, 
He IS a Chief of high aegree, 

And I a poor recluse 

Yet oft, in hol^ writ, we see 
Even such weak minister as me 
May the oppressor bruise 

Tor thus, inspir’d did Judith slay 
The mighty in his sin, 

And Jael thus, and Deborah’ 

Here hasty Blount biolie in 
^ Fitz-Eustace, we must march our 
ban^ 

Saint Anton’ fire thee ’ wilt thou 
stand 

All day, with bonnet in thy hand. 

To hear the Lady preach ? 

By this good light * if thus w e stay. 
Lord Marmion, for our fond delay, 
Will sharper sermon teach 
Come, don thy cap, and mount th> 
horse , 

The Dame must patience take per 
force ’ 

WXII 

^ Submit w^e then to force,’ said Clare, 
* But let this barbarous lord despair 
His purpos’d aim to win , 

Let him take living, land, and life , 

But to be Marmion’s wedded wife 
In me were deadly sin 
And if It be the King s decree. 

That I must find no sanctuary,, 

In that inviolable dome, 

Where even a homicide might come, 
And safely rest his head, 

Though at its open portals stood, 
Thirsting to pour forth blood for blood. 
The kinsmen of the dead , 

Yet one asylum is my own 
Against the dreaded hour , 

A low, a silent, and a lone, 

Where kings have little power 



VI 


Court 




One \ictiin is before ye there — 
Mother, your blessing, and in praj er 
Remember your unhappy Clare » ’ 
Loud weeps the Abbess, and bestows 
*Kind blessings many a one 
Weeping and wailing loud arose, 
Round patient Clare, the clamorous 
woes 

Of every simple nun 
His eyes the gentle Eustace dried, 
And scarce rude Blount the sight could 
bide 

Then took the squire her rein. 

And gently led away her steed. 

And, by each courteous word and 
* deed. 

To cheer herstroie in \am 
XXXIXI 

But scant three miles the band had 
rode, 

When o’er a height they pass’d, 
And, sudden, close before them show d 
His towers, Tantallon vast , 

Broad, massive, high, and stretching 
far, 

And held impi egnable in war 
On a projecting rock they rose. 

And round three sides the ocean 
flows, 

The fourth did battled walls enclose. 
And double mound and fosse 
By narrow drawbridge, outworks 
strong, 

Ihrough studded gates, an entrance 
long, 

To the mam court they cross 
It was a wide and stately square 
Around were lodgings, fit and fair, 
And towers of various form. 

Which on the court projected far, 
And broke its lines quadrangular 
Here was square keep, there turret 
high. 

Or pinnacle that sought the sky, 
Whence oft the Warder could descry 
The gathering ocean-storm 


\x\i\ 

Here did the^ rest The princely care 
Of Douglas, why should I declare, 

Oi say thej*met reception fair? 

Or why the tidings say. 

Which, \arying, to Tantallon came, 
By Lurrying posts or fleeter fame, 
With ever varying day? 

And, first they heard King James had 
won 

Etall,and Wark and Ford, and then, 
That Norham Castle strong was 
ta en 

At that sore marvelTd Marmion , — 
And Douglas hop’d his Monarch s hand 
Would soon suodue Northumberland 
But whisper d news there came, 
That, while his host inactive lay, 

And melted by degrees away, 

King James was dallying off the day 
With Heron s wily dame 
Such acts to chronicles I yield , 

Go seek them there, and see 
Mine is a tale of Flodden Field, 

And not a history 

At length they heard the Scottish host 
On that high ridge had made their 
post, 

Which frowns o’er Millfield Plain , 
And that biave Surrey many a band 
Had gather’d in the Southern land. 
And march’d into N orthumberland, 
Ana camp at Wooler ta’en 
Marmion, like charger in the stall 
That hears, without, the trumpet call, 
Began to chafe, and swear — 

‘ A sorry thing to hide my head 
In castle, like a fearful maid, 

When such a field is near f 
Needs must I spe this battle-day 
Death to my fame if such a fray 
Were fought, and Marmion away ’ 
The Douglas, too, I wot not why, 
Hath ’bated of his courtesy 
No longer m his halls I ’ll stay 
Then bade his band they should array 
For march against the dawning day 
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Introduction to* Canto 
Sixth 

TO 

RICHARD HEBER, EsQ 

Mciionn-Hoitiiet Chnsti ms 
Heap on more wood ' — the wind is 
chill , 

But let it whistle as it will 
We 11 keep our Christmas merry still 
Each age has deem’d the new born 
3 ear 

The fittest time for festal cheer 
Even, heathen ^et, thesa\age Dane 
At lol more deep tne mead did dram , 
High on the beach his galleys drew, 
And feasted all his pirate crew , 

Then in his low and pine built hall, 
Where shields and axes deck d the w all 
The\ gorgeduponthehalfdress dsteer. 
Caroused in seas o^ sable beer , 

While round, m brutal jest, were 
tlirowm 

Thehalf gnaw dnb, and marrov\ bone 
Or listen d all in grim delight, 

While Scalds > ell d out thejoys offight 
Then forth, in frenzy, would they hie, 
While wildly loose their red locks fly, 
And dancing round the blazing pile. 
They make such barbarous mirth the 
while, 

As best might to tne mind recall 
The boistei ous joys ot Odin s hall 

And well our Christian sires of old 
Loved when tlie year its course had 
roll’d, 

And brought blithe Christmas back 
again, 

With all his hospitable train 
Domestic and religious nte 
Gave honour to the holy night , 

On Christmas eve the bells were rung , 
On Chnstmas eve the mass was sung 


That only night in all the 3 ear. 

Saw the stoled priest the chalice rear 
The damsel donn d her kirtle sheen , 
The hall was dress’d with holl3 green , 
Forth to the wood did merry-men go, 
To gather m the mistletoe 
Then open d wide the Baron s hall 
To vassal, tenant, serf, and all , 
Power laid his rod of rule aside, 

And Ceremony doff’d his pride 
Ihe heir, with roses in his shoes, 
That night might village partner 
choose , 

The Lord underoga^ing, share 
1 he \ ulgar game ot post and pair ’ 
All hail dy'Hvith uncontroll’d delight, 
And general voice, the happ> night. 
That to the cottage, as the crown, 
Brought tidings ot salvation down 

The fire, with well dned logs sup- 
plied, 

Went roaring up the chimne3 wide, 
The huge hall-table s oaken face, 
Scrubb d till it shone, the day to grace. 
Bore then upon its massive board 
No mark to part the squire and lord 
Then wms brought in the lust3 brawn. 
By old blue coated serving man , 

Then the grim boar s head frown d 
on high. 

Crested with bays and rosemary 
Well can the green garb d ranger tell. 
How, when, and where, the monstei 
fell. 

What dogs before his death he tore, 
And all the baiting of the boai 
The w assel round, in good brown bowds. 
Garnish’d with ribbons, blithely trowls 
There the huge sirloin reek’d , hard by 
Plum-porndge stood, and Christmas 
pie, 

Nor fail’d old Scotland to produce. 

At such high tide, her savoury goose 
Then came the merry maskers in. 
And carols roar d with blithesome 
dm , 
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If unmelodious was tfce song, 

It was a hearty note, and strong 
Who lists may in their mumming see 
Tjaces of ancient mystery , 

White shirts supplied the masquerade. 
And smutted cheeks the visors made , 
But, O t what maskeis, nchly dight, 
Can boast of bosoms half so light » 
England was merry England, when 
Old Chnstmas brought his sports again 
’Twas Chnstmas broach’d the mightiest 
ale , 

’Twas Christmas told the merriest 
tale , 

A Christmas gambol oft could cheer 
The poor man’s heart throu^ half the 
year 

Still linger, in our northern clime, 
Some remnants of the good old time , 
And still, within our valleys here, 

We hold the kindred title dear 
Even when, perchance, its far fetch’d 
claim 

To Southron ear sounds empt^ name. 
For course of blood, our proverbs 
deem, 

Is warmer than the mountain-stream 
And thus, my Christmas still I hold 
Where my great-grandsire came of old, 
With amber beard, and flaxen hair, 
And reverend apostolic air — 

The feast and holy-tide to share, 

And mix sobnety with wine, 

And honest mirth with thoughts divine 
Small thought was his, in after timew 
E’er to be hitch’d into a rhyme 
The simple sire could only boast. 
That he was loyal to his cost , 

The banish’d race of kings rever’d, 
And lost his land, — but kept his beard 

In these dear halls, where welcome 
kind 

Is with fair liberty combin’d , 

Where cordial fnendship gives the 
hand. 


And fhes constraint the magic wand 
Of the fair dame that rules the land 
Little we he^d the tempest drear, 
Whije music, mirth, and social cheer, 
Speed on their wings the passing year 
And Mertoun’s halls are fair e’en now, 
Wiien not a leaf is on the bough 
Tweed loves them well, and tu rns again. 
As loath to leave the sweety domain, 
And holds his mirror to her face. 

And clips her with a close embrace 
Gladly as he, we seek the dome, 

And as reluctant turn us home 

How just that, at this time of glee, 
My thoughts should, Heber, turn to 
thee 1 

For many a merry hour we ve known, 
And heard the chimes of midnight’s 
tone 

Cease, then, my friend < a moment cease, 
Andleave these classic tomes in peace* 
Of Roman and of Grecian lore, 

Sure mortal brain can hold no more. 
These ancients, as Noll Bluif might say, 
* Were pretty fellows in their day , ’ 
But time and tide o’er all prevail — 
On Chnstmas eve a Christmas tale — 
Of wonder and of war — * Profane ' 
What • leave the lofty Latian strain. 
Her stately prose, her verse’s charms. 
To hear the clash of rusty arms 
In Fairy Land or Limbo lost. 

To jostle conjurer and ghost, 

Goblin and witch ' ' — Nay, Heber dear, 
Before you touch my charter, hear 
Though Leyden ^ aids, alas ♦ no more, 
My cause with many-languaged lo’-e. 
This may I say — m realms of death 
Ulysses meets Alcides’ wratth, 
Aeneas, upon Thracia’s shore, 

The ghost of murder d Polydore , 

1 A lady of noble German descent born Countess 
Harriet Bruhl of Martmskirchen married to H Scott, 
Esq of Harden (now Lord Pol war th) the author’s 
relative and much valued friend almost from in 
fancy ’—Border Mtnstreis^ 

2 John Leyden, M D of ^eat service to Scott m 
the preparation of the Border Minstrelsy died at 
Java m xSiz, m his seth year 
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For omens, we m Livy cross, 

At every turn, locutus Bts 
As grave and duly speak% that ox, 

As if he told the price of stocks ^ 

Or held, in Rome republican, 

The place of common councilman 

All nations have then omens drear, 
Their legends wild of woe and fear 
To Cambria look — the peasant see 
Bethink him of Glendowerdy, 

And shun ‘the spirit’s Blasted Tree ’ 
The Highlander, whose red claymore 
The battle turn d on Maidas shore, 
Will, on a Friday morn, look pale. 

If ask’d to tell a fairy tale 
He fears the vengeful Elfin King, 
Who leaves that day his grassy ring 
Invisible to human ken, 

He walks among the sons of men 

Did’st e er, dear Heber, pass along 
Beneath the towers of Franchemont, 
Which, like an eagle’s nest in air, 
Hang o’er the stream and hamlet fair ? 
Deep in their vaults, the peasants say, 
A mighty treasure buried lay, 
Amass’d through rapine and through 
wrong 

By the last Lord of F ranchemont 
The iron chest is bolted hard, 

A huntsman sits, its constant guard , 
Around his neck his hoin is hung, 

His hanger m his belt is slung , 
Before his feet his blood hounds he , 
An ’twere not for his gloomy eye. 
Whose withering glance no heart can 
brook. 

As true a huntsman doth he look 
As bugle e’er in brake did sound. 

Or ever hollow d to a hound 
To chase the fiend, and win the prize. 
In that same dungeon ever tries 
An aged necromantic pnest , 

It is an hundred years at least, 

Since ’twixt them first the stnfe begun, 
And neither yet has lost nor won 


And oft the Conjfirer’s words will make 
The stubborn Demon groan and quake, 
And oft the bands of iron break, 

Or bursts one lock, that still amainr 
Fast as ’tis open’d, shuts again 
That magic strife within the tomb 
May last until the day of doom, 
Unless the adept shall learn to tell 
The very word that clench d the spell, 
When Franch’mont lock’d the treasure 
cell 

An hundred years are pass d and gone, 
And scarce three letters has he won 

Such general superstition may 
Excuse for old Pitscottie say , 

Whose gossip history has given 
My song the messenger from Heaven, 
That warn’d, in Lithgow, Scotland s 
King, 

Nor less the infernal summoning , 
May pass the Monk of Durham’s tale. 
Whose demon fought in Gothic mail , 
May pardon plead for Fordun grave. 
Who told of Gifford’s Goblin-Cave 
But why such instances to you. 

Who, in an instant, can lenew 
Your treasured hoaids of various lore, 
And furnish twenty thousand more ’ 
Hoards, not like theirs whose volumes 
rest 

Like treasures in theFi anch’mont chest, 
While gnpple owners still refuse 
To others what they cannot use , 

Give them the priest’s whole centuiy, 
They shall not spell you letters three, 
Their pleasure in the books the same 
The magpie takes in pilfer’d gem 
Thy volumes, open as thy heart. 
Delight, amusement, science, art, 

To every ear and eye impart , 

Yet who of all who thus employ them, 
Can like the owner’s self enjoy them ^ — - 
But, hark' I hear the distant drum * 
The day of Flodden Field is come — 
Adieu, dear Heber • life and health, 
And store of literary wealth 


VI] 




Canto Sixth 

I 

While great e\ents were on the gale, 
And each hour brought a "varying tale, 
And the demeanour, changed and cold, 
Of Douglas, fretted Marmion bold. 
And, like the impatient steed of war. 
He snuflTd the battle from afar, 

And hopes were none, that back again 
Herald should come from Terouenne, 
Where England’s King in leaguer lay. 
Before decisive battle day , 

Whilst these things were, the mournful 
Clare 

Did m the Dame’s devotions share 
For the good Countess ceaseless pray’d 
To Heaven and Saints, her sons to aid, 
And, with short interval, did pass 
F rom pray er to book, from book to mass, 
And all in high Baronial pride, — 

A life both dull and dignified , 

Yet as Lord Marmion nothing press’d 
Upon her intervals of rest. 

Dejected Clara well could bear 
The formal state, the lengthen’d pra^ er. 
Though dearest to her wounded heart 
The hours that she might spend apart 

II 

I said Tantallon’s dizzy steep 
Hung o’er the margin of the deep 
Many a rude tower and rampart theue 
Repell’d the insult of the air, 

Which, when the tempest vex’d the 
sky, 

Half breeze, half spray, camewhistling 

by 

Above the rest, a turret square 
Did o’er its Gothic entrance bear, 

Of sculpture rude, a stony shield , 
The Bloody Heart was m the Field, 
And in the chief three mullets stood, 
The cognizance of Douglas blood 
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The tftrret held a narrow stair, 
Which, mounted, gave you access 
wherf 

A parapet s embattled row 
Did seaward round the castle go 
Sometimes in dizzy steps descending, 
Soiiietimes in narrow circuit bending, 
Sometimes in platform broad extend- 
ing, 

Its varying circle did combine 
Bulwark, and bartizan, and line. 

And bastion, tower, andvantage coign , 
Above the booming ocean leant 
The far-projecting battlement , 

The billows burst, 111 ceaseless flow , 
Upon the precipice below 
Where’er Tantallon faced the land, 
Gate-works, and walls, were strongly 
mann’d , 

No need upon the sea-girt side , 

The steepy rock, and frantic tide, 
Approach of human step denied , 

And thus these lines and ramparts 
rude 

Were left in deepest solitude 

III 

And, for they were so lonely, Clare 
Would to these battlements repair. 
And muse upon her sorrows there, 
And list the sea bird s cry , 

Or slow, like noontide ghost, would 
glide 

Along the dark grey bulwarks’ side. 
And ever on the heaving tide 
Look down with weary eye 
Oft did the cliff and swelling mam 
Recall the thoughts of Whitby’s fane, — 
A home she ne’er might see again , 
For she had laid adown, 

So Douglas bade, the hood and veil. 
And frontlet of the cloister pale. 

And Benedictine gown 
It were unseemly sight, he said, 

A novice out of convent shade 
Nowher blight locks, with sunny glow, 
Again adorn’d her brow of snow. 
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Her mantle rich, whose b orders, found, 
A deep and fretted broidf^ry bound, 

In golden foldings sought^the ground, 
Of holy ornament, alone 
Remain’d a cross with ruby stone. 
And often did she look 
On that which in her hand she here, 
With velvet bound, and broider d o’er, 
Her breviary book 
In such a place, so lone, so grim, 

At dawning pale, or twilight dim, 

It fearful would have been 
To meet a form so richly dress d. 
With book in hand, and cross on 
breast. 

And such a woeful mien 
Fitz-Eustace, loitering with his bow, 
To practise on the gull and crow. 

Saw her, at distance, gliding slow, 
And did by Maiy swear 
Some love lorn Fay she might have 
been. 

Or, m Romance, some spell-bound 
Queen , 

F or ne’er, in work day world, was seen 
A form so witching fair 

IV 

Once walking thus, at evening tide. 

It chanced a gliding sail she spied. 
And, sighing, thought—* The Abbess, 
there, 

Perchance, does to her home repair , 
Her peaceful rule, where Duty, free. 
Walks hand in hand with Chanty , 
Where oft Devotion’s tranced glow 
Can such a glimpse of heaven bestow , 
That the enraptur’d sisters see 
High vision and deep mystery , 

The very form of Hilda fair. 

Hovering upon the sunny air, 

And smiling on her votaries’ prayer 
O J wherefore, to my duller eye. 

Did still the Saint her form deny » 
Was it, that, sear’d by sinful scorn, 
My heart could neither melt nor 
bum? 


Or he my warn^iafifections low, 

With him, that taught them first to 
glow? 

Yet, gentle Abbess, well I knew, 

To pay thy kindness grateful due. 
And well could brook the mild com- 
mand, 

That ruled thy simple maiden band 
How different now' condemn’d to 
bide 

My doom from this dark tyrant’s pride 
But Marmion has to learn, ere long, 
That constant mind, and hate of wrong. 
Descended to a feeble girl, 

From Red De Clare, stout Glosters 
Earl 

Of such a stem, a sapling weak 
He ne’er shall bend, although he break 

V 

* But see ' what makes this armour 

here ? ’ — 

For in her path there lay 
Targe, corslet, helm, she view’d them 
near 

* The breastplate piercd' — Ay, much 

I fear, 

Weak fence wertthou ’gainst foe man’s 
spear, 

That hath made fatal entrance here, 
As these dark blood gouts say 
Thus Wilton — oh' not corslet’s warp, 
Not truth, as diamond pure and hard, 
Could be thy manly bosom s guard, 
On yon disastrous day ' ’ 

§he raised her eyes in mournful 
mood, — 

Wilton himself before her stood ' 

It might have seem’d his passing ghost, 
For every youthful grace was lost , 
And joy unwonted, and surpnse, 
Gave their strange wildness to his 
eyes 

Expect not, noble dames and lords, 
That I can tell such scene in words 
What skilful limner e’er would choose 
To paint the rainbow’s varying hues. 
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Unless to mortal it w^re given 
1 o dip his brush in dyes of heaven 2 
Far less can my weak line declare^ 
JEach changing passion’s shade , 
Brightening to rapture from despair. 
Sorrow, surprise, and pity there, 

And joy, with her angelic air. 

And hope, that paints the future fan , 
Their varying hues display’d 
Each o’er its rival’s ground extending. 
Alternate conquering, shifting, blend- 
ing, 

Till all, fatigued, the conflict yield, 
And mighty Love retains the field 
Shortly I tell what then he said, 

By many a tender word delly d, 

And modest blush, and bursting sigh, 
And question kind, and fond reply — 

VI 

DE Wilton’s history 
' Forget we that disastrous day, 

When senseless in the lists I lay 
Thence dragg’d, — but how I cannot 
know, 

For sense and recollection fled — 
I found me on a pallet low, 

Within my ancient beadsman’s 
shed 

Austin, — remember’st thou, my 
Clare, 

How thou didst blush, when the old 
man, 

When first our infant love began, 

Said we would make a matchless 
pair ? — 

Menials, and friends, and kinsmen ffed 
From the degraded traitor’s bed, — 
He only held my burning head, 

And tended me for many a day 
While wounds and fever held their 
sway 

But far more needful was his care. 
When sense return’d to wake despair , 
For I did tear the closing wound, 
And dash me frantic on the ground. 
If e’er I heard the name of Clare 


At length, to calmer reason brought, 
Much by his Lind attendance wrought, 
With him I left my native strand, 
And, in a pmme ’s weeds array’d, 

My fiated name and form to shade, 

I journey’d many a land , 

No^more a lord of rank and birth, 

But mingled with the dregs of earth 
Oft Austin for my reason fear’d, 
When I would sit, and dee^ily brood 
On dark revenge, and deeds of blood. 
Or wild mad schemes uprear d 
My friend at length fell sick, and said, 
God would remove him soon 
And, while upon his dying bed, 

He begg’d of me a boon — 

If e’er my deadliest enemy 
Beneath my brand should conquer’d he. 
Even then my mercy should awake. 
And spare his life for Austin’s sake 

VII 

‘ Still restless as a second Cain, 

To Scotland next my route was ta’tn. 
Full well the paths I knew 
Fame of my fate made various sound. 
That death in pilgrimage I found, 
Ihat I had perish’d of my wound, — 
None cared which tale was true 
And living eye could never guess 
De Wilton in his Palmer’s dress , 

For now that sable slough is shed, 
And tnmm’d my shaggy beard and 
head, 

I scarcely know me in the glass 
A chance most wondrous did provide, 
That I should be that Baron’s guide — 
I will not name his name ^ 
Vengeance to God alone belongs , 
But, when I think on all my wrongs, 
My blood is liquid flame f 
And ne’er the time shall I forget, 
When, in a Scottish hostel set, 

Dark looks we did exchange 
What were his thoughts I cannot tell, 
But in my bosom muster’d Hell 
Its plans of dark re\ enge 
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* A word of vulgar augur^^, 

That broke from me, I scarce knew 
why, 

Brought on a village tale , 

Which wrought upon his moody sprite, 
And sent him armed forth by nighf 
I borrow’d steed and mail, 

And weapons, from his sleeping band , 
And, passing from a postern door. 
We met, and ’counter’d hand to hand, — 
He fell on Gilford mooi 
For the death-stroke my brand I drew, 
(O then my helmed head he knew, 
The Palmer’s cowl was gone,) 

Then had three inches of my blade 
1 he heavy debt of vengeance paid , 
My hand the thought of Austin staid , 
I left him there alone 
O good old man • even from the grave 
Thy spirit could thy master save 
If I had slain my foeman, ne’er 
Had Whitby’s Abbess, m her fear, 
Given to m> hand this packet dear, 

Of power to clear my injured fame, 
And vindicate De Wilton’s name 
Perchance you heard the Abbess tell 
Of the strange pageantry of Hell, 

That broke oui secret speech — 

It rose from the infernal shade, 

Or featly was some juggle play’d, 

A tale of peace to teach 
Appeal to Heaven I judged was best, 
When my name came among the lest 

IX 

< Now here, within Tantallon HoM, 
To Douglas late my tale I told. 

To whom my house was known of old 
Won by my proofs, his falchion bnght 
This eve anew shall dub me knight 
These were the arms that once did 
turn 

The tide of fight on Otterbume, 

And Harry Hotspur forced to yield. 
When the Dead Douglas won the field 


These Angus |rave— his armourer’s 
care, 

Ere morn shall every breach repair , 
For nought, he said, was in his halls, 
But ancient armour on the walls, 

And aged chargers in the stalls, 

And women, priests, and grey hair’d 
men. 

The rest were all in Twisel glen 
And now I watch my armour here, 
By law of arms, till midnight ’s near , 
Then, once again a belted knight, 
Seek Surrey s camp with dawm of light 

X 

‘ There sifon again we meet, my 
Clare ' 

This Baron means to guide thee 
there 

Douglas reveres his King’s command. 
Else would he take thee from Ins 
band 

And there thy kinsman, Surrey, too, 
Will give De Wilton justice due 
Now meeter far for martial broil. 
Firmer my limbs, and strung by toil 

Once more * ‘ O Wilton > must we 

then 

Risk new-found happiness again. 
Trust fate oi arms once more ’ 

And IS there not an humble glen, 
Where we, content and poor. 

Might build a cottage in the shade, 

A shepherd thou, and I to aid 
Thy task on dale and moor ? 

That reddening brow’ — too well 
I know, 

Not even thy Clare can peace bestow, 
While falsehood stains thy name 
Go then to fight ’ Clare bids thee go ’ 
Clare can a warrior s feelings know, 
And weep a warrior’s shame, 

Can Red Earl Gilbert’s spint feel, 
Buckle the spurs upon thy heel, 

And belt thee with thy brand of 
steel, 

And send thee forth to fame ’ ’ 



VI] 




159 


That night, upon the rocks and bay, 
j^e midnight moonbeam slumberftig 
• lay. 

And pour’d its silver light, and pure, 
AroUgh loop-hole, and through em- 
^ brazuie, 

Upgn Tantallon tower and hall , 
But chief where arched, windows wide 
Illuminate the chapel’s pride, 

The sober glances fall 
Much was there need , though, seam’d 
with scars. 

Two veterans of the Douglas’ wars, 
Though twogrey priests wiere there. 
And each a blazing torch held high. 
You could not by their blaze descry 
The chapel’s carving fair 
Amid that dim and smoky light. 
Chequering the silver moonshine 
blight, 

A bishop by the altar stood, 

A noble loi d of Douglas blood, 
With mitre sheen, and rocquet white 
Yet show’d his meek and thoughtful 
eye 

But little pride of prelacy , 

More pleas’d that, m a barbarous age, 
He gave rude Scotland Virgil s page, 
Than that beneath his rule he held 
The bishopric of fair Dunkeld 
Beside him ancient Angus stood. 
Doff’d his furr’d gown, and sablehood 
O’er his huge form and visage pale, 
He wore a cap and shirt of mail , 
Andlean’dhislarge and wrinkled harfd 
Upon the huge and sweeping brand 
Which wont of yore, in battle fray, 
His foeman s limbs to shred away. 

As wood-kmfe lops the sapling spray 
He seem’d as, from the tombs around 
Rising at judgment-day, 

Some giant Douglas may be found 
In all his old array , 

So pale his face, so huge his limb. 

So old his arms, his look so grim 


XIX 

Then at tne lltar Wilton kneels, 

Aod Clare thispuis bound on his heels, 
And ?hmk what next he must have felt, 
At buckling of the falchion belt ’ 

And judge how Clara changed her 
hue. 

While fastening to her lover’s side 
Afriend, which, though in danger tried, 
He once had found untrue ' 

Then Douglas struck him with his 
blade 

' Saint Michael and Saint Andrew aid, 
I dub thee knight 

Anse, Sii Ralph, De Wilton’s heir’ 
For King, for Church, for Lady fair. 
See that thou fight ’ — 

And Bishop Gawain, as he rose. 

Said — ‘ Wilton ‘ grieve not for thy 
woes. 

Disgrace, and trouble , 

For He, who honour best bestows, 
May give thee double ’ — 

De Wilton sobb’d, for sob he must— 

‘ Where’er I meet a Douglas, trust 
That Douglas is my brother ’ ’ — 

‘ Nay, nay,’ old Angus said, ‘ not so 
To Surrey’s camp thou now must go, 
Thy wrongs no longer smother 
I have two sons in yonder field, 

And, if thou meet’st them under shield. 
Upon them bravely — do thy worst, 
And foul fall him that blenches first ' ' 

XIII 

Not far advanc’d was morning day. 
When Marmion did his troop array 
To Surrey’s camp to nde , 

He had safe conduct for his band. 
Beneath the royal seal and hand, 

And Douglas gave a guide 
The ancient Earl, with stately grace. 
Would Clara on her palfrey place, 
And whispei’d in an under tone, 

^ Let the hawk stoop, his prey is 
flown ’ 
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"Ihe tram from out the castle ^few, 
But Marmion stopp’d to^bid adieu — 
' Though something I might ’plain,’ 
he said, ^ 

* Of cold respect to stranger guest, 
Sent hither by your King’s behest, 
While in Tantallon’s towers I staid , 
Part we in friendship from your land, 
And, noble Earl, receive my hand ’ 
But Douglas round him drew his 
cloak, 

Folded his arms, and thus he spoke 
^ My manors, halls, and bowers, shall 
still 

Be open, at my Sovereign’s will, 

To each one whom he lists, howe’er 
Unmeet to be the owner’s peer 
My castles are my King’s alone. 

From turret to foundation-stone — 
The hand of Douglas is his own , 
And never shall in friendly grasp 
The hand of such as Marmion clasp ’ 

XIV 

Burn’d Marmion’s swarthy cheek like 
fire, 

And shook his very frame for ire. 

And ‘This to me * ’ he said , 

‘ An ’twere not for thy hoary beard, 
Such hand as Marmion’s had not spar’d 
To cleave the Douglas’ head < 

And, first, I tell thee, haughty Peer, 
He, who does England’s message here, 
Although the meanest in her state. 
May well, proud Angus, be thy mate 
And, Douglas, more I tell thee here, 
Even in thy pitch of pnde. 

Here in thy hold, thy vassals near — 
(Nay, never look upon your lord, 
And lay your hands upon your sword 
I tell thee, thou’rt defied ’ 

And if thou said’st I am not peer 
To any lord in Scotland here. 
Lowland or Highland, far or near, 
Lord Angus, thou hast lied < ’ 

On the Earl’s cheek the flush of rage 
O’ercame the ashen hue of age 


Fierce he broke forth, ‘ And dar’st 
thou then 

To beard the lion m his den, 

The Douglas in his hall ^ 

Andhop’st thou hence unscathed to go 
No, by Saint Bride of Bothwell, no • 
Up drawbndge, grooms — what, war- 
der, ho • 

Let the portcullis fall ’ 

Lord Marmion turn d, — well was his 
need, 

And dash’d the rowels in his steed, 
Like arrow through the archway 
sprung, 

The ponderous grate behind him 
ru«ig 

To pass there was such scanty room, 
The bars, descending, lazed his plume 

XV 

The steed along the drawbridge flies, 
Just as it trembled on the rise , 

Nor lighter does the swallow skim 
Along the smooth lake’s level br m 
And when Lord Marmion reach’d his 
band, 

He halts, and turns with clenched hand. 
And shout of loud defiance pours. 
And shook his gauntlet at the towers 
‘ Horse ’ horse ’ * the Douglas cried, 
‘ and chase f ’ 

But soon he rein'd his fury s pace 
‘ A royal messenger he came. 

Though most unworthy of the name — 
A letter forged ’ Saint Jude to speedy 
Did ever knight so foul a deed ^ 

At first in heart it liked me ill, 

"When the King prais dhis clerkly skill 
Thanks to Saint Bothan, son of mine. 
Save Gawain, ne’er could pen a line 
So swore I, and I swear it still. 

Let my boy-bishop fret his fill 
Saint Mary mend my fiery mood ^ 

Old age ne’er cools the Douglas blood, 
I thought to slay him where he stood. 
’Tis pity of him too,’ he cried 
‘ Bold can he speak, and fairly ndt. 
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I warrant him a warn(|jf tried ’ 

With this his mandate he recalls, 

And slowly seeks his castle halls 

XVI 

The day in Marmion s journey wore , 
Yet, ere his passion’s gust was o’er, 
They cross d the heights of Stani ig- 
moor 

His troop more closelj there he scann’d, 
And miss’d the Palmer from the band 

* Palmer or not,’ young Blount did say, 

* He parted at the peep of day, 

Good sooth, It was in strange array ’ 

‘ In what array ^ ’ said Marmion, quick 
‘ My Lord, I ill can spell the j^ick , 

But all night long, with clink and bang. 
Close to my couch did hammers clang , 
At dawn the falling drawbridge rang. 
And from a loop-hole while I peep, 
Old Bell-the-Cat came from the Keep, 
Wrapp d m a gown of sables fair, 

As fearful of the morning air , 

Beneath, when that was blown aside, 
A rusty shirt of mail I spied. 

By Archibald won in bloody work, 
Against the Saiacen and Turk 
Last night it hung not in the hall , 

I thought some marvel would befall 
And next I saw them saddled lead 
Old Cheviot forth, the Earl s beststeed, 
A matchless horse, though something 
old. 

Prompt in his paces, cool and bold 
I heard the Sheriff Sholto say, 

The Earl did much the Master pray 
To use him on the battle day , • 

But he preferrd’ ‘Nay, Henry, 

cease ! 

Thou sworn horse courser, hold thy 
peace 

Eustace, thou bear st a brain — I pray. 
What did Blount see at break of day ? * 

XVII 

* In brief, my lord we both descried 
(For then I stood by Henry s side) 

The palmer mount, and outwards nde, ( 


UpoM the Earl s own favourite steed 
All sheath d 1 t£ was in armour blight, 
And much resembled that same knight, 
Subdi^’d by you in Cotswold fight 
Lord Angus wish d him speed ’ 
The instant that Fitz Eustace spoke, 
A sudden light on Marmion broke , — 
' Ah » dastard fool, to reason lost ’ ’ 
He mutter’d, ‘ twas nor fay nor 
ghost 

I met upon the moonlight wold. 

But living man of earthly mould 
O dotage blind and gross ’ 

Had I but fought as wont, one thrust 
Had laid De Wilton m the dust. 

My path no more to cross 
How stand we now ^ — he told his tale 
To Douglas, and with some avail, 
Twas therefore gloom d his rugged 
brow 

Will Surrey dare to entertain 
’Gainst Marmion, charge disproved 
and vain? 

Small risk of that, I trow 
Yet Clares sharp questions must 
I shun, 

Must separate Constance fiom the 
Nun — 

0 what a tangled web we weave, 
When first we practise to deceive ’ 

A Palmer too < — no wondei why 

1 felt rebuk’d beneath his eye 

I might have known there was but one, 
Whoselook could quell Lord Marmion ^ 

XVIII 

Stung with these thoughts, he urg’d 
to speed 

His troop, and reach d at eve the 
Tweed, 

Where Lennel s convent clos’d their 
march , 

(There now is left but one frail arch. 
Yet mourn thou not its cells , 

Our time a fair exchange has made , 
Hard by, in hospitable shade, 

A reverend pilgrim dwells, 


G 
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Well worth the whole Bemardme 
brood, ^ 

That e’er wore sandal, fi^ock, or hood ) 
Yet did Saint Bernard’s Abbot |here 
Give Marmion entertainment fair, 

And lodging for his train and Clare 
Next morn the Baron climb’d^ the 
tovi ei , 

To view afar the Scottish power. 
Encamp’d on Flodden edge 
Ihe white pavilions made a show, 
Like remnants of the winter snow. 
Along the dusky ridge 
Long Marmion look’d at length his 
eye 

Unusual movement m ght descry 
Amid the shifting lines 
The Scottish host drawn out appears, 
For, flashing on the hedge of spears 
The eastern sunbeam shines 
Their front now deepening, now 
extending, 

Their Hank inclining, wheeling, bend- 
ing, 

Now drawing back, and now descend- 
ing, 

Ihe skilful Marmion well could know 
They watch’d the motions of some foe, 
Who travers’d on the plain below 

XIX 

Even so it was From Flodden ridge 
The Scots beheld the English host 
Leave Barmore-wood, their evening 
post. 

And heedful watch’d them as they 
cross’d 

The Till by Twisel Bridge 

High sight It is, and haughty, while 
They dive into the deep defile , 
Beneath the cavern’ d cliff they fall. 
Beneath the castle’s airy wall , 

By rock, by oak, by hawthorn-tree, 
Troop after troop are disappearing , 
I roop after troop their banners rear- 
ing, 

Upon the eastern bank you see , 


Still pouring down the rock> den, 
Where flows the sullen Till, 

And rising from the dim-wood glen. 
Standards on standards, men on n^en, 
In slow succession still, 

And, sweeping o’er the Gothic arch, 
And pressing on, in ceaseless march, 
To gam the opposing hill 
That morn, to many a trumpet clang, 
Twisel f thy rock’s deep echo lang, 
And many a chief of birth and rank, 
Saint Helen f at thy fountain drank 
Thyhawthornglade,whichnowwesee 
In spring-tide bloom so lavishly, 

Had then from many an axe its doom, 
To give the marching columns room 

XX 

And why stands Scotland idly now, 
Dark Flodden ’ on thy air3>’ brow, 
Since England gams the pass the while, 
Andstruggles through the deep defile ^ 
What checks the fiery soul of James i 
Why sits that champion of the dames 
Inactive on his steed. 

And sees, between him and his land, 
Between him and Tweeds southern 
strand, 

His host Lord Surrey lead ^ 

What ’vails the vain knight-er rant’s 
brand ? 

O, Douglas, for th;y leading wand ' 
Fierce Randolph, for thy speed • 

O for one hour ot Wallace wight, 

Or well skill’d Bruce, to rule the fight, 
, And cry ‘ Saint Andrew and our 
right » ’ 

Another sight had seen that morn 
From Fate’s dark book aleaf been torn. 
And Flodden had been Bannock- 
bourne ' 

The precious hour has pass’d in vain, 
And England’s host has gain’d the 
plain , 

Wheeling their march, and circling 
still, 

Around the base of Flodden hill 
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Ere yet the bands met Marmion’s eye 
Fijz-Eustace shouted loud and high, 
‘Hark’ harkl my lord, an English 
drum’ 

And see ascending squadrons come 
Between Tweed’s river and the hill, 
Foot, horse, and cannon hap what 
hap, 

My basnet to a prentice cap, 

Lord Surrey ’s o er the Till ’ 

Yet more ’ yet more ' — howfar array’d 
They file from out the hawthorn 
shade. 

And sweep so gallant by ’ 

With all their banners bravely spread, 
And all their armour flashing high, 
Saint George might waken from the 
dead. 

To see fair England’s standards fly ’ 
‘ Stint in thy prate,’ quoth Blount, 
thou ’dst best, 

And listen to our lord’s behest 
With kindling brow Lord Marmion 
said, 

‘This instant be our band array’d , 

The river must be quickly cross’d, 
That we may join Lord Surrey’s 
host 

It fight King James, — as well I trust, 
That fight he will, and fight he must, — 
The Lady Clare behind our lines 
Shall tarry, while the battle joins ’ 

xxii 

Himself he swift on horseback threw, 
Scarce to the Abbol bade adieu , 

Far less would listen to his prayer 
To leave behind the helpless Clare 
Down to the Tweed his band he 
drew, 

And mutter’d as the flood they view, 

‘ The pheasant in the falcon’s claw, 
He scarce will yield to please a daw 
Lord Angus may the Abbot awe, 

So Clare shall bide with me * 


Then on that dangerous ford, and deep, 
Where to tl/e Tweed Leat s eddies 
creep,* 

ventured desperately 
And not a moment will he bide, 

Till ^squire, or groom, before him 
ride , 

Headmost of all he stems the tide, 
And stems it gallantly 
Eustace held Clare upon her horse, 
Old Hubert led her rein. 

Stoutly they brav’d the current’s 
course. 

And, though far downward driven 
per force, 

The southern bank they gain , 
Behind them, straggling, came to 
shore, 

As best they might, the tram 
Each o’er his head his yew-bow bore, 
A caution not m vain , 

Deep need that day that every string, 
By wet unharm’d, should sharply ring 
A moment then Lord Marmion staid, 
And breath’d his steed, his men 
array’d. 

Then forward mov’d his band. 
Until, Lord Surrey’s lear guard won, 
He halted by a Cross of Stone, 

That, on a hillock standing lone. 

Did all the field command 

XXIII 

Hence might they see the full array 
Of either host, for deadly fray , 

Their marshall’d lines stretch’d east 
and west, 

And fronted north and south, 

And distant salutation pass’d 
From the loud cannon mouth , 

Not in the close successive rattle, 
That breathes the voice of modern 
battle. 

But slow and far between 
The hillock gain’d, Lord Marmion staid 
‘ Here, by this Cross,’ he gently said, 
‘You well may view the scene 
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Here shalt thou tarry, lovely Clare 
O • think of Marmion iif^thy prayer ♦ 
Thou wilt not ^ — well, ni> less my care 
Shall, watchful, for thy weal prCpare 
You, Blount and Eustace, are her 
guard, 

With ten pick d ai chers of my train , 
With England if the day go hard. 

To Befwick speed amain 
But if we conquer, cruel maid, 

My spoils shall at your feet be laid, 
When hei e we meet again ’ 

He waited not for answer there, 

And would not mark the maid’s despair, 
Nor heed the discontented look 
From either squire , but spurr d amain. 
And, dashing through tJtie battle plain, 
His way to Surrey took 

XXIV 

‘ The good Lord Maimion, by my life ! 

Welcome to danger s hour ' 

Short greeting serves in time of strife 
Thus have I rang’d my power 
Myself will rule this central host, 

Stout Stanley fronts their right. 

My sons command the vaward post, 
With Brian Tunstall, stainless 
knight , 

Lord Dacre, with hishorsemen light, 
Shall be xn rearward of the fight, 
And succour those that need it most 
Now, gallant Marmion, well I know 
Would gladly to the vanguard go , 
Edmund, the Admiral, Tunstall there, 
With thee their charge will blithely 
share , 

There fight thine own retainers too. 
Beneath De Burg, thy steward true ’ 

* Thanks, noble Surrey < Marmion said, 
Nor farther greeting there he paid , 
But, parting like a thunderbolt. 

First in the vanguard made a halt, 
Where such a shout there rose 
Of Marmion I Marmion » that the cry, 
Up Flodden mountain shrilling high, ; 
Startled the Scottish foes 


XXV 

Blount and Fitz Eustace rested still 
With Lady Clare upon the hill » r 
On which (for far the day was spent), 
The western sunbeams now were 
bent 

The cry they heard, its meaning knew, 
Could plain their distant comrades 
view 

Sadly to Blount did Eustace , 

‘ Unworthy office here to stay » 

No hope of gilded spurs to day 
But see i look up — on Flodden bent 
The ScQiftish foe has fired his tent ’ 
And sudden, as he spoke, 

Fiom the sharp ridges of the hill 
All downward to the banks of Till, 
Was wreath d in sable smoke 
Volum’d and fast, and rolling far, 

The cloud envelop’d Scotland s war, 
As down the hill they broke , 

Nor martial shout, nor minstrel tone, 
Announed their march, their tread 
alone, 

At times one warning trumpet blown 
At times a stifled hum, 

Told England, from his mountain- 
throne 

King James did rushing come 
Scarce could they hear, or see their 
foes, 

Until at weapon point they close 
They close, in clouds of smoke and 
dust, 

'With sword-sway, and with lances 
thrust , 

And such a yell was there, 

Of sudden and portentous birth, 

As if men fought upon the earth. 

And fiends in upper air , 

O life and death were in the shout, 
Recoil and rally, charge and rout, 
And triumph and despair 
Long look’d the anxious squires , tlieir 
eye 

Could in the darkness nought desciy 
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At length the freshening western 
blast 

Aside the shroud of battle cast , 

And, first, the ridge of mingled spears 
Abo\e the brightening cloud appears , 
And in the smoke the pennons flew, 
As in the storm the white sea-mew 
Then mark’d they, dashing broad and 
far, 

The broken billows of the war, 

And plumed crests of chieftains brave. 
Floating like foam upon the wave , 
But nought distinct they see 
Wide rag’d the battle on th%plain , 
Spears shook, and falchions flash’d 
amain , 

Fell England’s arrow-flight like rain , 
Crests rose, and stoop’d, and rose 
again 

Wild and disorderly 
Amid the scene of tumult, high 
The3. saw Lord Marmion’s falcon fly 
And stainless Tunstall s banner white. 
And Edmund Howard’s lion bright. 
Still bear them bravely in the fight 
Although against them come. 

Of gallant Gordons man> a one, 

And many a stubborn Badenoch man. 
And many a rugged Border clan. 
With Huntlj , and with Home 

XWII 

Far on the left, unseen the while, 
Stanley broke Lennox and Argyle 
Though there the western mountaineer 
Rush’d with bare bosom on the spear, 
And flung the feeble targe aside. 

And with both hands the broadsword 
plied 

’Twas vain — But Fortune, on the 
right, 

With fickle smile cheer’d Scotland s 
fight 

Then fell that spotless banner white, 
The Howard s lion fell , 


Yet still Lord Marmion’s falcon flew 
With wavering flight, while fiercer 
grew I 

Around the battle-yell 
The feorder slogan rent the sky * 

A Home * a Gordon ^ was the cry 
Lf>ud were the clanging blows , 
Advanc’d, forc’d back, now low, now 
high, 

The pennon sunk and rose , 

As bends the bark’s mast in the gale. 
When rent are rigging, shrouds, and 
sail, 

It waver’d mid the foes 
No longer Blount the view could bear 
‘ By Heaven, and all its saints ’ I swear 
I will not see it lost * 

Fitz-Eustace, you with Lady Clare 
May bid your beads, and patter 
prayer, — 

I gallop to the host ’ 

And to the fray he rode amain, 
Follow’d by all the archer train 
The fiery youth, with desperate charge, 
Made, for a space, an opening largo, 
The rescued banner rose. 

But darkly clos’d the war around, 
Like pine tree, rooted from the ground, 
It sunk among the foes 
Then Eustace mounted too —yet staid 
As loath to leave the helpless maid, 
When, fast as shaft can fly. 
Bloodshot his eyes, his nostrils spread, 
The loose rem danglmg from his head, 
Housing and saddle bloody red, 

Lord Marmion’s steed 1 ush’d by , 
And Eustace, maddening at the sight, 
A look and sign to Clara cast 
To mark he w ould return in haste, 
Then plung d into the fight 

XXVIII 

Ask me not w hat the maiden feels, 
Left in that dreadful hour alone 
Perchance her reason stoops, or reels , 
Perchance a courage, not her own, 
Braces her mind to desperate tone. 
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The scatter’d van of England Wheels , 
She only said, as lou(|. in air 
The tumult roar’d, ‘ IsWiltonthere?’ 
They fly, or, madden’d by despair 
Fight but to die, — Ts Wilton there 
With that, straight up the hill theie 
rode r 

Two horsemen drench’d with gore, 
And in their arms a helpless load, 

A wourfded knight they bore 
His hand still strain’d the broken brand , 
His arms were smear d with blood 
and sand 

Dragg’d from among the horses’ feet, 
With dinted shield, and helmet beat, 
The falcon-crest and plumage gone. 
Can that be haughty Marmion f 
Young Blount his armoui did unlace, 
And, gazing on his ghastlj^ face. 

Said ‘ By Saint George, he ’s gone » 
Thatspear-woundhas our master sped, 
And see the deep cut on his head • 
Good night to Marmion ’ 

^ Unnurtur’d Blount < thy brawling 
cease 

He opes his eyes,’ said Eustace, 
^ peace ! * 

XXIX 

When,doff’dhis casque, hefeltfreeair 
Around ’gan Marmion wildly stare — 
* Where’s Harry Blount? Fitz Eustace 
where ? 

Linger ye here, ye hearts of hare ♦ 
Redeem my pennon, — charge again ’ 
Cry ^ Marmion to the rescue t * — Vain ’ 
Last of my race, on battle plain 
That shout shall ne’er be heard again • 
Yet my last thought is England’s , fly, 
To Dacre bear my signet ring 
Tell him hip squadrons up to bring 
Fitz-Eustace, to Lord Surrey hie , 
Tunstall lies dead upon the field, 
His life-blood stains the spotless 
shield 

Edmund is down — my life is reft , 
The Admiral alone is left 


Let Stanley ^charge with spur of 
fire, — 

JVith CheSver charge, and Lancashire, 
Full upon Scotland s central host, 
Or victory and England ’s lost 
Must I bid twice ? — hence, varlets * 
fly ' 

Leave Marmion here alone — to die ’ 
The^ parted, and alone he lay , 
Clare drew her from the sight away. 
Till pain wrung forth a lowly* moan 
And half he murmur’d, ‘ Is there none, 
Of all my halls have nurst, 

Page, squire, or groom, one cup to 
bring 

Of blessed water from the spring. 

To slake my dying thirst • ’ 

XXX 

O Woman ^ in our hours of ease, 
Uncertain, coy, and hard to please, 
And variable as the shade 
By the light quivering aspen made , 
When pam and anguish wring the 
brow, 

A ministering angel thou ’ 

Scarce were the piteous accents said, 
When, with the Baron’s casque, the 
maid 

To the nigh streamlet ran 
F orgot were hatred, wrongs, and fears, 
The plaintive voice alone she hears, 
Sees but the dying man 
She stoop d her by the runnel’s side, 
But in abhorrence backward drew. 
For, oozing from the mountain's side, 
'V&'here raged the war, a dark-red tide 
Was curdling in the streamlet blue 
Where shall she turn? — behold her 
mark 

A little fountain cell, 

Where water, clear as diamond spark, 
In a stone basin fell 
Above, some half-worn letters say, 

Jtfr ♦ tfjc ♦ ifcmh * sflttl ♦ of . • (&xt^ ^ 

OTiJo * built • tips ♦ cross ♦ aub * SocU* 
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She fill’d the helm, andiback she hied, 
And with surprise and joy espied 
A monksupportmgMarmion s head 
A pious man, whom duty brought 
To dubious verge of battle fought, 

To shrievethe dying, bless the dead 

XXXI 

Deep drank Lord Marmion ofthewave, 
And, as she stoop’d his brow to lave — 
‘ Is it the hand of Clare,’ he said, 

* Or injur’d Constance, bathes my 

head 1 ’ 

Then, as remembrance rose, — 

‘ Speak not to me of shrift or prayer f 
I must redress her woes 
Short space, few words, are mine to 
spare 

Forgive and listen, gentle Clare 

* Alas > ’ she said, * the while, — 

O, think of your immortal weal t 
In vain for Constance is your zeal , 

She died at Holy Isle ’ 

Lord Marmion started from the ground, 
As light as if he felt no wound , 
Though in the action burst the tide, 
In torrents, from his wounded side 
'Then it was truth,’ he said , 'I knew 
That the dark presage must be true 
I would the Fiend, to whom belongs 
The vengeance due to all her wrongs, 
Would spare me but a day ’ 

For wasting fire, and dying groan, 
And priests slam on the altar stone, 
Might bribe him for delay 
It may not be ’ this dizzy trance — 
Curse on yon base marauder’s lance, 
And doubly curs d m^^ failing brand ' 
A sinful heart makes feeble hand ’ 
Then, fainting, down on earth he sunk, 
Supported by the trembling Monk 

XXXII 

With fruitless labour, Clara bound, 
And strove to stanch the gushing 
wound 

The Monk, with unavailing cares, 
Exhausted all \he Church’s prayers 


Ever, He said, that, close and near, 

A lady s voices was in his ear, 

And that the priest he could not hear , 
Foiithat she ever sung, 

' Ih the lost battle^ home down by the 

fy^ng, 

TVh^e mingles wars rattle with groans 
of the dying f ’ 

So the notes rung , — 

' Avoid thee, Fiend > with cruel hand, 
Shake not the dying sinner’s sand 1 
O, look, my son, upon yon sign 
Of the Redeemer s grace divine , 

O, think on faith and bliss ! 

By many a death bed I have been, 
And many a sinner’s parting seen, 
But never aught like this * 

The war, that for a space did fail, 
Now trebly thundering swell’d the 
gale, 

And — Stanley I was the ciy , 

A light on Marmion’s \isage spread, 
And fired his glazing eye 
With dying hand, above his head, 

He shook the fragment of his blade, 
And shouted ' Victory < 

Charge, Chester, charge ’ On, Stanley, 
on > ’ 

Were the last words of Marmion 

XXXIII 

By this though deep the evening fellj^ 
Still rose the battle s deadly swell. 
For still the Scots, around their King, 
Unbroken, fought m desperate ring 
Where’s now their victor -v award 
wing, 

Where Huntly, and where Home 
O, for a blast of that dread horn, 

On Fontarabian echoes borne, 

That to King Charles did come, 
When Rowland brave, and Olivier, 
And every paladin and peer, 

On Roncesvalles died * 

Suchblast might warn them, not in vain, 
To quit the plunder of the slam. 

And turn the doubtful day again. 
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While yet on Flodden side,^ 

Afar, the Ro3^aI Standard flies, 

And round it toils, andbfeeds, and dies, 
Our Caledonian pnde * r 
In \ain the wish— for far away, 
While spoil and havoc mark their wa>, 
Near Sybil’s Cross the plundLiers 
stray 

‘ O, Lady,’ cried the Monk, 'away ' ’ 
And plac d her on her steed. 

And led her to the chapel fair, 

Of Tilmouth upon Tweed 
There allthenighttheyspent in prayer, 
And at the dawn of morning thei e 
She met her kinsman Lord Fitz Clare 

XXXIV 

But as they left the dark’mng heath, 
M ore desperate grew the strife of death 
The English shafts in volleys hail’d, 
In headlong charge their horse assail’d, 
Front, flank, and rear, the squadrons 
sweep 

To break the Scottish circle deep. 
That fought around their King 
B Lit yet , though thick the shafts as snow, 
Though charging knights like whirl- 
winds go, 

Though bill-men ply the ghastly blow, 
Unbroken was the ring , 

The stubborn spear men still made 
good 

Their dark impenetrable wood, 

Each stepping where his comrade 
stood. 

The instant that he fell 
No thought was there of dastard flight , 
Link’d in the serried phalanx tight, 
Groom fought like noble, squire like 
knight, 

As fearlessly and well , 

Till utter darkness closed her wing 
O’ ertheirthin host and wounded King 
Then skilful Suney’s sage commands 
Led backfrom stnfe his shatter’d bands , 
And from the charge they drew, 

As mountain-waves, from wasted lands, 
Sweep back to ocean blue 


Then did their loss his foemen know, 
Their King, their Lords, their might- 
lest low, 

They melted from the field as snow, 
When streams are swoln and south 
winds blow, 

Dissolves m silent dew 
Tweeds echoes heard the ceaseless 
plash, 

While many a broken band, 
Disorder’d, through her currents dash, 
To gam the Scottish land , 

To town and tower, to town and dale, 
To tell red Flodden’s dismal tale, 

And rai:|e the universal wail 
Tradition, legend, tune, and song, 
Shall many an age that wail prolong 
Still from the sire the son shall hear 
Of the stern strife, and carnage drear 
Of Flodden’s fatal field, 

Where shiver d was fair Scotland s 
spear, 

And broken was her shield ’ 

XXXV 

Day dawns upon the mountain’s side 
There, Scotland ' la> thy bravest pride. 
Chiefs knights, and nobles, many a one 
The sad survivors all are gone 
View not that corpse mistrustfully, 
Defac’d and mangled though it be, 
Nor to yon Border castle high, 

Look northward with upbraiding eye, 
Nor cherish hope in vain, 

That, journeying far on foreign strand. 
The Royal Pilgrim to his land 
r May yet return again 
He saw the wreck his rashness 
wrought , 

Reckless of life, he desperate fought, 
And fell on Flodden plain 
And well in death his trusty brand, 
Firm clench’d within his manly’- hand, 
Beseem’d the monarch slain 
But, O • how changed smee yon blithe 
night > 

Gladly I turn me from the sight, 

Unto my tale again 
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Shoit IS my tale Fitz Eustace’ care 
A pierc’d and mangled body bare 
TcPmoated Lichfield’s lofty pile, 

And there, beneath the southern aisle 
A tomb, with Gothic sculpture fan. 
Did long Lord Marmion’s image bear 
(Now vainly for its sight you look , 
’Twas levell’d when fanatic Biook 
The fair cathedral storm’d and took , 
But, thanks to Heaven and good Saint 
Chad, 

A guerdon meet the spoiler had ') 
There erst was martial Marmion found, 
His feet upon a couchant homnd, 

His hands to heaven uprais d , 

And all around, on scutcheon rich, 
And tablet carv’d, and fretted niche, 
His arms and feats were blaz d 
And yet, though all was carv’d so fair, 
And priest for Marmion breath’d the 
prayer, 

The last Lord Marmion lay not there 
From Ettnck woods a peasant swam 
Follow’d his lord to Flodden plain, — 
One of those flowers, whom plaintive 
lay 

In Scotland mourns as ‘wede away ’ 
Sore wounded, Sybil’s Cross he spied, 
And dragg’d him to its foot, and died, 
Close by the noble Marmion’s side 
The spoilers stnpp’d and gash d the 
slam, 

Ard thus their corpses were mista’en. 
And thus, in the proud Baron’s tomb. 
The lowly woodsman took the room ^ 

XXXVII 

Less easy task it were, to show 
Lord Marmion’s nameless grave, and 
low 

They dug his grave e’en where he lay, 
But every mark is gone , 

Time’s wasting hand has done away 
The simple Cross of Sybil Grey, 

And broke her font of stone 


But yet. from out the little hill 
Oozes the slender sprmglet still , 

Oft halts ttje stranger there. 

For thence may best his curious ej e 
The memorable field descry , 

And shepherd boys repair 
1 o s^ek the water-flag and rush, 

And rest them by the hazel bush. 
And plait their garlands fair , 

Nor dream they sit upon thd gi ave, 
Thatholds the bones of Marmion brave 
When thou shalt find the little hill, 
With thy heart commune, and be still 
If ever, in temptation strong. 

Thou left’st the right path for the 
wrong , 

If every devious step, thus trod, 

Still led thee farther from the road , 
Dread thou to speak presumptuous 
doom 

On noble Marmion’s lowly tomb , 

But say, ‘ He died a gallant knight, 
With sword m hand, for England’s 
right ’ 

\XXVIII 

I do not rhyme to that dull elf, 

Who cannot image to himself. 

That all through Flodden’s dismal 
night, 

Wilton was foremost in the fight , 
That, when brave Surrey s steed vv as 
slam, 

’Twas Wilton mounted him again , 
’Twas Wilton’s brand that deepest 
hew’d. 

Amid the spearmen’s stubborn wood 
Unnam’d by Hollinshed or Hall, 

He was the living soul of all 
That, after fight, his faith made plain, 
He won his rank and lands again , 
And charg d his old paternal shield 
ith bearings won on Flodden Field 
Nor sing I to that simple maid. 

To whom It must m terms be said. 
That King and kinsmen did agree, 

To bless fair Clara’s constancy , 
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Who cannot, unless I relate, • 

Paint to her mind the lyidal’s state , 
ThatWolsey’svoicetheilessmgspoke, 
More, Sands, and Denny, passed the 
joke 

That bluff King Hal the curtain drew, 
And Catherine’s hand the stotking 
threw , 

And afterwards, for many a day, 

That it was held enough to say, 

In blessing to a wedded pair, 

* Love they like Wilton and like 
Clare 1 ’ 


l’envoy 

Why then a final note prolong, 

Or lengthen out a closing song, 
Unless to bid the gentles speed, 
Who long have listed to my rede ? 


To Statesmen ^^rave, if such may deign 
To read the Minstrel s idle strain, 
Sound head, clean hand, and piercing 

wit, r 

And patriotic heart— as Pitt t 
A garland for the hero s crest, 

And twin’d by hei he loves the 
best , 

To every lovely lady bright, 

What can I wish but faithful knight ? 
To every faithful lover too, 

What can I wish but lady true 2 
And knowledge to the studious sage , 
And pillow to the head of age 
To the^, dear schoolboy, whom my 
lay 

Has cheated of thy hour of play. 
Light task, and merry holiday ’ 

To all, to each, a fair good-night. 

And pleasing dreams, and slumbers 
light t 


END OF MA.I5MION 
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INTRODUCTION TO 

It is hardly to be expected, that an Author 
whom the public have honoured iMth some 
degree of applause, should not b^again a 
trespasser on their kindness Yet the Author 
of Marmion must be supposed to feel some 
anxiety concerning its success, since he is 
sensible that he hazards, by this second in 
trusion, any reputation which his first poem 
may have procured him The present story 
turns upon the private adventures of a fic 
titious character, but is called a Tale of 
Flodden Field, because the hero’s fate is con 
nected with that memorable defeat, and the 
causes which led to it The design of the 
Author was, if possible, to apprise his readers, 
at the outset, of the date of his story, and to 


THE FIRST EDITION 


prepare them for the manners of the age in 
which It is laid Any historical narrative, 
far more an attempt at epic composition, 
exceeded his p^an of a romantic talc, yet 
he may be permitted to hope, from the popu 
lanty of iHE Lay OF THE Last Minstrel, 
that an attempt to paint the manners of the 
feudal times, upon a oroader scale, and in the 
course of a more interesting stoiy, will not 
be unacceptable to the public 
The poem opens about the commencement 
of Au^st, and concludes with the defeat of 
Flodden, 9th September, 1513 

Ashestiel, i8o8 


INTRODUCTION TO THE EDITION OF 1830 


What I have to say respecting this poem 
may be briefly told In the Introduction to 
‘ The Lay of the Last Minstrel,’ I have men 
tioned the circumstances, so far as my literary 
life is concerned, which induced me to resign 
the active pursuit of an honourable profession, 
for the more precarious resources of literature 
My appointment to the Shenffdom of Selkirk 
called for a change of residence I left, there 
fore, the pleasant cottage I had upon the side 
of the Esk, for the ‘ pleasanter banks of the 
Tweed,’ m order to comply with the law, 
which requires that the Sheriff shall be resi 
dent, at least dunng a certain number of 
months, within his jurisdiction We found a 
delightful retirement, by ray becoming the 
tenant of my intimate friend and cousin 
german, Colonel Russell, in his mansion of 
Ashestiel, which was unoccupied, during his 
absence on military service in India The 
house was adequate to our accommodation, 
and the exercise of a limited hospitality 
The situation is uncommonly beautiful, by 
the side of a fine nver, whose streams are there 


very favourable for angling, surrounded by 
the remains of natural woods, and by hills 
abounding in game In point of society, ac 
cording to the heartfelt phrase of Scripture, 
we dwelt ‘ amongst our own people ,’ and as 
the distance from the metropolis was only 
thirty miles, we were not out of reach of our 
Edinburgh fnends, in which city we spent the 
terms of the summer and winter Sessions of the 
Court, that is, five or six months in the year 
An important circumstance had, about the 
same time, taken place in my life Hopes had 
been held out to me from an influential quar- 
ter, of a nature to relieve me from the anxiety 
which I must have otherwise felt, as one upon 
the precarious tenure of whose own life rested 
the principal prospects of his family, and es 
pecially as one who had necessarily some de 
pendence upon the favour of the public, which 
IS proverbially capricious, though it is but 
justice to add, that, in my own case, I have 
not found it so Mr Pitt had expressed a wish 
to my personal friend, the Right Honourable 
William Dundas. now Lord Cleric Register 

G 5 
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of Scotland, that some fitting oji^ortunity 
should be taken to be of service to me , and 
as my Mews and wishes panted to a future 
rather than an immediate *pro\ ision, an op 
portunity of accomplishing this \^s soon 
found One of the Principal Clerks o^ession, 
as they are called, (official persons who occupy 
an important and responsible situation, ana 
enjoy a considerable income,) who had^scrx ed 
upwards of thirty years, felt himself, from 
age, and the infirmity of deafness with which it 
was accompanied, desirous of retiring fiora 
his official situation As the law then stood, 
such official persons w ere entitled to bargain 
with their successors, either for a sum of 
money, A\hich was usually a considerable one, 
or for an interest in the emoluments of the 
office during their life My predecessor, whose 
services had been unusually meritorious, 
stipulated for the emoluments of his office 
during his life, while I should enjoy the sur 
vivorship, on the condition that I discharged 
thedutiesoftheofficemthemeantime Mr Pitt, 
however, having died in the interval, his ad 
ministration was dissol v ed, and w as succeeded 
W that known by the name of the Fox and 
Grenville Ministr} My affair was so far 
completed, that my commission lay m the 
office subscribed by his Majesty, but, from 
hurry or mistake, the interest of my prede 
censor was not expressed m it, as had been 
usual m such cases Although, therefore, it 
only required payment of the fieeSj I could 
not in honour take out the commission in the 
present state, since, in the event of my dying 
before him, tlie gentleman whom I succeeded 
must have lost the vested interest which he 
had stipulated to retain I had the honour 
of an interview with Farl Spencer on the 
subject, and lie, in the most handsomemanner 
gave directions that the commission should 
issue as originally intended , adding, that the 
matter having received the royal assent, he 
regarded only as a claim of justice what he 
would have Willingly done as an act of favour 
I never saw Mr Fox on this, or on, any other 
occasion, and never made any application to 
him, conceiving that in doing so I might have 
been supposed to express political opinions 
contrary to those which I hadalways pi ofessed 
In his private capacity, there is no man to 
whom I would have been more proud to owe 
an obligation, had I been so distinguished 

By this arrangement I obtained the sur- 
vivorship of an office, the emoluments of which 
were fully adequate to my wishes , and as the 
law respecting the mode of providing for 
superannuated officers was, about five or 
SIX years after, altered from that which ad 
mitted the arrangement of assistant and 
successor, my colleague vexy handsomely 
took the opportunity of the alteration, to ac- 
cept of the retiring annuity provided in such 
cases, and admitted me to the full benefit of 
the office 

But although the certainty of succeeding to 
a considerable income, at the time 1 obtained 


it, seemed to assfAie me of a quiet harbour m 
my old age, I did not escape my share of m 
convenience from the contrary tides and 
currents by w hich we are so often encountered 
m our journey through life Indeed, the 
publication of my next poetical attempf was 
prematurely acederated, from one of those 
unpleasant accidents which can neither be 
foieseen nor avoided 

I had formed the prudent resolution to 
endeavour to bestow a little moie labour 
than I had jet done on my productions, and 
to be in no hurry again to announce myself 
as a candidate for literary fame Accordingl} , 
particular passages of a poem, winch was 
linally called ‘Marmion,' were laboured with 
a good deal of care, by one by whom much 
caie was seldom bestowed whether the 
work was woitli the labour or not, I am no 
competent judge , but I may be permitted to 
say, that the period of its composition was a 
very haj^by one m my life , so much so, that 
I remember with pleasure, at this moment, 
some of the spots in which particular passages 
w ere composed It is probably ov\ mg to this, 
that the Introductions to the seveial Cantos 
assumed the form of familiar epistles to my 
intimate friends, in which I alluded, perhaps 
more than w as necessary or graceful, to my 
domestic occupations and amusements— a 
loquacity which may be excused by those 
who remember that I was still young, light* 
headed, and happy , and that ‘ out of the abund 
ance of the heart the mouth speaketh ' 

The misfortunes of a near relation and 
friend, which happened at this time, led me 
to alter my prudent determination, w nich had 
been, to use great precaution m sending this 
poem into the world , and made it com ement 
at least, if not absolutely necessary, to hasten 
its publication The publishers of ‘ The Lay 
of the Last Minstrel,’ emboldened by the 
success of that poem, willingly offered a 
thousand pounds tor ‘ Marmion * The trans- 
action being no secret, afforded Lord Byron, 
who was then at general war with all who 
blacked paper, an apology for including me 
m his satire, entitled English Bards and 
Scotch Reviewers ’ I never could conceive 
how an ariangeraent between an author and 
his pubhsheis, if satisfactory to the persons 
concerned, could afford matter of censure to 
any third party* I had taken no unusual or 
ungenerous means of enhancing the value of 
my merchandise— I had never higgled a mo 
meat about the bargain, but accepted at once 
what I considered the handsome offer of 
my publishers These gentlemen, at least, 
were not of tminion that they had been taken 
advantage of m the transaction, which indeed 
was one of their own framing, on the con 
trary, the sale of the poem was so far 
beyond their expectation, as to induce them 
to supply the Author’s cellars with what is 
always an acceptable present to a young 
Scottish housekeeper, namely, a boghead of 
excellent claret 
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The poem -was finished in^too much haste 
to allow mean opportunity ot softening down 
if not removing, some of its most prominent 
defects The nature of Marmion’s guilt, aj 
though similar instances were found, and 
miglft be quoted, as existing m feudal times, 
was nevertheless not sufficiently peculiar to be 
indicatne of the character of the period, 
forgery being the cnme of a commercial, 
rather than a proud and warlike age This 
gross defect ought to have been remedied or 
palliated Yet 1 suffered the tree to lie as it 
had fallen I remember my friend. Dr 
Leyden, then in the East, wrote me a furious 
remonstrance on the sulyect I have, never 
theless, always been of opiniOHj that cor 
rections, however in themselves judicious, 
have a bad effect — after publication An 
author IS never so decidedly condemned as on 
his own confession, and may long find apolo 
gists and partisans, until he gives up his own 
cause I was not, therefore, inclinedto afford 
matter for censure out of my own admissions , 


and, by ^od fortune, the novelty of the sub- 
ject, and, if I may say so, some force and 
vivacity of description, w ere allowed to atone 
for many imperfections Thus the second ex 
periment on the public patience, generally the 
most perilous, — for the public are then most 
apt to judge with rigour, what m the first 
instance they had received, perhaps, with 
imprudent generosity —-was in my case 
decidedly successful I had the good fortune 
to pass this ordeal favourably, and the return 
of sales before me makes the copies amount 
to thirty SIX thousand printed between 1808 
and iSa*?, besides a considerable sale since 
that period I shall here pause upon the 
subject of ‘ Marmion,* and, in a few prefatory 
words to ‘The Lady of the Lake,’ the last 
oem of mine which obtained eminent success, 
will continue the task which I have imposed 
on myself respecting the origin of my pro- 
ductions 

Abbotsford, 1830 


NOTES 


Note I 

when the Champion of the Lake 
Enters Morgana' s fated houscy 
Or in the Chapel PertlouSy 
Despising spells a7id demons' force. 

Holds converse with the unouried corse 
— P 92 

The romance of the Morte \rthur contains 
a sort of abridgement of the most celebrated 
adventures of the Round Table , and, being 
written in comparatively modern language, 
giv es the general reader an excellent idea of 
w hat romances of chivalry actually were It 
has also the merit of being written m pure old 
English, and many of the wild adventures 
which it contains are told with a simplicity 
bordering upon the sublime Sev eral of these 
are referred to in the text , and I would have 
illustrated them by more full extracts, but as 
this curious work is about to be republished ^ 
I confine myself to the tale of the Chapel 
Penlous, and of the quest of Sir Launcelot 
after the Sangreal 

‘Right so Sir Launcelot departed, and 
when he came to the Chapell Perilous he 
alighted downe, and tied his horse to a little 
gate And as soon as he was within the 
churchyard, he saw, on the front of the 
chapell, many faire rich shields turned upside 
downe , and many of the shields Sir Launcelot 
had seene knights have before , with that he 
saw stand by him thirtie great knights, more, 
by a yard, than any man that ever he had 
seene and all those gnnned and gnashed at 
Sir Launcelot , and when he saw their 
countenance, hee dread them sore, and so 


put his shield afore him, and tooke his sword 
in his hand, ready to doe battaile , and they 
were all armed in black harneis, ready, with 
their shields and sw ords drawn And when 
Sir Launcelot would have gone through 
them, they scattered on every side of him, 
and gave him the way, and therewith he 
wraxea all bold, and entered into the chapell, 
and then hee saw no light but a dim me lampe 
burning, and then was he ware of a corps 
covered with a cloath of si Ike , then Sir 
Launcelot stooped downe, and cut a piece 01 
that cloth away, and then it fared under him 
as the earth had quaked a little, whereof he 
wasafeard, and then hee saw a faire sword 
lye by the dead knight, and that he gat in his 
hand, and hied him out of the chappell As 
soon as he was in the chappell yerd, all the 
knights spoke to him with a grimly voice, 
an<r said, “ Knight, Sir Launcelot, lay that 
sword from thee, or else thou shait die” — 
“Whether I live or die,” said Sir Launcelot, 
‘ with no great words get yee it againe, 
therefore fight for it and yee list ” Therewith 
he passed through them , and, beyond the 
chappell yerd there met hnn a faire damoselL 
and said, “Sir Launcelot, leave that sword 
behind thee, or thou wilt die for it ” — “ I will 
not leave it,” said Sir Launcelot, “for no 
threats " — “No^” saidshe, “and ye did leave 
that sword, Queen Guenever should ye never 
see ” — ‘Then were I a fool and I would leave 
this sword,” said Sir Launcelot “ Now, 
gentle knignt,” said the damosell, “ I require 
thee to kiss me once ” — “ Nay,” said Sir 
launcelot, “that God forbid!”—* Well, sir,” 
said she, “and thou haddest kissed me thy 
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life dayes had been done but novp, alas ’ ” 
said she “ I have lost all my labour , for I 
ordeined this chappell for ^y sake, and for 
Sir Gav/aine and once I ^ad Sir Gawaine 
■within It, and at that time he fought uith 
that knight which there lieth dead iSyonder 
chappell, Sir Gilbert the bastard, and at that 
time nee smote off Sir Gilbert the bastard’s 
left hand And so, Sir Launcelot, no% I tell 
thee, that I have loved thee this seaven yeare 
but there may no woman have thy love but 
Queene Guenever, but sithen I may not 
rejoyice thee to have thy body alive I had 
kept no more joy in this world but to have 
had thy dead body , and I would have balmed 
it and served, and so have kept it in my life 
daies, and daily I should have clipped thee, 
and kissed thee, in the despite of Queen 
Guenever Yee say well,” said Sir 
Launcelot, “Jesus preserve me from your 
subtill craft” And therewith he took his 
horse, and departed from her ’ 


Note II 

A sinful ntan^ and unconfes^d^ 

He took the SangreaVs holy que^t^ 

And^ slumbering^ saw the vision high^ 
He might not view with waking eye 

— P 92 

One day, when Arthur was holding a high 
feast with his Knights of the Round Table, 
the Sangreal, or vessel out of which the last 
passover was eaten, (a precious relic, which 
had long remained concealed from human 
eyes, because of the sins of the land,) suddenly 
appeared to him and all his chivalry The 
consequence of this vision was, that all the 
knights took on them a solemn vow to seek 
the San^eal But, alas ’ it could only be 
revealedto a knight at once accomplished in 
earthly chivalry, and pure and guiltless of 
evil conversation All Sir Launcelot’s noble 
accomplishments were therefore rendered 
vain by his guilty intrigue with Queen Gue 
never, or Ganore , and in his holy quest he 
encountered only such disgraceful disasters 
as that which follows — 

‘But Sir Launcelot rode overthwart and 
endlong in a wild forest, and held no path 
but as wild adventure led him , and at the 
last, he came unto a stone crosse, which 
departed two wayes, in wast land , and, by 
the crosse, was a stone that was of marble , 
but it was so dark, that Sir Launcelot might 
not well know what it was Then Sir 
Laancelot looked by him, and saw an old 
chappell, and there he wend to have found 
people And so Sir Launcelot tied his horse 
to a tree, and there he put off his shield, and 
hung It upon a tree, and then hee went unto 
the chappell doore, and found it wasted and 
broken And within he found a faire altar, 
full richly arrayed with cloth of silk, and 


there stood a fajfgre candlestick, whicTi beare 
SIX great candles, and the candlesticke was 
of silver And when Sir Launcelot saw this 
light, hee had a great will for to enter into 
the chappell, but he could find no place where 
hee might enter Then was he passing heavie 
and dismaied Then he returned, and came 
againe to his horse, and tooke off his saddle 
and his bridle, and let him pasture, and 
unlaced his helme, and ungirded his sword, 
and laid him downe to sleepe upon his shield, 
before the crosse 

‘And so hee fell on sleepe, and, halfe 
waking and halfe sleeping, he saw come by 
him two palfreys both faire and white, the 
which beare a litter, therein lying a sicke 
knight And when he was nigh the crosse, 
he there abode still All this Sir Launcelot 
saw and beheld, for hee slept not v erily, and 
hee heard him say, “O sweete Lord, when 
shall this sorrow leave me, and when shall 
the holy ressell come by me, where through 
I shall be blessed, for I have endured thus 
long for little trespasse ’ ” And thus a great 
while complained the knight and allwaies 
Sir Launcelot heard it "With that Su: 
Launcelot saw the candlesticke, with the fire 
tapers come before the crosse , but he could 
see nobody that brought it Also there came 
a table of silver, and the holy vessell of the 
Sancgreall, the which Sir Launcelot had seen 
before that time in King Petchour’s house 
And therewithal! the sicke knight set him 
upright, and held up both his hands, and said, 
“ Fmre sweete Lord, which is here within the 
holy vessell, take heede to mee, that I may 
bee hole of this great malady ! ” And there 
with upon his hands, and upon his knees, he 
went so nigh, that he touched the holy 
vessell, and kissed it And anon he w as hole, 
and then he said, “Lord God, I thank thee, 
for I am healed of this malady ” Soo when 
the holy vessell had bi en there t. great while, 
It went into the chappelle agamt., with the 
candlesticke and the light, so that Sir 
Launcelot wist not where it became, for he 
was overtaken with sinne, that hee had no 
power to arise against the holy vessell, 
w herefore afterw ard many men said of him 
shame But he tooke repentance afterward 
Then the sicke knight dressed him upright, 
•land kissed the crosse Then anon hts squire 
brought him his armes, and asked his lord 
how he did “Certainly,” said hee, “Ithanke 
God right heartily, for through the holy 
vessell lam healed But I have right great 
mervaile of this sleeping knight, whichliath 
had neither grace nor power to awake during 
the time that this holy vessel! hath beene here 
present “ I dare it nght well say,” said the 
squire, “that this same knight is defouled 
with some manner of deadly sinne whereof he 
has ne\€r confessed ” — “ By my faith,” said 
the knight, “whatsoever he he is unhappie , 
for, as I deeme, hee is of the fellowship oAhe 
Round Table, the which is entered into the 
quest of the Sancgreall Sir,” said the 
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squire, “here I have brought you all your 
armes, sa\e your helme OTd your sword, 
and, therefore, by mine assent, now may ye 
take this knight’s helme and his sword.’* 
and so he did And when he was cleane 
arn^d, he took Sir Launcelot’s horse, for he 
was better than his owne, and so they 
departed from the crosse 

Then anon Sir Launcelot awaked, and 
set himselfe upright, and he thought him 
what hee had there scene, and wliether it 
were dreames or not , right so he heard a 
A oice that said, “ Sir Launcelot, more hardy 
than IS the stone, and more bitter than is the 
wood, and more naked and bare than is the 
liefe of the fig tree, therefore go thou fioin 
hence, and withdraw thee from this holy 
place, ” and when Sir Launcelot heard this, 
he was passing heaiy, and wist not what to 
doe And so ne departed sore weeping, and 
cursed the time that he was borne, for then 
he deemed never to have had moi?# worship , 
for the words went unto his heart, till that 
he knew wherefore that hee was so called^ 


Note III 

jind Dryden^ tn tmmor^al strain^ 

Had raised the table Round aram 

— P 92 

Dryden’s melancholy account of his pro 
jected Epic Poem, blasted by the selfish and 
sordid parsimony of his patrons, is contained 
in an ‘^Essay on Satire,* addressed to the 
Earl of Dorset and prefixed to the Trans- 
lation of J uvenal After mentioning a plan 
of supplying machinery from the guardian 
angels of kingdoms, mentioned in the Book 
of Daniel, he adds,— 

‘Thus, my lord, I have, as briefly as I 
could, given your lordship, and by you the 
world, a rude draught of what I ha\e been 
long labouring in my imagination, and what 
I had intended to have put in practice , 
(though far unable for the attempt of such a 
poem ,) and to have left the stage, to which 
my genius never much inclined me, for a 
work which would ha\e taken up my life in 
the performance of it This, too, I had 
intended chiefly for the honour of mynatn'^ 
country, to which a poet is particularly 
obliged Of two subjects, both relating to it, 
I was doubtful whether I should choose that 
of King Arthur conquering the Saxons, 
which, being farther distant in time, gives the 
greater scope to my invention , or that of 
Edward the Black Prince, in subduing Spam, 
and restoring it to thclawful prince, though 
a great tyrant, Don Pedro the Cruel , whidi, 
for the compass ot time, including only the 
expedition of one year, for the greatness of 
the action, and its answerable event, for the 
magnanimity of the English hero, opposed to 
the ingratitude of the person whom he 
restored, and for the many beautiful episodes 


which I Jiad interwoven with the principal 
design, f^ether with the characters of the 
chiefest i^glish persons, (wherein, after 
Virgil and Spe|iser, I would have taken 
occasion to represent my living friends and 
patron% of the noblest families, and also 
shadowed the events of future ages in the 
succession of our imperial line,)— with these 
helps, and those of the machines which I 
have “Mentioned, I might perhaps have done 
as well as some of my predecessors, or at 
least chalked out a way fer others to amend 
my errors in a like design, but being 
encouraged only with fair words by King 
Charles II, my little salary ill paid, and no 
prospect of a future subsistence, I was then 
discouraged m the beginning of my attempt , 
and now age has overtaken me, and want, a 
more irsufterable evil, through the change of 
the times, has wholly disabled me * 


Note IV 

Thetr theme ihs merry minstrels made^ 

OfAscapart^ and Bezfis bold — P 93 

The ‘History of Bevis of Hampton* is 
abridged by my friend Mr George Ellis, 
with that liveliness w hich extracts amusement 
even out of the most rude and unpromising 
of our old tales of chivalry Ascapart, a 
most important personage m the romance, is 
thus described m an extract — 

This ffeaunt was mighty and strong 
And 1 ml tbuty foot was long 
He was bristled like a sow 
A foot be had between each brow 
His bps were great and hung aside 
His even were hollow his mouth was wide, 
JLothly he was to look on than 
And liker a devil than a man. 

His staff was a younj, oak 
Hard and heavy was his stroke 
Specimens qf Metrical Romaftces voL li p 13611 

I am happy to say that the memory of 
Sir Bevis is still fragrant in his town of 
Southampton , the gate of which is senti 
nelled by the effigies of that doughty knight 
errant and his gigantic associate 


Note V 

Day set on Norham's castled steeps 

And TweecTs/air river^ broad anddeep^ 

— P 93 

The ruinous castle of Norham (anciently 
called Ubbanford) is situated on the southern 
bank of the Tweed, about six miles above 
Berwick, and where that river is still the 
boundary between England and Scotland 
The extent of its ruins, as well as its historical 
importance, shows it to have been a place of 
magnificence, as well as strength Edward I 
resided there when he was created umpire of 
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the dispute concerning the Scottish siftcession 
It was repeatedly taken and retaken during 
the wars between England and Scotland , 
and, indeed, scarce any happened, in which 
It had not a principal share Norhain Castle 
IS situated on a steep bank, which overhangs 
the river The repeated sieges which the 
castle had sustained rendered frequent repairs 
necessary In 1 164, it w as almost rebiplt by 
Hugh Pudsey, Bishop of Durham, who added 
a huge keep, or doiyon , notwithstanding 
which. King Henry II, in 1174, took the 
castle from the bishop, and committed the 
keeping of it to William de Neville After 
this period it seems to have been chiefly 
garrisoned by the King and considered as a 
royal fortress The Greys of Chillingham 
Castle were frequently the castellans, or 
captains of the garrison yet, as the castle 
was situated in the patrimony of St Cuthbert, 
the property was in the see ofDurham till the 
Reformation After that period, it passed 
through various hands At the union of the 
crowns, it was in the possession of Sir Robert 
Carey (afterwards Earl of Monmouth) for 
his own life, and that of two of his sons 
After King James s accession, Carey sold 
Norham Castle to George Home, Earl of 
Dunbar, for;^ 6 000 See his curious Memoirs, 
published by Mr Constable of Edinburgh 
According to Mr Pinkerton, there is, m the 
British Museum, Cal B 6 216, a curious 
memoir of the Dacres on the state of Norham 
Castle in 1522 not long after the battle of 
Flodden The inner ward, or keep, is 
represented as impregnable — ‘The pro 
Visions are three great vats of salt eels 
forty four kine, three hogsheads of salted 
salmon, forty quarteis of grain, besides many 
cows and four hundred sheep, lying under 
the castle \iall nightly, but a number of the 
arrows wanted feathers, and a goo^ JRIeicker 
it e maker of arrows] was required*— 
Mtstory ofScoilandy vol 11 p 201, note 
The ruins of the castle are at present 
considerable, as well as picturesque They 
consist of a large shattered tower, with many 
vaults, and fragments of other edihces, 
enclosed within an outward wall of great 
circuit 


Note VI 

^ haPUd towers^ the donjon keep 
— P 93 

It 'IS perhaps unnecessary to remind my 
readers, that the donjon^ in its proper signi 
fication, means the strongest part of a feudal 
castle, a high square tower, with walls of 
tremendous thickness, situated in the centre 
of the other buildings, from which, however, 
it was usually detached Here, in case pf 
the outward defences being gained, the 
garrison retreated to make their last stand 
The donjon contained the great hall, and 
pnncipal rooms of state for solemn occasions, 


and also the prjfiLon of the fortress, from 
w hich last circumstance w e derive the modern 
and restricted use of the word dungeon 
Ducange DUNJO) conjectures plausibly, 
that the name is derived from these keeps 
being usually built upon a hill, which in 
Celtic is called Dun Borlase supposes the 
word came from the darkness of the apart 
ments in these towers, which were thence 
figurati\ ely called Dungeons , thus deriving 
the ancient word from the modern application 
of it 


Note \ II 

Well was he arnPd from head to heel^ 

In mail and plate ff Milan sied — P 94 

The artists of Milan were famous in the 
middle ages for their skill m armoury, as 
appears from the following passage, m which 
Froissart^ivesan account of the preparations 
made by Henry, Earl of Hereford, afterwards 
Henry IV, and Thomas, Duke of Norfolk, 
Earl Manschal, for their proposed combat m 
the lists at Coventry — ‘These two lords 
made ample provision of all things necessaiy 
for the combat , and the Earl of Derby sent 
off messengers to Lombardy, to have armour 
from Sir Galeas, Duke of Milan The Duke 
complied with joy, and gave the knight, 
called Sir Francis, who had brought the 
message, the choice of all his armour for the 
Eirl of Derby When he had selected what 
he wished for in plated and mail armour, the 
Lord of Milan, out of his abundant lore 
for the Earl, ordered four of the best ar 
mourers in Milan to accompany the knight 
to England, that the Earl of Derby might be 
more completely armed JOHNLS’ Trots 
sart^ vol iv p tjpy 


Note VIII 

Who checks at me^ to death is dight — P 94 

The crest and motto of Marmion are 
borrowed from the following story —Sir 
David de Lindsay, first Earl of Crauford, 
was, among other gentlemen of quality, 
attended, dunng^a \isit to London, m i:?9o, 
by Sir William Dalzell, who was, according 
to my authority, Bower, not only excelling 
in w isdom but also of a lively wit Chancing 
to be at the court, he there saw Sir Piers 
Courtenay, an English knight, famous for 
skill m tilting, and for the beauty of his 
person, parading the palace, arrayed in a 
new mantle, bearing for device an embroi 
dered falcon, with this rhyme,— 

*I bear a falcon fairest of flight. 

Whoso pinches at her his death is dight 
In graith 

The Scottish knight, being a wag, appeared 
next day in a dress exactly similar to that of 
Courtenay, but bearing a magpie instead of 
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the falcon, with a mott/I ingeniously con 
trived to rhyme to the vaunting inscription 
of Sir Piers — 

I bear a pie picking at a piece 
Whoso picks at her I shall pick at his nese i 
In faith 

This affront could only be expiated ^ a 
just with sharp lances In the course Dal 
zeil left his helmet unlaced, so that it gave 
way at the touch of his antagonist’s lance, 
and he thus avoided the shock of the en- 
counter This happened twice — in the third 
encounter, the handsome Courtenay lost two 
of his front teeth As the Englishman com- 
plained bitterly of Dalzell’s fraud in not 
fastening his helmet, the Scottishman agreed 
to run SIX courses mor& each champion 
staking in the hand of the King two hundred 

{ >ounds, to be forfeited, if, on entering the 
ists, any unequal advantage should be de- 
tected This being agreed to, the wily Scot 
demanded that Sir Piers, in addition to the 
loss of his teeth, should consent to tlie ex 
tinction of one of his eyes, he himself having 
lost an eye in the fight of Otterburn As 
Courtenay demurred to this equalization of 
optical powers, Dalzell demanded the forfeit, 
which, after much altercation, the King ap- 
pointed to be paid to him saying, he surpassed 
the English both in wit and valour This 
must appear to the reader a singular speci 
men of the humour of that time I suspect 
the Jockey Club w ould have given a different 
decision from Heniy IV 


Note IX 

They hatVd Lord Marmton 
They hatPd him Lot d of Fonienaye^ 

Of Luttei^ard. and Set ivelbaye^ 

Of Tamworih tower and town 
~P95 

Lord Marmion, the principal character of 
the present romance is entirely a fictitious 
personage In earlier times, indeed, the 
family of Marmion, Lords of Fontenaj-, in 
Normandy, w as highly distinguished Robert 
de Marmion, Lord of Fontenay, a distip 
guished follower of the Conqueror, obtained 
a grant of the castle and town of Taraw orth, 
and also of the manor of Scrivelby, m Lincoln 
shire One, or both, of these noble posses 
sions, was held by the honourable service of 
being the royal champion, as the ancestors 
of Marmion had formerly been to the Dukes 
of Normandy But after the castle and 
demesne of Tamworth had passed through 
four successive barons from Robert the 
family became extinct in the person of Philip 
de Marmion, who died in 20th frdward I 
without issue male He was succeeded in 
his castle of Tamworth by Alexander de 


Frevillt, who married Mazera, his grand 
daughter Baldwin de Freville, Alexander’s 
descendant, in*the reign of Richard I, by the 
supposed tenule of his castle of Tamworth, 
claimed the office of royal champion, and to 
do thf service appertaining , namely, on the 
day of coronation, to ride, completely armed, 
upon a barbed horse, into Westminster Hall, 
and-fthere to challenge the combat against 
any w ho w ould gainsay the King’s title But 
this office was adjudged to Sir J ohn Dymoke, 
to whom the manor of Scrivelby had de 
scended by another of the cojieiresses of 
Robert de Marmion , and it remains in that 
family, whose representative is Hereditary 
Champion of England at the present day 
The family and possessions of Freville have 
merged in the Earls of Ferrars I ha\e not, 
therefore created a new family, but only 
revived the titles of an old one in an imagin 
aiy personage 

It was one of the Marmion family, who, m 
the reign of Edward II performed that chival 
rous feat before the 1 ery castle of Norham, 
which Bishop Percy has woven into his beau 
tiful ballad, ‘The Hermit of Warkworth 
The stoiT IS thus told by Leland — 

‘The bcottes cam yn to the marches of 
England, and destroyed the castles of Werk 
and Herbotel, and overran much of North 
umberland marches 

‘At this tyme Thomas Gray and his 
fnendes defended Norham from the Scottes 

‘It were a wonderful processe to declare, 
what mischefes cam by hungre and asseges 
by the space of xi yeres in Northumberland, 
for the Scottes became so proude, after they 
had got Berwick, that they nothing esteemed 
the Englishmen 

‘ About this tyme there was a greate feste 
made yn Lincolnshir, to which came man\ 
gentlemen and ladies , and araonge them 
one lady brought a heaulme for a man of 
were, with a very riche creste of gold, to 
'William Marmion, knight, with a Tetter of 
commandement of her lady, that he should go 
into the daungerest place m England, and 
ther to let the Jieaulme be scene and known 
as famous So he went to N orham , whither, 
within 4 days of camming, cam Philip 
Moubray, guardian of Berwicke, having yn 
his bande 40 men of armes, the very flour of 
men of the Scottish marches 

‘Thomas Gray, capitayne of Norham, 
seynge this, brought nis ganson afore the 
barriers of the castel, b^ind whom cam 
William, richly arrayed, as al glittering in 
gold, and wearing the heaulme, his lady’s 
present 

‘Then said Thomas Gray to Marmion, 

“ Sir Knight, ye be cum hither to fame your 
helmet mount up on yowr horse, and ride 
lyke a valiant man to yowr foes even here at 
hand, and I forsake God if I rescue not thy 
body deade or alyve, or I myself wyl dye for 

it ” 

‘ Whereupon he toke his cursere, and rode 
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among the throng of ennemyes , tha which 
layed sore stripes on him, and pulled him at 
the last outof nis sadel to the grounde 
‘ Then Thomas Gray, with fu the hole gar 
nson, lette prick yn among the Scottes, and 
so wondid them and their horses, tha# they 
were overthrowan , and Marmion, sore beten, 
was horsid agayn, and, with Gray, persewedl 
the Scottes yn chase There were taken 50 
horse of price , and the women of Noriara 
brought them to the foote men to follow the 
chase ’ 


Note X 

Largesse^ largesse — P 95 

This was the cry with which heralds and 
ursuivants were wont to acknowledge the 
ounty received from the knights Stewart 
of Lorn distinguishes a ballad, in which he 
satinzes the narrowness of James V and his 
courtiers, by the ironical burden — 

*Lerges Urges Urges hay 
Lerges of this new yeir day 
T irst lerges of the King my chief 
Quhilk come als quiet as a theif 
And m my hand slid schillings tway 
To put his lergnes to the pnef 
For lerges of this new yeir day 

The heralds, like the minstrels, were a race 
allowed to ha\e great claims upon the liber 
ality of the knights, of whose feats they kept 
a record, and proclaimed them aloud, as in 
the text, upon suitable occasions 

At Berwick, Norham, and other Border 
fortresses of importance, pursuivants usually 
resided whose inviolable character rendered 
them the only persons that could, with per 
feet assurance of safety, be sent on necessaiy 
embassies into Scotland This is alluded to 
in stanza xxi, p 97 


Note XI 

Sir the Heron hold^ 

Baron ofT wisell^ and of Ford^ 

And Capiai 7 i of the Hold — P 9^ 

Were accuracy of any consequence in a 
fictitious narratne, this castelKn’s name 
ought to have been William , for William 
Heron of Ford was husband to the famous 
Lady Ford, whose siren charms are said to 
have cost our James IV so dear Moreover, 
the said William Heron was at the time sup 
posed, a prisoner in Scotland, being sur 
rendered by Henry VIII, on account of his 
share in the slaughter of Sir Robert Ker of 
Cessford His wife, represented in the text 
as residing at the Court of Scotland, was, in 
fact In mg m her own Castle at Ford— See 
Sir Richard Heron’s curious Genealogy of 
the Heron Family 


IjDTE xn 

The whiles a Northern hai per rude 
Chanted a rhyme of deadly feud^ 

^How the fierce Thtrwalls^ and Ridleys 

all^^ iyc — P 96 ^ 

This old Northumbrian ballad was taken 
down from the recitation of a w oman eightj 
years of age, mother of one of the miners of 
Alston moor, by an agent for the lead mines 
there, who communicated it to my friend and 
correspondent, R Surtees, Esquire, of Mams 
forth She had not, she said, heard it for 
many years, but, when she was a girl, it 
used to be sung at the merrymakings ‘till 
the roof rung again ’ To prese^^ e this cun 
oub, though rude rhyme, it is here inserted 
The ludicrous turn given to the slaughter, 
marks that wild and disorderly state of 
society, in which a murder was not merely a 
casual circumstance, but, in some cases an 
exceedingl 5 *^ good jest The structure of the 
ballad resembles the ‘Fray of Suport*,* 
having the same irregular stanzas and wild 
chorus 

I 

Hootawa lads hootawa 

Ha ye heard how the Kidleys and Thirwalls and a 
Ha set upon Albany 2 1’catherstonhaugh 
And taken hishfe at the Deadmanshaugh ? 

There was Wilhmoteswick 
And Hardridmg Dick, 

And Hughie of Hawden and "W ill of the "W a 
I canno tell a I canno tell 1 
And mony a mair that the deil may knaw 
ir 

The auld man went down but Nicol his son. 

Ran away afore the fight was begun 
And he run and he run 
And afore they weie done 
There was many a Featherston gat sic a stun. 

As never was seen since the world begun 
nr 

I canno tell a I canno teH a , 

Some gat a skelps and some gat a claw 
But they gard the Fcatherstons baud their jaw 
Nicol and Alicl and a 
Some gat a hurt and some gat nane 
Some had harness and some gat sta en s 
rv 

Ane gat a twist o the craig ® 

Ane },at a bunch " o the wame 8 
Symy Haw gat lamed of a leg 
And syne ran wallow mg •* barae 
r V 

Hoot hoot the old man s slam outright ’ 

Lay him now wi lub face down —he s a sorrowful 
sight 

Janet thou donot 10 
1 11 lay my best bonnet 
Thou gets a new gude man afore it be night 


1 See Minstrelsy <if the Scottish Border vok 11 . 
P 124 

2 Pronounced Awbony 

3 signifies slap or rather is the same word 
which was originally spelled seklap 

4 Hold their jaw, a \ uigar expression still m use 

3 Got stolen or were plundered a ver> likely ter 
mination of the fray 

0 Neck 7 Punch 8 Belly * Eellowmg 

i** Silly slid The border bard calls her so because 
she was weeping for her slain husband , a loss which he 
seems to thmk might be soon repaired. 
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VI 

Hoo away lads, hoo away 
We s a be hangid if we stay 
Tak up the dead man and lay him ahint the bijygin 
Here s the Bailey o Haltwhistle 1 
Wi his great bull s pizzle 

That sup d up the broo ,--and syne in the 

piggins 

In explanation of this ancient ditty, Mr 
Surtees has fumishtd me with the following 
local memorandum — Willimoteswick, the 
chief seat of the ancient family of Ridley, is 
situated two miles above the confluence of 
the Allon and Tyne It was a house of 
strength, as appears from one oblong tower 
still in tolerable preservation ^ It has been 
long in possession of the Blacket family 
Hardnding Dick is not an epithet referring 
to horsemanship, but means Richard Ridley 
of Hardnding the seat of another family of 
that name, which in the time caf Charles I, 
was sold on account of expenses incurred by 
the loyalty of the propnetor, the immediate 
ancestor of Sir Matthew Ridley Will of the 
Wa’ seems to be William Ridley of Wall 
town, so called from its situation on the great 
Roman wall Thirlwall Castle, whence the 
clan of Thirlwalls derived their name, is 
situated on the small n\er of Tippel, near 
the western boundar} of Northumberland 
It IS near the wall, and takes its name from 
the rampart having been ihtrled^ 1 e pierced, 
or breached, in its vicinity Featherston 
Castle lies south of the Tyne, tow ards Als 
ton moor Albany Featherstonhaugh, the 
chief of that ancient family, made a figure m 
the reign of Edward VI A feud did cer- 
tainly exist between the Ridleys and Feather- 
stons, productive of such consequences as the 
ballad nanates 24 Oct 22do Henrtci Sw 
hiqutstho capt apud HautwhistiCy sup 
visum corpus Alexandri Fmtherston^ 
Gen apud GrefistlAaugk felomce inter 
/ecti. 22 Oct per Nicolaum Ridley de 
Unthanke^ Gen Hugon Ridle^ Nicolaum 
Ridle^ et alios ejusdem nomints Nor 
were the Featherstons without their re\enge 
for ^^6to Henrici 8vi, we have — Utlagatio 
Nicolai Fetherston^ ac Thome Nyxson 
^c pro homicidio Will Ridle de 
Morale “» 


1 The Bailiff of Haltwhistle seems to have arnved 
when the fray was over This supporter of social 
order is treated with characteristic irreverence by the 
moss trooping poet 

2 An iron pot with two ears 

3 Wilhmoteswick was m prior editions, confounded 
with Ridley Hall situated two miles lower on the same 
side of the Tyne the hereditary seat of William C 
Lowes Esq 

4 Ridley the bishop and martyr was according to 
some authorities born at Hardnding where a chair 
M as preserved called the Bishop s Cheur Others and 
particularly his biographer and namesake Dr Gloccs 
ter Ridley assign the honour of the martyr s birth to 
Willimoteswick. 


Note XIII 

James hack'd the came of that mock prince^ 
Warbeck^ that Flemish counterfeit^ 

Who on the gibbet paid the cheat 
The^ did I march with Surrey spower^ 
What time we t asr'd old Ayion tower 

-P 97 

T^e story of Perkin Warbeck, or Richard, 
Duke of York, is w ell know n In 1496, he wa.« 
received honourably in Scotland , and James 
IV, after conferring’ upon him in marriage 
his own relation the JLady CathaTine Gordon, 
made war on England in behalf of his pre- 
tensions To retaliate an invasion of Eng 
land, Surrey advanced into Berwickshire at 
the head of considerable forces but retreated, 
after taking the inconsiderable fortress of 
Ayton Ford, in his Dramatic Chronicle of 
Perkin Warbeck, makes the most of this in 
road 

Surrey 

Are all our braving enemies Shrunk back. 

Hid m the fogges of their distemper d chmate. 

Not daring to behold our colours wave 
In spight of this mfected ayre ’ Can they 
Looice on the strength of Cundrestme defac t 
The glorie of Heydonhall devasted that 
Of Edington cast downe the pile of Fulden 
Orethrowne And this the strongest of their forts 
Old Ayton Castle yeelded and demolished 
And yet not peepe abroad ? The Scots are bold 
Hardie in battayle but it seems the cause 
They undertake considered appeares 
Unjoynted m the frame on t 


Note XIV 

lirow^ 

Norham can find you guides enoWj 
For here be some Jiave prick'd as jar^ 

On Scottish ound^ as to Dunbar ^ 

Have drunk the monks of St Dothan's ale^ 
And driven the beeves ^Lauderdale, 
Harried the wives of Greenlaw' s goods^ 
And given them light to set their hoods 
-P 97 

The gamsons of the English castles of 
'W ark Norham, and Berw ick were, as may 
be easilv supposed, very troublesome neigh- 
bours to Scotland Sir Richard Maitlana of 
Ledington wrote a poem, called ‘The Blind 
Baron’s Comfort’ when his barony of 
Blythe, in Lauderdale, was harried hy Row- 
land Foster, the English captain of Wark, 
with his company, to the number of 300 men 
Ihey spoiled the poetical knight of 5,000, 
sheep, 200 nplt, qo horses and mares, the 
whole furniture of his house of Blythe, worth 
100 pounds Scots (fS 6s Sd) and e\ery- 
thing else that was portable This spoil was 
committed the i6th day of May, 1^70 (and 
the said Sir Richard was threescore and 
fourteen years of age, and grown blind), in 
time of peace , when nane of that country 
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itppe?zed[QrKpQcted] 3 VLch a thing ’ — ‘ Th* Blind 
Baron’s Comfort’ consists in a string of 
puns on the 'word Blythe^ the name of the 
landi* thus despoiled Like John Littlewit, 
he had ‘a conceit left in his misery — a miser 
able conceit * • 

The last line of the text contains a phrase, 
byv-htch the Borderers locularly intimated 
the burning a house When the Maxwells, 
in 1685, burned the Castle of Lochwood, 
they said they did so to give the Lady John 
stone ‘light to set her hood ’ Nor vias the 

E hrase inapplicable , for, in a letter, to which I 
ave mislaid the reference, the Earl of North 
umberland writes to the King and Council, 
that he dressed himself at midnight, at Wark 
worth, by the blaze of the neighbounng 
villages burned by the Scottish marauders 


Note XV 

Xlie priest of ShoresTnood—he could rein 
XJie wildest war horse in your tram 
-P 98 

This churchman seems to have been akin 
to Welsh, the \icar of St Thomas of Exeter, 
a leader among the Cornish insurgents in 
1549 ‘This man,’ says Hollinshed, ‘had 
many good things in him He was of no 
great stature, but well set, and mightilie 
compact He was a very good wrestler, 
shot well, both in the long bow and also in 
the cross bow , he handled his hand gun and 
peece very well, he was a very good wood 
man, and a hardie, and such a one as would 
not gne his head for the polling, or his beard 
for the washing He was a companion in 
any exercise of activitie, nnd of a courteous 
and gentle behaMoui He descended of a 
good iionest parentage, being borne at Pene 
verm in Coniwall , and yet, in this rebellion, 
an arch captain and a pi incipal doer ’ — ^Vol 
P 95 ^ 1 4^0 edition This model of clerical 
talents had the misfortune to be hanged 
upon the steeple of his own church 


Note XVI 

that Grot where olives nod^ 

TVhere, darling of each heart and eye^ 
JProm all the youi/i of Sicily 
Saint Rosalie retired to God — ^P 98 

* Sante Rosalia was of Palermo, and bom 
©f a very noble family, and w hen very young, 
abhorred so much the vanitie.s of this world, and 
avoided the converse of mankind, resolving 
to dedicate herself wholly to God Almighty, 
that she, by divine inspiration, forsook her 
lather’s house and never was more heard of 
till her body was found in that cleft of a 
rock, on that almost inaccessible mountain, 
where now the chapel is built, and they 


affirm she was can^d up there by the hands 
of angels , for that place was not formerly so 
accessible (as now it is) m the days of the 
Saiat, and even now it is a very bad, and 
steepy, and breakneck way In this frightful 
place, this holy w oman li\ ed a great many 
years, feeding only on what she found growing 
on that barren mountain, and creeping into 
a narrow and dreadful cleft m a rock, which 
was always dropping wet, and was her place 
of retirement as well as prayer , having worn 
out even the rock w ith her knees in a certain 
place, which is now open’d on purpose to 
show It to those who come here This chapel 
IS very richly adorn’d, and on the spot 
where the Saint’s dead body was discover’d, 
which IS just beneath the nole m the rock, 
which IS open’d on purpose, as I said, there 
IS a very fine statue^ of marble, representing 
her in a lying posture, railed in all about 
with fine iron and brass work , and the altar, 
on which tffey say mass, is built just o\er 
It ’ — Voyage to Sicily and Malta^ by Mr 
John Dryden (son to the poet), p 107 


Note XVII 

Friar John 

Himself still sleeps before his beads 

Have mai k''d ten aves^ and two creeds 
~P 99 

Friar John understood the soporific virtue 
of his beads and breviary, as v\ell as his 
namesake in Rabelais But Gargantua 
could not sleep by any means on which side 
soeier he turned himself Whereupon the 
monk said to him, “ I never sleep soundly 
but when I am at sermon or prajers Let 
us therefore begin, you and I, the seven 
penitential psalms, to try whether you shall 
not quickly fall asleep ” The conceit pleased 
Gargantua very well , and beginning the first 
of these psalms, as soon as they came to 
Beati quo> uniy they fell asleep, both the one 
and the other ’ 


Note XVIII 

r 

The summoned Palmer came in place 

— P 99 

A Palmer^ opposed to a Pilgfim^ was one 
who made it his sole business to visit different 
holy shrines, travelling incessantly and 
subsisting by charity whereas the Pilgnin 
retired to his usual home and occupations, 
when he had paid his devotions at the 
particular spot which was the object of his 
pilgrimage The Palmers seem to hav e been 
the Questionam of the ancient Scottish 
canons 1242 and 1206 There is m the 
Bannatyne MS a burlesque account of two 
such persons entitled, ‘Simmy and his 
brother’ Their accoutrements are thus 



QUamtoi*. 


i8i 


ludicrously described (I adiscard the ancient 
spelling)— 

Syne shaped them up to loup on leas 
Two tabards of the tartan , 

They counted nought what their clouts were 
When sew d them cn m certain 
Syne clampit up St Peter s keys 
Made of an old red gartane 
St James s shells on t other side shows 
As pretty as a partane 
Toe 

On Symmj e and his brother 


Note XIX 

To fair Si Andrews bounds 
Within the ocean cave to pray^ 

Where good Sami Ride Ins holy lay^ 
From midnight to the dawn of day^ 

Sung to the billows' sound — P lOO 

St Regulus (Scottice^ St Rule), a monk of 
Patrae, in Acnaia, avained bj^a \ision, is 
said, A D ^70, to have sailed westward, 
until he landed at St Andrews m Scotland, 
where he founded a chapel and tower The 
latter is still standing , and, though w e may- 
doubt the precise date of its foundation, is 
certainly one of the most ancient edifices in 
Scotland A cave, nearly fronting the ruinous 
castle of the Archbishops of St. Andrews, 
bears the name of this religious person It 
IS diificult of access , and the rock in which 
It IS hewed is washed by the German Ocean 
It is nearly round, about ten feet in diameter, 
and the same in height On one side is a 
sort of stone altar, on the other an aperture 
into an inner den, where the miserable 
ascetic, who inhabited this dwelling, pi obably 
slept At full tide, egress and regress are 
hardly practicable As Regulus first colonized 
the metropolitan see of Scotland, and con 
verted the inhabitants in the vicinity, he has 
some reason to complain, that the ancient 
name of Killrule {Celia Reguli) should have 
been simerseded, even in favour of the tutelar 
saint of^cotland The reason of the change 
was that St Rule is said to have brought to 
Scotland the relics of St Andrew 


Note XX 

Saint Fillan's blessed welly 

And ite eras'd ^ain restore — P 100 

St Fillan was a Scottish saint of some 
reputation Although Popery is, with us, 
matter of abomination, yet the common 
people still retain some of the superstitions 
connected with it There are in Perthshire 
several weUs and spnngs dedicated to St 
Fillan, which are still ;^aces of pilgrimage 
and offerings, even among the Protestants 
They are held powerful in cases of madness , 
and, in some of very late occurrence, lunatics 
have been left all night bound to the holy 


stone, in confidence that the saint would cure 
and unloose them before morning — [See 
various notes to the Minstrelsy of the Scottish 
Border ] 


Note XXI 

The scenes are desert noWy and haf e, 
W%ereJlourish d once a forest fair — P 100 

Ettnck Forest, now a range of mountainous 
sheep walks, was anciently reserved for the 
pleasure of the royal chase jSince it was 
disparked, the wood has been, by degrees, 
almost totally destroyed, although, wherever 
protected from the sheep, copses soon anse 
w ithout any planting When the King hunted 
there, he often summoned the array of the 
county to meet and assist his sport T hus, 
m 1528 James V ‘made proclamation to all 
lords, barons, gentlemen, landward men, and 
freeholders, that they should compear at 
Edinburgh, with a month’s victuals, to pass 
with the King where he pleased, to dantoa 
the thieves of^iviottlale, Annandale, Liddis* 
dale, and other parts of that country , and 
also warned all gentlemen that had good 
dogs to bring them, that he might hunt m 
the said country as he pleased The whilk 
the Earl of Argjle, the Earl of Huntley the 
Earl of Athole, and so all the rest of the 
gentlemen of the Highland did and brought 
their hounds with tliem in like manner, to 
hunt with the King, as he pleased 

‘The second day of June the King past 
out of E<hnburgh to the hunting, with many 
of the nobles and gentlemen of Scotland with 
him, to the number of tw elve thousand men , 
and then past to Meggitland, and hounded 
and hawked all the country and bounds , 
that IS to say, Cram mat, Pappertlaw, St. 
Mary laws, Carlavnck, Chapel, Ewindoores, 
and Longhope I heard say, he slew, m 
these bounds, eighteen score of harts ' 

These huntings had, of course, a military 
character, and attendance upon them was 
a part of the duty of a v assal The act for 
abolishing ward or military tenures in Scot- 
land enumerates the services of hunting, 
hosting, watching, and warding, as those 
which were m future to be illegal 

Taylor, the water poet, has given an 
account of the mode in which these huntings 
were conducted in the Highlands of Scotland, 
in the seventeenth century, having been 
present at Braemar upon such an occa- 
sion — 

‘ There did I find the truly noble and right 
honourable lords, John Erskine, Earl of Mar, 
James Stewart, Earl of Murray, George 
Gordon, Earl of Engye, son and heir to the 
Marquis of Huntley, James Erskme, Earl 
of Buchan , and John, Lord Erskme, son 


1 PitscotUes History <lf Scottanei, folie editioiik 
p. 143 
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and heir to the Earl of Mar and theii»Coun 
tesses, with my much honoured, and my last 
assured and appro\ed friend. Sir William 
Murraj , knight of Abercarneyf and hundreds 
of others, knights, esquires, and their fol 
lowers, all and every man, m general, m 
one habit, as if Lycurgus had been there, 
and made laws of equality , for once in the 
year, which is the whole month of Aug|ist, 
and sometimes part of September, many of 
the nobility and gentry of the kingdom (for 
their pleasure) do come into these Highland 
countries to^hunt, where they do conform 
themselves to the habit of the Highlandmen, 
who, for the most part, speak nothing but 
Irish , and, m former time, were those people 
which were called the Redshanks Their 
habit IS— shoes, with but one sole apiece, 
stockings {which they call short hose), made 
of a warm stuff of diverse colours, which 
they call tartan , as for breeches, many of 
them, nor their forefathers, never wore any, 
but a jerkin of the same stuft that their hose 
IS of, their garters being bands or wreaths 
of hay or straw , w ith a plaid about their 
shoulders, which is a mantle of diverse 
colours, much finer and lighter stuff than 
their hose , w ith blue flat cs ps on their heads , 
a handkerchief, knit with two knots, about 
their necks and thus are they attired Now 
their weapons are — long bowes and forked 
arrows, swords and targets, harquebusses, 
muskets, durks, and Lo^aber axes With 
these arms I found many of them armed for 
the hunting \s for their attire, any man, 
of what degree soe\er, that comes amongst 
them, must not disdain to wear it, for, if 
they do, then they will disdain to hunt, or 
w ilUngly to bring m their dogs , but if men 
be kincl unto them, and be in their habit, 
then are they conquered with kindness, and 
the sport W'lll be plentiful This was the 
reason that I found so many noblemen and 
gentlemen m those shapes But to proceed 
to the hunting — 

‘My goodXord of Marr having put me 
into that shape, I rode with him from his 
house, where t saw the rums of an old castle, 
called the Castle of Kmdroghit It was 
built by King Malcolm Canraore (for a 
hunting house), who reigned m Scotland, 
when Edward the Confessor, Harold, ana 
Norman William, reigned m England I 
speak of it, because it was the last house I 
saw m those parts, for I was the space of 
twelve days after, before I saw either house, 
com field, or habitation for any creature, but 
deer, wild horses, wolves, and such like 
creatures,— which made me doubt that I 
should never have seen a house again. 

‘Thus, the first day, we travelled eight 
mxle^ where there were small cottages, built 
on purpose to lodge in, which they call Lon-, 
quhards. 1 thank my good Lord Erskine, he 
commanded that I should always be lodged 
in his lodging the kitchen being always on 
the side of a bank many kettles ana pots 


boiling, and many i^its turning and winding, 
with great variety of cheer, — as \enison 
baked, sodden, rest, and stewed beef, 
mutton, goats, kid, hares, fresh salmon, 
pigeons, hens, capons, chickens, partridges 
muir coots, heath cocks, caperkelhes, and 
termagants, good ale. sacke, white and 
claret, tent (or allegant), with most potent 
aquavitae 

‘All these, and more than these, we had 
continually in superfluous abundance, caught 
by falconers, fowlers, fishers, and brought oy 
my lord s tenants and purveyors to victual 
our camp, which consisteth of fourteen or 
fifteen hundred men and horses The manner 
of the hunting is this Five or six hundred 
men do rise early m the morning, and they 
do disperse themselves divers ways, and 
seven, eight, or ten miles compass, they do 
bring, or chase in, the deer m many herds 
(two, three, or four hundred in a herd), to 
such or suefi a place, as the noblemen shall 
appoint them, then, when day is come, the 
lords and gentlemen of their companies do 
ride or go to the said places, sometimes 
wading up to the middles, through burns 
and rivers, and then, they being come to 
the place, do he down on the ground, till 
those foresaid scouts, which are called the 
Tmkhell, do bring down the deer, but, as 
the proverb sajs of the bad cook, so these 
tmkhell men do lick their own fingers , for, 
besides their bows and arrows, which they 
carry with them, we can hear, now and then, 
a harquebuss or a musket go off, which they 
do seldom discharge in vam Then, after 
w e had staid there three hours, or thereabouts, 
we might perceive the deer appear on the 
hills round about us (their heads making a 
show like a wood), which, being followed 
close by the tmkhell, are chased down into 
the valley where we lay , then all the valley 
on each side, being wa> laid with a hundred 
couple of strong Irish grej hounds, they arc 
all let loose, as occasion serves, upon the 
herd of deer, that with dogs, guns, arrows, 
durks, and daggers, in the space of two 
hours, fourscore fat deer were slam, which 
after are disposed of, some one way, and 
some another, twenty and thirty miles, and 
more than enough left for us, to make merry 
witnall, at our rendezvous ‘ 


Note XXII 

By lone Saini Mary's szhnt lake — P 102 

This beautiful sheet of water forms the 
reservoir from which the Yarrow takes its 
source It is connected with a smaller lake, 
called the Loch of the Lowes and surroundea 
by mountains In the winter, it is still fre 
quented by flights of wild swans , hence my 
friend Mr Wordsworth’s lines — 

‘ The swan on sweet St Mary s lake 
Floats double swan and shadow 
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Near the lower extrem||y of the lake are 
the rums of Dryhope tower, the birth place 
of Maiy Scott, daughter of Philip Dryhope, 
and famous by the traditional name of ^he 
Flower of \ arrow She was married to 
Wtilter Scott of Harden, no less renowned 
for his depredations, than his bride for her 
beauty Her romantic appellation was in 
later da3s, with equal justice, conferred on 
Miss Mary Lilias Scott, the last of the elder 
branch of the Harden family The author 
well remembers the talent and spirit of the 
latter Flower of Yarrow, though age had 
then injured the charms which procured her 
the name The words usually sung to the 
airof'Tweedside, beginning, ‘Whatoeauties 
does Flora disclose ’ w ere composed in her 
honour 


Note XXIII 

tn feudal slt'fe, a foe 

Hath laid Our Lady's chapel low — P 103 

The chapel of St Mary of the Lowes {de 
lacuhus) was situated on the eastern side of 
the lake, to which it gives name It was 
injured by the clan of Scott, in a feud with 
the Cranstouns , but continued to be a place 
of worship during the seventeenth century 
The vestiges of the building can now scarcely 
be traced , but the burial ground is still used 
as a cemetery K funeral, m a spot so very 
retired, has an uncommonly striking effect 
The vestiges of the chaplain’s house are yet 
visible Being in a high situation, it com- 
manded a full view of the lake, with the 
opposite mountain of Bourhope, belonging, 
with the lake itself, to Lord Napier On the 
left hand is the tower of Dryhope, mentioned 
in a preceding note 


Note XXIV 

the Wizard sg'rave^ 

That Wizard Priesfs^ whose bones are 
thrust 

From company of holy dust — P 103 

At one corner of the burial ground of the 
demolished chapel, but without its precincts, 
is a small mound, called Binranrs Corse 
where tradition deposits the remains of a 
necromantic priest the former tenant of the 
chaplainry His story much resembles that 
of Arabrosio in ‘The Monk,’ and has been 
made the theme of a ballad, by my friend 
Mr James Hogg, more poetically (designed 
the Ettrick Shepherd To his volume, 
entitled ‘ The Mountain Bard ’ which contains 
this, and many other legendary stories and 
ballads of great ment, I refer the curious 
reader 


Note XXV 

Some ruder and more savage scene^ 

Like that which frouns round dark Loch- 
skene—'? 103 

Lo^skene is a mountain lake, of con 
siderable size, at the head of the Moffat 
water The character of the scenenr is 
unc<i|nmonly savage , and the earn, or Scot 
tish eagle, has, for many ages, built its nest 
yearly upon an islet in the lake Loch skene 
discharges itself into a brook, which, after 
a short and precipitate course^ falls from 
a cataract of immense height, an<i gloomy 
grandeur, called, from its appearance, the 
^Grey Mare’s Tail’ The ‘Giant’s Grave,’ 
afterwards mentioned, is a sort of trench, 
which bears that name, a little way from the 
foot of the cataract It has the appearance of 
a battery, desio-ncd to command the pass 


Note XXVI 

high Whitby"' s cloister'd pile — P 104 

The Abbey of Whitby, in the Archdeaconry 
of Cleveland, on the coast of Yorkshire, 
was founded A D 6*J7, in consequence of 
a vow of Oswy, King of Northumberland 
It contained both monks and nuns of the 
Benedictine order, but, contrary to what 
was usual in such establishments, the abbess 
was superior to the abbot The monastery 
was afterwards ruined by the Danes, and 
rebuilt by illiam Percy, in the reign of the 
Conqueror There were no nuns there in 
Heniy the Eighth’s tune, nor long before it 
The ruins of Whitby Abbej are very magni- 
ficent 


hioTE XXVII 

Saint Cuthberfs Holy Isle — P 104 

Lindisfarne, an isle on the coast of 
Northumberland, was called Holy Island, 
from the sanctity of its ancient monastery, 
and from its having been the episcopal seat 
of the see of Durham during the early ages 
of British Christianity A succession of holy 
men held that office but their merits were 
swallowed up in the superior fame of St 
Cuthbert, who was sixth Bishop of Durham, 
an(i who bestowed the name of his ‘patri- 
mony’ upon the extensue property of the 
see The rums of the monastery upon Holy 
Island betoken great antiquity The arches 
are, in general, strictly Saxon , and the 
pillars which support them, short, strong, 
and massy In some places, however, there 
are pointed windows, which indicate that 
the building has been repaired at a period 
long subsequent to the original foundation 
The exterior ornaments of the building, 
being of a light sandy stone, have been, 
w asted, as described in the text Lmdisfarne 
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IS not properly an island, but rather, as the abbot answered “They shall as surely die 
lenerable Bede has termed it. a sftni-isle. for the same ”- 4 But the hermit answered. 


for, although surrounded by the sea at full 
tide, the ebb leaves the sand.| dry between it 
and the opposite eoast of Northumberland, 
from which it is about three miles dist|.nt 


Note XXVilI 

Xlten Whtihy's nuns exulting iold^ 
jHow to their house three Barons bold 
Must mental service do — P I07 

The popular account of this curious service, 
which was probably considerably e\agger 
ated, IS thus g^iven m ‘A True Account’ 
printed and circulated at Whitby ‘ In the 
fifth year of the reig^n of Henry it, after the 
conquest of England byW illiam, Duke of Nor 
mandy, the Lord of Uglebarnbj then called 
William de Bruce, the Lord of Smeaton, 
called Ralph de Percy , with a gentleman 
and freeholder called Allatson, did, on the 
i6th of October, iiijq, appoint to meet and 
hunt the wild boar, m a certain wood, ordesert 
place, belonging to the Abbot of Whitbj 
the place’s name was Eskdale side , and the 
abbot’s name was Sedman Then, these young 

g entlemen being met, with their hounds and 
oarsta\es, m the place before mentioned, 
and theie having found a great wild boar 
the hounds ran him well near about the chapel 
and hermit^e of Eskdale side, where was a 
monk of Whitby, who was an hermit The 
boar, being very sorely pursued, and dead 
run, took mat the chapel door, there laid him 
down, and presently died Tne hermit shut 
the hounds out of the chapel, and kept himself 
within at his meditations and prayers, the 
hounds standing at bay without The gentle 
men, in the thick of the wood, being lust 
behind their game, followed the cry of their 
hounds, and so came to the hermitage, calling 
on the hermit, who opened the door and came 
forth , and within they found the boar lying 
dead for which, the gentlemen, in a very great 
fury, because the hounds were put from their 
game, did most violently and cruelly run at 
the hermit with their boar staves, whereby he 
soon after died Thereupon the gentlemen, 
perceiving and knowing that they were m 
peril of death, took sanctuaiy at Scarborough 
But at that time the abbot being m very 
great fa\ our with the King, removed them out 
of the sanctuary, whereby they came in 
danger of the law, and not to be pn\ ileged, but 
kkely to hai e the seventy of the law, which 
was death for death But the hermit, being 
a holy and devout man, and at the point of 
death, sent for the abbot, and desired him to 
send for the gentlemen who had wounded 
him The abbot so doing, the gentlemen 
came, and the hermit, beuig very sick and 
weak, said unto them, “ I am sure to die of 
those wounds you have given me “—The 


“ Not so, for I will freely forgive them my 
death, if they will be content to be enjoined 
the penance I shall lay on them for the safe 
guard of their souls ” The gentlemen b^ng 
present, bade him save their lives Then 
said the hermit, “You and yours shall hold 
youi lands of the Abbot of Whitby, and his 
successors, in this manner That, upon As 
cension day, you, or some of you, shall come 
to the wood of the Straj heads, which is m 
Eskdale side, the same day at sun rising, and 
there shall the abbot s officer blow his horn, 
to the intent that you may know where to 
find him , and he shall deliver unto you 
William de Bruce, ten stakes, ele\en strout 
Stowers, and eleven yethers to be cutbyjou, 
or some of >ou, with a knife of one penny 
price and >ou, Ralph de Percy, shall take 
twenty one of each sort, to be cut in the same 
manner , and you, Allatson, shall take nine 
of each so*, to be cut as aforesaid, and to be 
taken on your backs and carried to the town 
of Whitby, and to be there before nine of the 
clock the same day before mentioned At 
the same hour of nine of the clock, if it be 
full sea, your labour and service shall cease , 
and if low water, each of jou shall set your 
stakes to the brim, each stake one yard trom 
the other, and so yether them on each side 
with your yethers , and so stake on each side 
with your strout stowers, that they may 
stand three tides without removing by the 
force thereof Each of you shall do, make, 
and execute the said service, at that veiy 
hour, e\ ery year, except it be full sea at that 
hour , but when it shall so fall out, this ser- 
vice shall cease You shall faithfully do this, 
in remembrance that you did most cruelly 
slay me and that you may the better call 
to God for mercy repent unfeignedly of your 
sms and do good works The officei of Esk- 
dale side shall blow, Out on you f Out o?t 
you f Out on you f for this heinous crime 
If you, or your successors, shall refuse this 
service, so long as it shall not be full sea at 
the aforesaid hour, you or yours, shall forfeit 
your lands to the Abbot of Whitby, or his 
successors This I entreat and earnestly 
beg, that you may have lives and goods 
preserved tor this service and I request of 
you to promise, by your parts in Heaven, 
that it snail be done by you and your suc- 
cessors, as is aforesaid lequested , and I will 
confirm it by the faith of an honest man ’’ — 
Then the hermit said, “My soul longeth for 
the Lord and I do as freely forgive these 
men my death as Christ forgave the thieves 
on the cross ’’ And, in the presence of the 
abbot and the rest, he said moreover these 
words “/w manustuos^Domtne commendo 
spiriium meum^ a vinmhs entin mortis 
redemisti me^ Do mine veriiaiis A men ’ * — 
So he yielded up the ghost the eighth day of 
December, anno Domini 111,9, whose soul 
God have mercy upon Amen * 
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‘This service,’ it is addef, ‘ still continues 
to be performed with the prescribed cere 
monies, though not by the proprietors in 
person Part of the lands charged therew ith 
are now held bj a gentleman of the name of 
Hefbert 


Note XXIX 

convent cell 

A Saxon princess once did dwells 
The lovely Bdeljied — P 107 

She -was the daughter of King Oswy, who, 
in gratitude to Heaven for the great victory 
which he won in 655, against Penda, the 
Pagan King of Mercia, dedicated Edelfleda 
then but a year old, to the service of God, m 
the monastery of Whitb)’’, of which St Hilda 
was then abbess She afterwards adorned the 
place of her education with great magnifi 
cence 


Note XXX 

of thousand snakes^ each one 

Was changed into a cod ofstone^ 

When holy Hilda prav' d t 
They told, how sea fowls' pinions fail 
As over Whitby"' s towers they sad — P 107 

These two miracles are much insisted upon 
by all ancient writers who have occasion to 
mention either Whitby or St Hilda The 
relics of the snakes which infested the pre 
cincts of the conv ent and were, at the abbess’s 
prayer, not only beheaded, but petrified, are 
still found about the rocks, and are termed by 
Protestant fossilists, Ammonitae 
The other miracle is thus mentioned b^ 
Camden ‘ It is also ascribed to the power of 
her sanctity, that these wild geese, which, in 
the winter fly in great flocks to the lakes and 
Ti\ ers unfrozen in the southern parts, to the 
great amazement of e\ery one, fall down 
suddenly upon the ground, when they are in 
their flight over certain neighbouring fields 
hereabouts a relation I should not have 
made, if I had not received it from several 
credible men But those who are less i^ 
dined to heed superstition, attribute it to 
some occult quality in the ground, and to 
somewhat of antipathy between it and the 
geese, such as they say is betwixt wolves and 
scvllaroots For that such hidden tenden 
cies and aversions, as we call sympathies and 
antipathies, are implanted in many things 
by pro\ident Nature for the preservation of 
them, IS a thing so evident that everybody 
grants it ’ Mr Charlton in his History of 
Whitby, points out the true origin of the fable, 
from the number of se^ gulls that, when fl> mg 
from a storm, often alight near Whitby, 
and from the woodcocks, and other birds of 
passage, who do the same upon their arrival 
on shore after a long flight 


Note XXXI 

His body's resting place, of old, 

How oft their patron chan^ d, they told 
—P 107 

St iuthbert w as, in the choice of Ins sepul- 
chre, one of the most mutable and unreason 
able ^ints in the Calendar He died A D 688, 
in a hermitage upon the Fame Islands, 
having resigned the bishopric of Lindis%rne, 
or Holy Island about two 3 ears before 1 
His body was brought to Lindisf^rne, where 
It remained until a descent of the Danes, 
about 793, when the monastery was nearh 
destroyed The monks fled to Scotland w ith 
what they deemed then chief treasure, the 
relics of St Cuthbert The Saint was, how 
ever, a most capricious fellow traveller, 
which was the more intolerable, as, like Sm 
bad’s Old Man of the Sea, he journeyed upon 
the shoulders of his companions. The} 
paraded him through Scotland for several 
5 ears, and came as far west as W hithern, la 
Galloway, whence they attempted to sail for 
Ireland, but were dnven back by tempests 
He at length made a halt at Norham , from 
thence he w ent to Melrose, where he remained 
stationary for a short time, and then caused 
himself to be launched upon the Tweed in a 
stone coffin, which landed him at Tilmouth, 
m Northumberland This boat is finely 
shaped, ten feet long, three feet and a half in 
diameter, and only four inches thick , so that, 
with very little assistance, it might certainly 
have swam It still lies, or at least did so a 
few years ago, m two pieces, beside the 
ruined chapel of Tilmouth From Tilmouth, 
Cuthbert wandered into Yorkshire, and at 
length made a long stay at Chester le^treet,to 
which the bishops see was transferred At 
length the Danes, continuing to infest the 
country, the monks removed to R pon for a 
SI ason , and it was in return from thence to 
Chester le street, that, passing through a 
forest called Dunholme, the Saint and his car 
nage became immov cable at a place named 
W ardlaw, or Wardilaw Here the Saint chose 
his place of residence , and al 1 who have seen 
Durham must admit, that, if difficult in hii» 
choice, he evinced taste in at length fixing it 
It IS said that the Northumbrian Catholics 
still keep secret the precise spot of the Saint’s 
sepulture, which is only entrusted to three 
persons at a time When one dies, the 
survivore associate to them, in his room, 
a person judged fit to be the depositary of so 
valuable a secret 

[The resting place of the remains of this 
Saint IS not now matter of uncertainty So 
recently as 17th May, 1827, 1139 3 ears after 
his death, their discovery and disinterment 


1 He resumed the bishopric of Lmdisfame which 
owmg to bad health he again relinquished within less 
than three months before his death. — RAilsiEb St 
Cuthbert 
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ere effected Under a blue stone,# m the 
middle of the shrine of St Cuthbert at the 
^tem extremity of the choir of Durham 
Cathedral, there was then found a walled 
gmve, containing the coffins of the Saint 
The first, or outer one, was ascertainell to be 
that of 154I, the second of 1041 , the thVd, or 
inner one, answering in every particular to 
the description of that of 698, was fou%d to 
contain, not indeed, as had been averred 
then, and e\en until 1530, the incorruptible 
body, but the entire skeleton of the Saint , 
the bottom, of the gra\e being perfectly diy, 
free from offensive smell, and without the 
slightest symptom that a human body had ever 
undergone decomposition within its walls The 
skeleton was found swathed in five silk robes 
of emblematical embroidery, the ornamental 
parts laid with gold leaf, and these again 
covered with a robe of linen Beside the 
skeleton were also deposited se\eral gold and 
silver znst£^tia^ and other relics of the Saint 
The Roman Catholics now allow that the 
coffin was that of St Cuthbert 
The bones of the Saint were again restored 
to the gra\ e m a new coffin, amid the frag 
ments of the former ones Those portions of 
the inner coffin which could be preserved, in 
eluding one of its rings, with the silver altar, 
golden cross, stole, comb, two maniples, 
bracelets, girdle, gold wire of the skeleton 
and fragments of the fiv e silk robes and some 
of the rings of the outer coffin made in 
were deposited in the library of the Dean 
and Chapter, where they are now preserv ed 
For ample details of the life of St Cuth 
bert, — his coffin journeys, an account of the 
opening of his tomb, and a description of the 
silk robes and other relics founa in it,— -the 
reader interested in such matters is referred 
to a work entitled * Saint Cuthbert, by James 
Raine, M A (4to, Durham, 1828,) where he 
will find much of antiquarian history, cere 
monies, and superstitions, to gratify his cun 
osity ]•— Ed 


Note XXXIT 

Scotland's dauniussktftff^and Jietr^ 
Before his standard fled -—1^ 108-9 

Every one has heard that when David I, 
with his son Henry, invaded Northumberland 
in 1136, the English host inarched against 
them under the holy banner of St Cuthbert , 
to the efficacy of which was imputed the 
great victory which they obtained in the bloody 
battle of Northallerton, or Cutonmoor The 
conquerors were at least as much indebted to 
thejealou^ and intractability of the different 
tnb^ who composed David’s army , among 
whom, as mentioned in the text, were the 
Galwegians, the Britons of Strath Clyde, the 
men of Teviotdale and Lothian, with many 
Norman and German warriors, who asserted 


the cause of the ^|npress Maud See Chai> 
MERS* Caledonia^ vol 1 p 622 , a most la- 
borious, curious, and interesting publication, 
from which considerable defects of style and 
manner ought not to turn aside the Scottish 
antiquary 


NoteXXXIII 

'Twos he. to vindicate his lei^n^ 

Bdgd Alfred's falchion on the i)ane^ 
And turdd the Conqueror back again 
P 108 

Cuthbert, we have seen, had no great reason 
to spare the Danes, when opportunityoffered 
Accordingly, I find, m Simeon of Durham, 
that the Saint appeared in a vision to Alfred, 
when lurking in the marshes of Glastonbury, 
and pron#sed him assistance and victory 
over his heathen enemies , a consolation, 
which, as was reasonable, Alfred, after the 
victory of Ashendown, rewarded, by a royal 
offering at the shrine of the Saint As to 
William the Conqueror, the terror spread 
before his army, when he marched to punish 
the revolt of the Northumbrians, in 1096, had 
forced the monks to fly once more to Holy 
Island with the body of the Saint It was, 
however, replaced before William left the 
north , and, to balance accounts the Con- 
queror having intimated an indiscreet curio- 
sity to view the Saint's body, he was, while 
in the act of commanding the shrine to be 
opened, seized with heat and sickness, ac 
companied with such a panic terror, that not- 
withstanding there was a sumptuous dinner 
prepared for him, he fled without eating a 
morsel (which the monkish historian seems 
to have thought no small part both of the 
miracle and the penance), and never drew 
his bridle till he got to the river Tees 


Note XXXIV 

Saint Cuthbert sits^ and toils to frame 

The sea born beads that bear his name 
— P 108 

Although we do not leam that Cuthbert 
was, during his life, such an artificer as Dun 
Stan, his brother in sanctity, jet, since his 
death, he has acquired the reputation of 
forging those Bntrocht wfhich are found 
among the rocks of Holy Island, and pass 
there oy the name of St Cuthbert’s Beads 
While at this task, he is supposed to sit 
during the night upon a certim rock, and 
use another as his anvil This story was 
perhaps credited m former days , at least 
the Saint’s legend contains some not more 
probable 
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Note XXXJJ 

OldColwuJf—^ 108 

Ceolwulf, orColwulf, Kmg'ofNorthumber 
landf flourished m the eighth century He 
was a man of some learnmg , for the vener 
able Bede dedicates to him his ' Ecclesiastical 
History ’ He abdicated the throne about 
7;^8, and retired to Holy Island, where he 
died in the odour of sanctity Saint as Col 
wulf was, howe\ er, I fear the foundation of 
the penance vault does not correspond with 
his character, for it is recorded among his 
numoraitha^ that, finding* the air of the 
island raw and cold, he indulged the 
monks, whose rule had hitherto confined 
them to milk or water, with the comfortable 
pnvilege of using wine or ale If any rigid 
antiquary insists on this objection, he is wel 
come to suppose the penance vault was in 
tended, by the founder, for the mdre genial 
purposes of a cellar 

These penitential vaults were the Geissel 
g&wdlhe of German convents In the earlier 
and more rigid times of monastic discipline, 
they were sometimes used as a cemetery for 
the lay benefactors of the convent, whose un 
sanctified corpses were then seldom permitted 
to pollute the choir They also served as 
places of meeting for the chapter, when 
measures of uncommon seventy were to be 
adopted But their most frequent use, as im 
pliedby thename, was as places for performing 
penances, or Undergoing punishment 


Note XXXVI 

T^emouWs haughty Prtor&$s — P 109 

That there was an ancient prioiy at Tjne 
mouth is certain Its rums are situated on a 
high rocky point , and, doubtless, many a 
vow was made to th^shrineby the distressed 
manners who drove tow ards the iron bound 
coast of Northumberland in stormy weather 
It was anciently a nunnery , for Virca, abbess 
of T} nemouth, presented St Cuthbert (yet 
alive) with a rare winding sheet, in emulation 
of a holy lady called Tuda, who had sent him 
a coffin But, as in the case of Whitby, and 
of Holy Island, the introduction of nuns at 
Tynemouth in the reign of Henry VIII is an 
anachronism The nunnery at Holy Island 
is altogether fictitious Indeed, St Cuthbert 
was unlikely to permit such an establishment , 
for, notwithstanding his accepting the mor 
tuairy gifts above mentioned and his carrying 
on a visiting acquaintance with the Abbess 
of Coldingham, he certainly hated the whole 
female sex , and, in revenge of a slippery 
trick plaved to him by an Irish pnncess, he, 
after death inflicted severe penances on such 
as presumed to approach within a certain dis 
tance of his shnne. 


Note XXXVII 

On those the nail was to enclose^ 

Abve^ within the tomb — P no 

It IS well known, that the religious, ^vho 
broke t«eir vows of chasti^ were subjected to 
the same penalty as the Roman vestals in a 
Similar case A small niche, sufficient to en- 
close ^eir bodies, was made in the massive 
wall of the convent , a slender pittance of food 
and water was deposited in it, and the awful 
words, Vade in Pace, were the signal for im- 
muring the criminal It is not lik^ely that, in 
latter times this punishment was often re 
sorted to , but, among the rums of the Abbey 
of Coldingham, were some years ago dis 
covered the remains of a female skeleton, 
which, from the shape of the niche, and 
position of the figure, seemed to be that of an 
immured nun 


Note XXXVIII 
The milage inn — P 116 
The accommodationsofaScottish hostelne, 
or inn, in the sixteenth century, may be col- 
lected from Dunbar’s admirable tale of * The 
Friars of Berwick.’ Simon Lawder, ‘the gay 
ostlier,’ seems to have lived very comfortably, 
and his wife decorated her person with a 
scarlet kirtle, and a belt of silk and silver, 
and nngs upon her fingers , and feasted her 
paramour with rabbits, capons, partridges, 
and Bourdeaux wine At least, if the Scot- 
tish inns were not good, it was not for want of 
encouragement from the legislature, who, 
so early as the reign of James I, not only 
enacteo, that mall boroughs and fairs there 
be hostellanes, having stables and chambers, 
and provision for man and horse, but by 
another statute, ordained that no man, travel- 
ling on horse or foot, should presume to lodge 
anywhere except m these hostellanes , and 
that no person save innkeepers, should recen e, 
such travellers, under the penalty of forty 
shillings, for exercising such hospitality 
But, in spite of these prox ident enactments, 
the Scottish hostels are but indifferent, and 
strangers continue to find reception in the 
houses of individuals. 


Note XXXIX 

The death of a dear fmend — P 118 

Among other omens to which faithful 
credit IS given among the Scottish peasantry, 
IS what IS called the ‘ dead bell ’ explained 
by my friend James Hogg, to be that tinkling 
in the ears which the country people regard 
as the secret intelligence of some friend’s 
decease He tells a story to the purpose m 
the ‘Mountain Bard,’ p 26 

^ O lady txs dark, an I heard the dead bell I 
An 1 darena gae yonder for gowd ror fee 
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‘By the dead bell is meant a tink^ngf m the 
ears, which our peasantry in the country re 
card as a secret intelligence of some friend’s 
decease Thus this natural occurrence stnkes 
many w ith a superstitious awe This reminds 
me of a trifling anecdote, which I 'Oill here 
relate as an instance — Our two serv nt girls 
agreed to go an errand of their ow n, one night 
after supper, to a considerable distanc^ from 
which I stro\e to persuade them, but could not 
prevail So, after going to the apartment 
where I slept, I took a drinking glass, and, 
coming cJ,ose to the back of the door, made 
two or three sweeps round the lips of the glass 
with mj finger, which caused a loud shrill 
sound I then o\ erheard the following dia 
logue — S “Ah, mercy • the dead bell went 
through my head ]ust now with such a knell 
as I ne\er heard ’’ — / “ I heard it too ’’ — B 
“Did you indeed’ That is remarkable I 
ne\er knew of two hearing it at the same 
t me before ’’ — / “ W e will not go to Midge 
hope to night ’’ — B “ I would not go for all 
the world I shall warrant it ib my poor 
brother Wat who knows what these wild 
Irishes ma> ha\e done to him’’” — HoGG’S 
Mountain Bard^ 3rd edit , pp 31-2 ] 


Note XL 

The Gohhn Mall — P 120 

A vaulted hall under the ancient castle of 
Gifford or Tester, (for it bears either name 
indifferently,) the construction of which has 
from a \erj remote period been ascribed to 
magic The Statistical Account of the Parish 
of Garwald and Baro gives the fol owing ac 
count of the present state of this castle and 
apartment -A Upon a peninsula, formed by 
the water of Hopes on the east, and a large 
rivulet on the west, stands the ancient castle 
of tester Sir David Dilrj'mple m his An 
nals, relates, that ‘Hugh Gi ford de Tester 
died in 1267, that in his castle there was a 
capacious caiern, formed by magical art, 
and called in the country Bo-Hall, 1 e Hob 
gobim Hall ’ A stair of twenty four steps 
led down to this apartment, which is a large 
and spacious hall, with an arched roof, and 
thoagh it hath stood for so many centuries, 
and been exposed to the external air for a 
period of fifty or sixty } ears, it is still as firm 
and entire as if it had only stood a few j ears 
hrom the floor of this hall, another stair of 
thirty siv steps leads down to a p t which hath 
a communication w ith Hopes-water A great 
part of the walls of this large and ancient 
castle are stil 1 standing There is a tradition, 
that the castle of Tes er was the last forti 
fication, in this country, that surrendered 
to General Gray, sent into Scotland by Pro 
tector Somerset ’ Statistical Account^ Vol 
xiu — I have only to add, that m 1737 
Oobim Hall was tenanted by the Marquis of 
Tweeddale’s falconer, as I leam from a poem 


by Boyse, entitligi ‘ Retirement,’ written upon 
visiting Tester It is now rendered inacces 
sible by the fall of the stair 

Sir David Dalrymple’s authority for the 
anecdote is in Fordun whose words are — 
‘ A D MCCLXVII Hugo Giffard de Iksier 
moritur, cujuscastrum^ vcl salient caveam^ 
et dongtonem arte daemomca antiquae re 
lationes ferunt fabrifactuni nam ibtdent 
habetur ntirabihs specus snbterraneus^ 
opere mirifico consfructus^ magno terra 
rum spatio protelaius^ quz commumter 
appel/atus est ' Lib X cap 21 — 
Sir Da\ id conjectures, that Hugh de Gifford 
must either have been a %ery wise man, or a 
great oppressor 

Note XLI 

There floated Halo's banner irim^ 

A bove J^orweyan warriors grim — P 1 20 

In 1263, Haco King of Norway, came into 
the Frith of Civ de with a powerful armament, 
and made a descent at Largs, in Ayrshire 
Here he was encountered and defeated, on 
the 2nd October, by Alexander III Haco re 
treated to Orknej, where he died soon after 
this disgrace to his arms There are still 
existing, near the place of battle, many bar 
rows, some of which, having been opened 
were found, as usual, to contain bones and 
urns 

Note XLII 

wisa rd habit strange — P 1 20 

‘Magicians, as is well known, were aery 
curious in the choice and form of their vest 
ments Their caps are oval, or like pyra 
mids, with lappets on each side, andfur within 
Their gowns aie long, and furred with fox 
skins, under which they hav e a linen garment 
reaching to the knee Their girdles are three 
inches broad, and have many cabahstical 
names, with crosses trines, and circles in 
scribed on them Their shoes should be of 
new russet leather, w ith a cross cut upon them 
Their knives are dagger fashion , and their 
swords have neitlier guard nor scabbard ’ — 
See these, and many other particulars, in the 
•Discourse concerning Devils and Spirits, 
annexed to Reginald Scott's Discovery of 
Witchcraft^ edition 1665 


NoteXLIII 

Upon his breast a pentacle — P 120 
‘ A pentacle is a piece of fine linen, folded 
w ith five comers accordin r to the five senses, 
and suitably inscnbed with characters This 
the magician extends towards the spirits 
w^hich he invokes, when thev are stubborn 
and rebellious, and refuse to "be conformable 
unto the ceremonies and rites of magic ’ — See 
the Discourses, &c above mentioned, p 66 
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xNfOTE XLR% 

As horn upon ihai blessed mght 
"When yawning graves^ and dying groan^ 
Proclaim d heWs empire overthrown 
• -P 121 

It IS a. popular article of faith, that those 
who are bom on Christmas, or Good Friday, 
ha\e the power of seeing spirits, and even of 
commanding them The Spaniards imputed 
the haggard and downcast looks of their 
Philip n to the disagreeable \isions to which 
this privilege subjected him 


Note XLV 

Yet still the knightly spear and shield 

The Elfin Warrior doth wield 
Upon the brown hilts breast — P 122 

The following extract from the Essay upon 
the Fairy Superstitions, in the ‘ Minstrelsy of 
the Scottish Border,’ vol 11, will show whence 
many of the particulars of the combat be 
tween Alexander III and the Goblin Knight 
are derived — 

Gervase of Tilbury, Otia Imperial ap 
Script rer Brunsvic (vol 1 p 797', relates 
the followi^ popular story concerning a fairy 
knight ‘ Osbert, a bold and powerful baron 
visited a noble family in the \ cmity of Wan 
dlebury, in the bishopric of Ely Among 
other stones related in the social circle of his 
friends, who according to custom, amused 
each other by repeating ancient tales and 
traditions, he was informed, that if any 
knight unattended, entered an adjacent 
plain by moonlight, and challenged an ad 
xersary to appear, he would be immediately 
encountered by aspint in the form of a knight 
Osbert resolved to make the experiment, and 
set out attended by a single squire, whom he 
ordered to remain without the limits of the 
plain, which was sunounded by an ancient 
intrenchment. On repeating the challenge, 
he was instantly assailed by an adversaiy, 
whom he quickly unhorsed, and seized the 
reins of his s eed During this operation, his 
ghostly opponent sprung up, and darting his 
spear, like a jaxelin, at Osbert, wounded hiiA 
111 the thigh Osbert returned in triumph 
with the horse, which he committed to the 
care of his servants The horse was of a 
sable colour, as well as his whole accoutre 
ments, and apparently of great beauty and 
vigour He remained with his keeper till 
cock-crowing, when, with eyes flashing fire, 
he reared, spumed the ground, and xanished 
On disarming himself, Osbert perceixed that 
he was wounded, and that one of his steel 
boots was full of blood ’ Gervase adds, that, 
‘as long as he lived, the scar of his wound 
opened afresh on the annixer^ary of the eve 
on which he encountered the spint ’ Less 
fortunate was the gallant Bohemian knight, 


who, tr^elling by night with a single com- 
panion, ‘ came in sight of a fairy host arrayed 
under displayed banners Despising the re- 
monstrances ot his friend, the knight pricked 
forward to break a lance with a champion, 
who a^anced from the ranks appaiently 
m defimee His companion beheld the Bo- 
hemiaji overthrown, horse and man, by his 
aenal^dversary , and returning to the spot 
next morning, he found the mangled corpses 
of the kni^t and Hierarchy ofi 

Blessed Angels^ p 554 

Besides these instances of Elfin chivalry 
abo\e quoted, many others might lie alleged 
m support of emplojing faiiy machinery m 
this manner The forest of Gleumore, in the 
North Highlands, is believed to be haunted 
by a spirit called Lhani dearg^ in the array 
of an ancient warrior, having a bloody hand, 
from which he takes his name He insists 
upon those with whom he meets doing battle 
with him , and the clergj-man, who makes 
up an account of the district, extant in the 
Macfarlane MS in the Advocates’ Librarj, 
gravely assures us that, in his time, L.ham 
deargioM^t with three brothers whom he 
met m h s walk, none of whom long sm- 
vived the ghostly conflict Barclay, m his 
‘ Euphormion,’ gixes a singular account of 
an officer w ho had ventured, with his sen ant, 
rather to intmde upon a haunted house m a 
tow n in Flanders, than to put up with worse 
quarters elsewhere 4fter taking the usual 
precautions of providing fires, lights, and 
arms they watched till midnight, when be 
hold • the severed arm of a man dropped from 
the ceiling, this was followed by the legs the 
other arm, the trunk, and the head of the 
body all separate!} The members rolled 
together, united themselves m the presence 
of the astonished soldiers, and formed a 
gigantic warrior who defied them both to 
combat Their blows, although they pene 
trated the body and amputated the limbs of 
their strange antagonist, had, as the reader 
may easily oelieve, little effect on an enemy 
who possessed such powers of self union , nor 
did his efforts make more effectual impression 
upon them How the combat terminated I 
do not exactly remember, and have not the 
book by me, but 1 think the spirit made 
to the intruders on his mansion the usual 
proposal, that they should renounce their 
redemption , which being declined, he was 
obi gea to retract 

The most singular tale of the kind is con 
tamed m an extract communicated to me by 
my friend Mr Surtees of Mainsforth, in the 
Bishopnc, w ho copied it from a MS note m 
a copy of Burthogge, ‘On the Nature of 
Spirits, 8vo, 1694 ’ which had been the pro- 
perty of the 'ate Mr Gtll, attorney general to 
Fgerton,*B shop of Durham ‘ It was not,’ 
says my obliging correspondent, ‘ in Mr Gill s 
own hand, but probably a hundred years 
older, and was said to be, E hbre Convent 
Dunelm per T C extract^ whom I believe 
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to have been Thomas Cradocke, Psq , bar 
rjster, who held several offices under the See 
of Durham a hundred years ago Mr Gill 
was possessed of most of his manuscripts ’ 
The extract, which, m fact, suggested the 
introduction of the tale into the preser^t poem, 
runs thus — x 

'•Rem fntram hujusmodt quae i^ostris 
iemporthus eventt^ iesie vtro nohth fide 
dt^tsnmo^ enarrarehaudptgebtt Radul 
phu V Bulmer cum e casirts^ quae tunc tern 
ports prope Norham postta erant^ oblecta 
itonis causft^ exttsset^ actn tdiertore Tuedae 
npt praedam cum canibus leporartis tnse 
queretur^ forte cum Scoto quodam nobthy 
^tbt antehaCy ut vtdebatury fiamthanter 
cogmtOy congres'ius est, aCy ut fas erat 
tnter tnimtcoSy fiagrante b&llOy brevtsstmH 
znterrogatioms mora tnterpositdy alter 
utros tnvtcem tncitato cursu znfestis am 
mis peiiere JVb^ter, prinio occur'niy equo 
praeacerrtmo hostis impetu lahantCy in 
Urram eversus pectore et capite laesOy san 
guinemy mortuo simihSy evomebat Quern 
ut se aegre habentem comiter allocutus est 
alter y pollicitusquey mo do aux ilium non 
abnegarety monitisque obtemperans ab omm 
rerum sacrarum cogitaiione absiinerety nec 
DeOy Deipai ae Virginiy Sanctove ullOy 
preces aut vota efferret vel inter sese com 
ciperety se brevi eum sanum vahdumque 
restitiiturum esse Prae angore oblata 
conditio accepta est, ac vetei ator ille nescio 
quid obscaent murmuris insusurranSy 
pre/iensa manUy dicto citius in pedes sanum 
utantea sublevavit Noster autemy maxima 
prae ret inaudita novitate formidine per 
culsus MiJesu’ exclamaiy vel quid simile, 
ac subito respictens nec hostem nec ullam 
ahum conspiat equum solum gravtssimo 
nuper casu afllictum per summam pacem 
in rtvo fiuvii pascentem Adcastra liaque 
mirabundus revertenSy fidei dubiuSy rem 
primo occult avity deiUy confecto hello Con- 
jessort suo totam asseruit Delusoria pro 
cut dubio res totUy ac mala veteraioris illius 
aperitur frauSy qua hominem Christianum 
ad vetitum tale auxiliumpelhceret Nomen 
utcunqne illius {nobilis alias ac clari) reti 
cendum ducOy cum hand dubium sit quin 
DiaboluSy Deo permittenUy formant quam 
libuerity immo angeli luctSy sacro oculo Dei 
testCy posse assumere ’ The MS chronicle, 
from which Mr Cradocke took this curious 
extract, cannot now be found in the Chapter 
Library of Durham or, at least, has hitherto 
escaped the researches of my friendly corre 
spondent 

Lindesay is made to allude to this adven 
ture of Ralph Bulmer, as a well known story, 
in the 4th Canto, Stanza xxii p 133 

The northern champions of old were accus- 
tomed peculiar^ to search for, and delight m, 
encounters with such military spectres See 
a whole chapter on the subject, in Bartholi- 
NUS De CausiSGontcmptae Mortis a DaniCy 
p »53 


#OTE XLVI 

Close to ike huty no more his owHy 
Close to the aid he sought in vaiUy 
The morn may find the stiffen'd swam 
— P ifi5 

I cannot help here mentioning, that on 
the night in which these lines were written, 
suggested, as they were, by a sudden fall of 
snow, beginning after sunset an unfortunate 
man perished exactly in the manner here 
described, and his body was next morning 
found close to his own house The accident 
happened within five miles of the farm of 
AshestieL 

Note XLVII 
Forbes 125 

Sir William Forbes of Pitsligo, Baronet , 
unequalled, perhaps, in the degree of indi- 
vidual affection entertained foi him by his 
friends, as well as m the general respect and 
esteem of Scotland at large His ‘Life of 
Beattie,’ whom he befriended and patronized 
in life, as well as celebrated after his decease, 
was not long published, before the benevolent 
and affectionate biographer was called to 
follow the subject of his narrative This 
melancholy event very shortly succeeded the 
marriage of the friend, to whom this intro 
duction is addressed, with one of Sir W ilham’s 
daughters 

Note XLVIII 
Friar Rush — P 127 
Alias, ‘ Will o’ the Wisp ’ This personage 
IS a strolling demon, or esprit follet, who, 
once upon a time, got admittance into a 
monastery as a scullion, and played the 
monks many pranks He was also a sort oi 
Robin Goodfellow and Jack o’ Lanthern 
It is in allusion to this mischievous demon 
that Milton’s clown speaks,— 

She was pinched ind pulled she said 
And he by Fr ar s lanthern led 

‘ The History of Friar Rush’ is of extreme 
rarity, and for some time, even the existence 
of such a book was doubted, although it is 
escpressly alluded to by Reginald Scott, in his 
‘ Discovery of Witchcraft * I ha\ e perused a 
copy in the valuable library of my friend Mr 
Heber. and I observe, from Mr Beloe’s 
‘Anecdotes of Literature,’ that there is one 
m the excellent collection of the Marquis of 
Stafford 

Note XLIX 

Sir David Lindesay of the Mount, 
Lord Lion King^at arms — P 128 
The late elaborate edition of Sir David 
Lindesay s Works, by Mr George Chalmers, 
has probably introduced him to many of my 
readers It is jperhaps to be regretted, that 
the learned Editor had not bestowed more 
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pains in elucidating his authtor, even although 
he should have omitted, or It least reserved, 
his disquisitions on the origin of the language 
used by the poet But, with all its faults, 
his work IS an acceptable present to Scottish 
antyjnanes Sir David Lmdesay was well 
known for his early efforts in favour of the 
Reformed doctrines , and, indeed, his play, 
coarse as it now seems, must have had a 

f owerful effect upon the people of his age 
am uncertain if I abuse poetical licence, 
by introducing Sir David Lmdesay in the 
character of Lion Herald, sixteen years be 
fore he obtained that ofiSce ^t any rate I 
am not the first who has been guilty of the 
anachronism, for the author of Flodden 
Field’ despatches Dallamount^ which can 
mean nobody but Sir David de la Mont, to 
France on the message of defiance from 
James IV to Henry VIII It was often an 
office imposed on the Lion King at Arms, to 
receive foreign ambassadors , and^mdesay 
himself did this honour to Sir Ralph Sadler, 
in ii?i?9-40 Indeed, the oath of the Lior, in 
Its first article, bears reference to his frequent 
employment upon royal messages and em 
bassies 

The office of heralds, m feudal times, being 
held of the utmost importance, the inaugu 
ratior of the Kings-at arms, who presided o\-er 
their colleges, w'as proportionally solemn 
In fact, it was the mimicry of a royal coro 
nation, except that the unction was made 
with wine instead of oil In Scotland, a 
namesake and kinsman of Sir David Linde- 
say, inaugurated in it592 ‘was crowned by 
King James with the ancient crown of Scot 
land which was used before the Scottish 
kings assumed a close crown , ’ and, on 
occasion of the same solemnity, dined at 
the King’s table, wearing the crown It is 
probable that the coronation of his prede 
cessor was not less solemn So sacred was 
the herald’s office, that, m 151s, Lord Drum 
mond was by Parliament declared guilty of 
treason, and his lands forfeited, because he 
had struck with his fist the Lion King al- 
arms, when he reproved him for his follies 
Nor was he restored, but at the Lion’s earnest 
solicitation 


Note L 

Criditmm Castle — P 129 

A large ruinous castle on the banks of the 
Tyne, al^ut ten miles from Edinburgh As 
indicated m the text, it was built at different 
times, and with a very differing regard to 
splendour and accommodation The oldest 
part of the building is a narrow keep, or 
tower, such as formed the mansion of a lesser 
Scottish baron , but so many additions have 
been made to it, that there is now a large 
court yard, surrounded by buildings of dif 
terent ages The eastern front of the court 
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IS raised^bove a portico, and decorated with 
entablatures, bearing anchors All the stones 
of this front are rut into diamond facets, the 
angular projections of which have an un 
commonly nch appearance The inside of 
this p^ of the building appears to have 
contai led a gallery of great length, and un- 
common elegance Access was giv en to it by 
a magfnficent staircase, now quite destroyed 
The soffits are ornamented with twining cord- 
age and rosettes, and the whole seems to 
have been far more splendid than was usual 
m Scottish castles The castle belonged 
ong^nally to the Chancellor, Sif William 
Crichton, and probably owed to him its first 
enlargement, as well as its being taken by the 
Earl of Douglas, who imputed to Cnchton’s 
counsels the death of his predecessor, Earl 
William, beheaded m Edinburgh Castle, with 
his brother, in 1440 It is said to have been 
totally demolished on that occasion, but the 
present state of the rum shows the contrary 
In 1483, It was garrisoned by Lord Crichton, 
then Its proprietor, against King James III, 
w hose displeasure he had incurred by seducing 
his sister Margaret, in revenge, it is said, for 
the monarch having dishonoured his bed 
From the Crichton family the castle passed 
to that of the Hepburns, Earls Bothwell, 
and when the forfeitures of Stewart, the last 
Earl Bothwell were divided, the barony and 
castle of Crichton fell to the share of the 
Earl of Buccleuch They were afterwards 
the property of the Pringles of Clifton, and 
are now that of S r John Callander, Baronet 
It were to be wished the proprietor would 
take a little pains to preserve these splendid 
remains of antiquity, which are at present 
used as a fold for sheep, and wintering cattle , 
although, perhaps, there are very few rums m 
Scotland which display so well the style and 
beauty of ancient castle architecture The 
castle of Crichton has a dungeon vault, called 
the AJ assy More The epimet, which is not 
uncommonly applied to tne prisons of other 
old castles in Scotland,! s of Saracenic origin 
It occurs twice in the ‘ Bpistolae limerariae ’ 
of Tollius ‘ Career subterraneus^ stve^ ut 
Maurt appellant^ Mazvcorra ’ p 147 , and 
again, ‘ Coguntur omnes Captivi sub noc 
tent tn ergastula subterranean quae Tiircae 
Algeseram vacant Mazmorras,’ p 243 
The same word applies to the dungeons of 
the ancient Moorish castles in Spain, and 
serves to show from what nation the Gothic 
style of castle building was originally de- 
ri\ ed. 


Note LI 

Bari Adam Hepburn — P 130 

He was the second Earl of Bothwell, and 
fell in the field of Flodden, where according 
to an ancien^ English poet, he distinguished 
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himself by a funous attempt to retrieve the 

Then on the Scottish part right proud 
The Earl of Bothwell then out hras 
And stepping forth with stomach good 
Into the enemies throng he thrast _ 
AndBoihweilt JBothiueil! cried boId,\i 
To cause his souldiers to ensue ) 

But there he caught a Wellcome cold 
The Englishmen straight down him ttfew 
Thus Haburn through his hardv heait ^ 

His fatal fine m conflict found 

Flodden Field a Poem edited by 
H Weber Edm 1808 

Adam Msas grandfather to James Earl of 
Bothwell, too well known in the history of 
Queen Marj 

Note LII 

For tJiai a me^sen^er from heaven 
In vain to James had counsel ^ven 
Ag-aznst the Etzghsh voar ~i* 130 
This story is told by Pitscottie with charac 
tenstic simpl c ty -- The King, setting that 
France could get no support of him for that 
tune, made a proclamation, full hastily, 
through all the realm of Scotland, both east 
and west, south and north, as well in the isles 
as in the firm land to all manner of men 
between si\ty and sixteen years, that they 
should be ready, within twenty days, to pass 
with him, with forty days % ictual, and to meet 
at the Burrow muir of Edinburgh, and there 
to pass forward where he pleased His pro 
damations were hastily obeyed, contrary tl e 
Council of Scotland s will , but every man 
loved his prince so well that they would on no 
ways disobey h m , but every man caused 
malce his proclamation so hastily, conform to 
the charge of the King’s proclamation 

The King came to JLithgow where he 
happened to be for the time at the Council, 
very sad and dolorous, making his devotion 
to God, to send him good chance and fortune 
in his voyage In this meantime there came 
a man, clad in a blue gown, in at the kirk 
door, and belted about nun in a roll of linen 
doth , a pair of brotikmgs ‘ on hi& feet, to 
the great of his legs , with all other hose and 
clothes conform thereto but he had nothing- 
on his head, but syde ' red yellow hair behind, 
and on his hafFets^, which wan down to his 
shoulders, but his forehead was bald and 
bare He see ned to be a man of two-and 
fifty years, w ith a great pike staff in his hand, 
and came first forward among the lords, ciy 
ing and speinng^ for the King saying, he 
desired to spesuc with him While, at the 
last, he came w here the King w as sitting in 
the deskat his prayeis , but when he saw the 
Kmg, he made him little re\ erence or salu 
tation, but leaned down grofilmg on the desk 
before him and said to niin in this manner, | 
as after follows “ Sir King, my mother hath ! 
sent me to tou, desinng you not to pass, at 
thistime, where thou art purposed , for if thou 
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does, thou wilt i^t fare well in thy journey, 
nor none that pusseth with thee Further, 
she bade thee mell^ with no woman, nor use 
their counsel, nor let them touch thy bod\ , 
nor thou theirs , for if thou do it thou wftt 
be confounded and brought to shame ” « 

‘ By this man had spoken thir words unto 
the King’s grace the evening song was near 
done, and the King pausecf on tnir words, 

' studying to give him an answer , but, in the 
meantime, before the King’s eyes, and in the 

f iresence of all the lords that were about him 
or the time, this man vanished away and 
could no w ays be seen or comprehended but 
vanished away as he had been a blink of the 
sun, or a whip of the whirlwind and could no 
more be seen I heard sav, Sir David Lmde 
say Lyon herauld, and John Inglis the mar 
shal, who were, at that time, young men, and 
special servants to the Kings grace, were 
standing presently beside the King, who 
thought t<i< have laid hands on this man, that 
they might have speired further tidings at 
him But all for nought, they could not 
touch him, for he vanished away betwixt 
them, and was no more seen ’ 

Buchanan, m more elegant, though not 
more impressive language, tells the same 
story, and quotes the personal information of 
our Sir David Lmdesay its (i e gut 
propms ashterani) fuit Dav^d Lindesius^ 
Montanus^ homo spectatae fidet et probitatis, 
nec a hterarum studus alienus^ et cujus to- 
il us vitae tenor longissime a mentiendoab- 
erat, a quo nisi ego haec iiti iradidt^ pro 
ceriis acc^issem^ ut vwgatam vams ru- 
moribusfabulumy omissurus eram ’ — Lib 
xin The King's throne, in St Catherine s 
aisle, which he had constructed for himself, 
w itli twelve stal Is for the Knights Companiors 
of the Order of the Thistle is still shown as 
the place whei e the apparition was seen I 
know not by what means St Andrew got the 
credit of having been the celebrated monitor 
of James IV , for the expression m Lindesay s 
narrative, ‘My mother has sent me,’ could 
only be used by St John the adopted son of 
the Virgin Mary The whole story is so well 
attested, that we have only the choice betw een 
a miracle qr an imposture Mr Pinkerton 
plausibly argues from the caution against m 
continence, that the Queen was privy to the 
scheme of those who had recourse to this 
expedient to deter Kmg James from his im 
politic war 

Note LIII 

The mild-buck bells — P 130 

I am glad of an opportunity to describe the 
cry of the deer by another w ord than braying^ 
although the latter has been sanctified by the 
use of the Scottish metrical translation of the 
Psalms. Bell seems to be an abbreviation of 
bellow This sylvan sound conveyed great 
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delight to our ancestors, tf^iefly, I suppose, 
from association A gentle knignt in the reign 
of Henry \ HI, Sir Thomas Wortley built 
Wantley Lodge, in Wancliffe Forest, for the 
pleasure (as an ancient inscription testibes) of 
^ lisltening to the hart’s dell ’ 


Note LIV 

J'une saw hzs father's overthrow — P 130 
The rebellion against James III was signal 
ized by the cruel circumstance of his son s 
presence in the hostile army When the King 
■saw Ins own banner displayed against himself, 
and his son in the faction of hit. enemies, he 
lost the little courage he had eier possessed, 
fled out of the field, fell from hit. horse as it 
started at a woman and water pitcher, and 
was slain, it is not well understood by whom 
James Iv^ after the battle, passed to Stirling, 
and hearing the monks of the chapel royal 
deploring the death of his father, their founder, 
he was seized with deep remorse, which mam 
fested itself m se\ere penances See a 
following Note on stanza ix of canto v The 
battle of Sauchie burn, m which James HI 
tell, was fought 18th June, 1488 


Note LV 

The Borough moor — P 133 
The Borough, or Common Moor of Edin 
burgh, was of \ ery great extent, reaching from 
the southern w alls of the city to the bottom 
of Braid Hills It was anciently a forest, 
and, in that state, was so great a nuisance, 
that the inhabitants ot Edinburgh had per 
mission granted to them of building wooden 
galleries, projecting over the street, in order 
to encourage them to consume the timber, 
w hich they seem to have done ^ ery effectually 
When James IV mustered the array of the 
kingdom there, in 1513, the Borough moor 
was, according to Hawrthomden, °a field 
■spacious and delightful by the shade of many 
stately and aged oaks ^ Upon that, and 
similar occasions, the royal standard is tra- 
ditionally said to ha\p been displayed from 
the Hare-Stane, a high stone, now built into 
the wall, on the left hand of the highway 
leading towards Braid, not far from the head * 
of Bur itsheld Links The Hare Stane prob- 
ably denvts its name from the British word 
Har^ signifying an army 


Note LVL 
Pavilions — P 134 

I do not < xactly know the Scottish mode 
of encampirent m 1513, but Patten gives a 
curious description of that which he saw after 
the battle of Pinkey, in 1347 — ‘ Here now, to 
say somewhat ot the manner of their cUmp 
As they had no pavilions, or round houses, of 
any commendable compass, so wear there few 
other tentes with posts, as the used manner 


of making is , and of these few also, none of 
above twenty foot length, but most far under , 
for the most part all very sumptuously beset 
(after their fashion), for the love of France 
with fleur de lys, some of blue buckeram^ 
some ft black, and some of some other 
colour f These white ridges, as I call them, 
that, a fwe stood on Fauxsyde Bray, did make 
so great muster toward us, which I did take 
then to be a number of tentes, when we came, 
we found it a linen drapery, of the coarser 
cambryk in dede, for it was all of canvas 
sheets, and wear the tenticles, or rather ca- 
byns and couches of their soldiers , the which 
(much after the common building of their 
country beside) had they framed of four stick* 
about an ell long a piece, whearof two fast- 
ened together at one end aloft, and the two 
endes beneath stuck in the ground, an ell 
asunder, standing in fashion Tike the bowses 
of a sowes yoke , over two such bowes (one, 
as it were, at their head the other at their 
feet) thiy stretched a sheet down on both 
sides, whereby their cabm became roofed like 
a ridge, but skant shut at both ends, and not 
very close beneath on the sides, unless their 
sticks were the shorter or their wives the 
more liberal to lend them larger napery , 
how belt when they had lined them, and 
stuflPd them so thick with straw, with the 
weather as it was not very cold, when they 
wear ones couched, they were as warm as 
they had been wrapt in horses dung’-r- 
Patten’s Account of Somersefs Expedi- 
tion 


Note LVII 

in proud Scotland's royal shield^ 

The ruddy lion ramp''d in gold — P 134 
The w ell known arms of Scotland If you 
will believe Boethius and Buchanan, the 
double tressure round the shield, mentioned, 
counter fleur de ly^ed orhngiud and armed 
asure^ was first assumed by Echaius, King 
of Scotland, contemporary of Charlemagne, 
and founder of the celebrated League with 
France, but later antiquaries make poor 
Eochy, or Achy little better than a sort of 
King of Brentford, whom old Grig (w ho has 
also swelled into Gregorius Magnus) asso- 
ciated wnth himself m Uie important duty of 
governing some part of the north-eastern 
coast of Scotland 


Note LVTII 

Caledonia's Queen is ckanfd 

136 

The Old Town of Edinburgh was secured 
on the north side by a lake, now drained, and 
on the south by a wail, which there was some 
attempt to make defensible even so late as 
174^ The gates, ind the greater part of the 
wail, have been pulled down, m the course of 
the late extensive and beau iful enlargement 
of the citj My ingenious and v a’ued f '•ler d, 

11 
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Mr Thomas Campbell, proposed to'*^lebrate 
Edinburgh under the epithet here borrowed 
But the ‘ Queen of the North ’ has not been so 
fortunate as to receive from so eminent a pen 
the proposied distinction 


Note LIX. 

Stnc 4 jirsf^ •when conquering York arose^ 
To Henry meek shs gave repose — P 137 

Henry VI, with his Queen, his heir, and 
the chiefs of his family, fled to Scotland after 
the fatal battle of Tow ton In this note a 
doubt was formerly expressed, whether Henry 
VI came to Edinburgh, though his Queen 
certainly did , Mr Pinkerton inclining to 
believe that he remained at kirkcudbright 
Butmy noblefriend. Lord Napier, has pointed 
out to me a grant by Henry, of an annuity of 
forty marks to his Lordship’s ancestor, John 
Napier, subscribed by the King himself, at 
Edinburgh^ the 28th day of August, in the 
thirty ninth year of his reign, which corre 
ponds to the year of God, 1461 This grant, 
Douglas, with his usual neglect of accuracy, 
dates in 1368 But this error being corrected 
from the copy in Macfarlane’s MSS , pp 119- 
120, removes all scepticism on the subject of 
Henry VI being really at Edinburgh John 
Napier was son and heir of Sir Alexander 
Napier, and about this time was Provost of 
Edinburgh The hospitable reception of the 
distressed monarch and hid fami^, called 
forth on Scotland the encomium of Molinet, 
a contemporary poet The English people, 
he says,— 

‘ Ung neuveau ray eriet mt 
Par despiteux voulatr 
Le vttl ett deboitterent 
Et son legitime hotr 
Qitt/uyty/alia prendre^ 

D Fscosii le^arand 
JDe tons Steeles le tnendre 
Etle ylus idler ant 

•— RccoUccuon dcs Avantures. 


Note LX 
romantic strain 

Whose Anglo-Norman tones whiiere 
Could wm ike royal Henryks ear — P 137 

Mr Ellis, in his valuable Introduction to 
the ‘Specimens of Romance,’ has proved, by 
the concurring testimony of La Ravaillere, 
Tressan, but especially the Abbe de la Rue, 
that the courts of our Anglo Norman Kings, 
rather than those of the French monarch, 
produced the birth of Romance literature 
Mane, soon after mentioned, compiled frOm 
Armoncan originals, and translated into 
Norman-French, or romance language, the 
twelve curious Lays, of wh ch Mr Efiis has 
given us a precis m the Appendix to his 
Introduction The story of Blondel, the 
famous and faithful minstrel of Richard I, 
needs no commentary. 


'Tote LXI 

The cloth yard arrows — P j 38 

This is no poetical exaggeration In some 
of the counties of England, distinguished for 
archery, shafts of this extraordinanr length 
were actually used Thus, at the battle of 
Blackheath, between the troops of Henry 
VII and the Cornish insurgents in 1496, the 
bridge of Dartford was defended by a picked 
band of archers from the rebel army, ‘whose 
arrows,’ says Hollinshed, ‘were in length a 
full cloth yard ’ The Scottish, according to 
Ascham, had a proverb, that every En^ish 
archer carried under his belt twenty four 
Scots in allusion to his bundle of unerring 
shafts. 


Note LXII 

To pa^s, to wheel the croupe to gain^ 

And high curveii^ that not in vain 
The sword sway might descend amain 
Onjtbeman's casque below — P 138 

‘The most useful azr, as the Frenchmen 
term it, is territerr^ the courbetteSy cabri 
oleSy or un pas et un saulfy being fitter for 
horses of piradeand tnumphthan for soldiers 
yet I cannot deny but a aemivolte-wxih cour 
beitesy so that they be not too high, may be 
useful m a fight or meslee , for, as l^broue 
hath it, in his Book of Horsemanship, Mon- 
sieur de Montmorency having a horse that 
was excellent in performing the demivolUy 
did, with his sword, strike down two adver- 
saries from their horses in a tourney, where 
divers of the prime gallants of France did 
meet, for, taking hib time, when the horse 
was m the height of his courbettey and dis- 
charging a blow then his sw ord fell with such 
weight and force upon the two cavaliers, one 
after another, that he struck them fr6m their 
horses to the ground ’'—Tord Herbert of 
Cherbury^s Lifty p 48 


Note LXIII 

He saw the hardy burghers there 

March arm'^ dy onjooty with /aces bare 
-P 139 

The Scottish burgesses were, like j eomcn, 
appointed to be armed w ith bows and sheav es, 
sword, buckler, knife, spear, or a good axe 
instead of a bow, 1 f wortli 100 their armour 
to be of white or bnght harness They wore 
•white hatSy i e bnght steel caps without 
crest or visor By an act of James IV their 
•weapon schawings are appointed to be held 
four times a year, under the aldermen or 
bailifis 
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Note LXi'V 

On foot ihe yeoman ioo^ 

Each at hts back {a slender store) 

His forty days' provision bore^ 

His arms were halbert^ axe^ or spear 
—P 139 

Bows- and quivers were m vain recom 
mended to the peasantry of Scotland, by 
repeated statutes, spears and axes seem 
universally to have been used instead of them 
Their defensive armour was the plate jack, 
hauberk, or brigantine, and their missile 
weapons crossbo'w s and culverms All u ore 
swords of excellent temper, according to 
Patten , and a voluminous handkerchief 
round their neck, ‘ not for cold but for cut- 
ting ’ The mace also was much used m the 
Scottish army The old poem on the battle 
of Flodden mentions a band — 

■» 

‘Who manfully did meet their foes 
With leaden mauls and lances long 

When the feudal array of the kingdom was 
called forth, each man was obliged to appear 
with forty days’ provision When this was 
expended, which took place before the battle 
of Flodden, the army melted away of course 
Almost all the Scottish forces, except a 
few knights, men at arms, and the Border- 
prickers, who formed excellent light-cavaliy, 
acted upon foot 


Note LXV 

A banquet rtch^ and cosily wines — P 140 

In all transactions of great or petty im- 
portance, and among whomsoever taking 
place, it would seem that a present of wine 
was a uniform and indispensable preliminary 
It was not to Sir J ohn Falstaff alone that such 
an introductory preface was necessary, how 
e\e well judged and acceptable on the part 
of Mr Brook , for Sir Ralph Sadler, while on 
an embassy to Scotland in 1^39-40 mentions, 
with complacency, ‘the same night came 
Rothesay (the herald so called) ^o me again, . 
and brought me wine from the King, both 
white ana red ’ — Clifford s Edition^ p 39 


Note LXVI 

his iron belty 

Thai bound hts bf east in penance pain^ 

In memory of his father slam — P 14 1 

Few readers need to be reminded of this 
belt, to the weight of which Jam^s added 
certain ounces every year that he lived 
Pitscottie founds his belief, that James was 
not slam in the battle of Flodden, because 


the English never had this token of the iron 
belt to show to amr Scottishman 1 he person 
and character of James are delineated accord 
mg to our best historians His romantic 
dispos^ion, which led him highly to relish 
gaiety*! approaching bcense, was, at the 
same fnne, tinged with enthusiastic de\o 
tion fThese propensities sometimes formed 
a strdlge contrast He was wont, during his 
fits of devotion, to assume the dress and 
conform to the rules, of the order of Francis- 
cans, and when he had thus done penance 
for some time in Stirling, to plunge- again into 
the tide of pleasure Probablj , too, with no 
unusual inconsistency he sometimes laughed 
at the superstitious observances to which he 
at other times subjected himself There is 
a very singular poem by Dunbar, seemingly 
addressed to James iV, on one of these 
occasions of monastic seclusion It is a most 
daring and profane parody on the services of 
the Church of Rome, entitled,— 

Dunbar* s Dtrtge to the Ktntr 
Bydtn^ ower iang tn Strwiltttg 

We that are here in heiven s glory, 

To you that are m Purgatory 
Commend us on our hearty wise , 

1 mean we folks m Paradise 
In Edinburgh with all merrmess 
To you m Stirling with distress 
Where neither pleasure nor delight is 
For pity this epistle wntis, Ac 

See the whole in Sibbald’s Collection, vol 1 
P 234 


Note LXVII 

Sir Hugh the Heron's wife — P 141 

It has been already noticed [see note to 
stanzaxiu of canto i p 178] that King James’s 
acquaintance with Lady Heron of Ford did 
not commence until he marched into Eng 
land Our historians impute to the King’s 
infatuated passion the delays which led to 
the fatal defeat of P lodden The author of 
‘Ihe Genealogy of the Heron Family' 
endea\ours, with laudable anxiety, to clear 
the Lady Ford from this scandal , that she 
came and went howe\er, between the armies 
of James and Surrey is certain See Pin- 
kerton s History^ and the authorities he 
refers to, voi ii p 99 Heron of Ford had 
been, m 1511, in so' e sort accessory to the 
slaughter of Sir Robert Kerr of Cessford, 
Warden of the Middle Marches It was 
committed by his brother the bastard Lil 
bum and Starkctl, three Borderers Lilburn 
and Heron of Ford were delivered up by 
Henry to James, and were imprisoned m 
the fortress of Fastcastle, where the former 
died Part of the pretence of Lady Ford’s 
negotiat ons with J ames was the liberty of 
her husband. 
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Note LXVIII ? 

the fair Queen of Fratice 

Sent him a turpeois ring and glove 
And charg'd him, as her knight and love^ 
For her to break a lance — P 141 
‘ Al«?o the Queen of France wrote \ love 
letter to the King: of Scotland, calhi x him 
her love, showing him that she had st ^ered 
much rebuke in trance for the defending 
of his honour She believed surely that he 
would recompense her again with some of 
his kingly support in her necessity , that is to 
say, that he would raise her an army, and 
come three foot of ground on English ground, 
for her sake To that effect ^e sent him 
a ring olf her finger, with fourteen thousand 
French crowns to pay his expenses ’ Pit 
SCOTTIE, p 1 10 — A turquois ring probably 
this fatal gift is, with James’s sword and 
dagger, preser\ed in the College of Heralds, 
London 

Note LXIX 

Archibald Bell the Cat — P 144 

Archibald Douglas, Earl of Angus, a man 
remarkable for strength of body and mind 
acquired the popular name of Bell the Cat, 
upon the following remarkable occasion — 
James the Third, of whom Pitscottie com- 
plains, that he delighted more in music, and 
* policies of building,’ than in hunting, hawk 
ing, and other n^le exercises, was so ill 
aavised, as to make favourites of his archi 
tects and musicians, whom the same historian 
irreverently terms masons and fiddlers His 
nobility, who did not sympathize m the King’s 
respect for the fine arts, were extreme^ 
incensed at the honours conferred on those 
persons, particularly on Cochrane a mason, 
who had been created Earl of Mar , and, 
seizing the opportunity, when, in 1482, the 
King nad convoked the whole array of the 
countiy to march against the English, they 
held a midnight council m the church of 
Lauder, for the purpose of forcibly removing 
these minions from the King’s person 
When all ha 1 agreed on the propriety of this 
measure, Lord Gray told the assembly the 
apologue of the Mice, who had formed a 
resolution, that it would be highly advanta 
geous to their community to tie a bell round 
the cat’s neck, that they might hear her 
approach at a distance, but which public 
measure unfortunately raiscamed, from no 
mouse being w illing to undertake the task of 
fastening the bell ‘ 1 understand the moral,’ 
said Angus, ' and, that w hat we propose may 
not lack execution, I wil 1 hell the cat ’ The res>t 
of the strange scene is thus told by Pitscottie 
‘ By this was advised and spoken by their 
lords foresaid, Cochran, the Earl of Mar, 
came from the King to the council, (which 
council was holden in the kirk of Lauder for 
the time ) who was well accompanied with 
a band of men of war, to the numoer of three 


hundred light aii's all clad m white livery 
and black bends thereon,that they might be 
known for Cochran the Earl of Mar’s men 
Himself was clad in anding-pie of black vel 
vet, with a great chain of gold about his neck, 
to the value of five hundred crowns, and Tour 
blowing horns, with both the ends of gold 
and silk, set w ith a precious stone, called a 
berrj 1 , hanging m the midst This Cochran 
had hts heumont borne before him, overgilt 
with gold and so were all the rest of his horns 
and all his pallions were of fine canvas of 
silk, and the cords thereof fine twined silk, 
and the chains upon his pallions were double 
overgilt with gold 

‘ This Cochran was so proud m his conceit 
that he counted no lords to be marrows to 
him, therefore he rushed rudely at the kirk 
door The council inqu red who it was that 
perturbed them at that time Sir Robert 
Douglas, Laird of I ochlev en, was keeper of 
the kirk Qoor at that time, w ho inquired 
w ho that was that knocked so rudely * and 
Cochran answered, “This is I, the Earl of 
Mar ’’ The which news pleased well the lords, 
because they were ready boun to cause take 
him, as is before rehearsed Then the Earl 
of Angus passed hastily to the door and 
with him Sir Robert Douglas of Lochleven, 
there to receive in the Earl of Mar, and so 
many of his complices w ho w ere there, as they 
thought ^od And the Earl of Angus met 
with the Earl of Mar, as he came in at the 
door, and pulled the golden chain from his 
craig, and said to him, a towi would set him 
better Sir Robert Douglas syne pulled the 
blowing horn from him m like manner, and 
said, “ He had been the hunter of mischief 
over long ’* This Cochran asked, “ My lords, 
is it mows 3 , or earnest?” They answered, 
and said. "It is good earnest, and so thou 
shalt find , for thou and thy complices have 
abused our prince this long time , of w horn 
thou shalt have no more credence, but shalt 
have thy reward according to thj good ser- 
vice, as thou hast deserved in times bypast, 
right so the rest of thy followers ” 
"Notwithstanding, the lords held them 
quiet till they caused certain armed men to 
pass into the King’s pallion, and two 01 three 
j.wise men to pass with them, and give the 
King fair pleasant words, till they laid hands 
on all the King’s servants, and took them and 
hanged them before his eyes over the bridge 
of Lawder Incontinent they brought forth 
Cochran, and hts hands bound with a tow, 
who desired them to take one of his own pal- 
hon tows and bind his hands, for he thought 
shame to have his hands bound w ith such tow 
of hemp, like a thief The lords answered, 
he was a traitor, he deserved no better , and, 
for despight they took a hair tether , and 
hanged him over the bridge of Lawder, above 
the rest of his complices. “Pitscottie, p 78, 
folio edit 
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Note LX:^ 

A^atnsi ike war had Angus s^ood^ 
And chaf d hts royal lord — P 144 

was an old man when the war 
against England was resolved upon He 
earnestly spoke against that measure from 
Its commencement , and, on the eve of the 
battle of Flodden, remonstrated so freely 
upon the impolicy of fighting that the King 
said to hiir, with scorn and indignation ‘ If 
he was afraid he might go home The Earl 
burst into tears at this insupportable insult, 
and retired accordingly, leaving his sons 
George, Master of Angus, and Sir William 
of Glenbervie, to command his followers 
Ihey were both slam in the battle, with two 
hundred gentlemen of the name of Douglas 
The aged jEarl, broken hearted at the calami 
ties ofhis house and his countiy, retired into 
a religious house, whei e he died about a year 
after the field of Flodden * 


Note LXXI 
Taniallon Hold — "2 I44. 

The ruins of Tantallon Castle occupy a 
high rock projecting into the German Ocean, 
about two miles east of North Berwick Tht 
building IS not seen till a close approach as 
there is rising ground betwixt it and the land 
The circuit is of large extent, fenced upon 
three sides by the precipice which overhangs 
the sea, and on the fourth by a double ditch 
and \ery strong outworks Tantallon was 
a principal castle of the Douglas family, and 
when the Earl of Angus was banished in i w. 
It continued to hold out against James V 
The King went in person against it, and 
for i^^s reduction, borrowed from the Castle 
of Dunbar, then belong ng to the Duke of 
Albany two great cannons, whose names, as 
Pitscottie informs us with laudable minute 
ness, were ‘Thrawn mouth’d Meg and her 
Marrow ’ , also, two great botcards, and two 
moyan, two double falcons, and four quarter 
falcons ’ , for the safe guiding and redelivery 
of which, three lords were laid m pawn at 
Dunbar Yet, notwithstanding all thi» 
apparatus, James was forced to raise the 
siege, and only afterwards obtained posses- 
sion of Tantallon by treaty w ith the go\ emor, 
Simon Panango When the Earl of Angus 
returned from oanishment, upon the death of 
James, he again obtained possession of Tan 
tallon, and it actually afforded refuge to an 
English ambassador, under circumstances 
similar to those described in the text This 
was no other than the celebrated Sir Ralph 
Sadler, v/ho resided there for some time under 
Angus’s protection, after the failure of his 
negotiation for matching the infant Mary 
with Edward VI He says, that though this 
place was poorly furnished, it was of such 


strengtl^as might warrant him against the 
malice of his enemies, and that he now 
thought himself out of danger 
There is a military tradition, that the old 
Scottish March was meant to express the 
words# 

t Dmgf dow n Tantallon 

Mak a bng to the Bass 

Tai tallon was at length ‘ dung down ’ and 
ruined by the Covenanters, its lord, the 
Marquis of Douglas, being a favourer of the 
royal cause The castle and barony were 
sold in the beginning of the eighteenth cen 
tury to President Dalrymple of North Ber 
wick, by the then Marquis of Douglas 


Note LXXII 

Their motio on hts blade — P 144 

A very ancient sword, in possession of 
Lord Douglas, bears, among a great deal of 
flourishing, two hands pointing to a heart, 
which IS placed betwixt them, and the date 
H129, being the year in which Bruce charged 
the Good Lord Douglas to carry his heart 
to the Holy Land The following lines (the 
first couplet of which is quoted by Godscroft 
as a popular saying in his time) are inscribed 
around the emblem — 

So mony g^id as of ye Dovglas bemge 
Of ane surname was ne er m Scotland seme 

I will ye charge efter jat I depart 
To holy grawe and thair bury my hart 
Let It remane ever tOTHE 1 YME AND HOW R 
1 o ye day I sie my Saviour 

I do protest m t>me of al my nnge 
Ye lyk subject had never ony kemg 

This curious and valuable relic was nearlj 
lost during the civil war of i74s;--6, being 
carried away from Douglas Castle bj some 
of those in arms for Prince Charles But 
great interest having been made by the Duke 
of Douglas among the chief partisans of the 
Stuart, it was at length restored It re 
sembles a Highland claymore, of the usual 
size, IS of an excellent temper, and admirably 
poised 


Note LXXIII 
Martin Swarf — P 146 

A German general, who commanded the 
auxiliaries sent by the Duchess of Burgundv 
with Lambert Sir nel He was defeated 
and killed at Stokefield The name of this 
German general is preserved by that of the 
field of battle, which is called, after him, 
Swart moor — ^There were songs about him 
long current in England —See Dissertation 
prefixed to Ritson’S Ancient Songs^ 1792, 
p Ixi 
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Note LXXIV 

Perchanu some form was unohserv'df 
Pet chance zn prayer ^ orfatih^ he swervd 

146 

It was early necessary for those wio felt 
themselves obliged to belie\e in the! divine 
judgment being enunciated in the tA al by 
duel, to find sahos for the strange -ind 
ob\ lously precarious chances of the combat 
Various cunous evasive shifts, used by those 
who took up an unrighteous quarrel, were 
supposed sufficient to convert it into a just 
one Thus, in the romance of ‘Amvs and 
Amelion,’ the one brother in arms, fighting 
for the other, disguised in his armour, swears 
that he did not commit the crime of which 
the Steward, his antagonist, truly, though 
maliciou^^, accused him whom he repre 
sented Brantorae tells a story of an Italian, 
who entered the lists upon an unjust quarrel, 
but, to make his cause good, fled from his 
enemy at the first onset ‘Turn, coward*’ 
exclaimed his antagonist ‘ Thou best,’ said 
the Italian, ‘ coward am I none , and m this 
quarrel w ill I fight to the death, but my first 
cause of combat w as unjust, and I abandon 
it ’ ^ Je vous laisse a pens&r^ adds Bran- 

tome, ^szl n'y a pas ae Vabtis la^ Else- 
where he says, very sensibly, upon the 
confidence w Inch those who had a righteous 
cause entertained of \ ictory ‘ Un autre abus 
y avoti zl^ que ceux qut avozent un jttsie 
subjei de guerelley et qu'on lesfatsoti jurer 
avant entrerau camp^pensoieni estreaussz 
tost vainqueurSy voire e'en assuroient t zls 
du tout, mesmes que leurs confesseurs^ 
parraznset confidants leurs en respondozent 
ioutafazi^ comme st Dzeu leur en eusi 
donne une paientOf et ne regardant point 
a d''autres f antes passees^ et que Dzeu en 
garde la punzizon a ce coup la pour Plus 
grande^ despiteuscy et exemplazre ’ — 
cours sur les Duels ’ 


Note LXXV 
The Cross— V 147 

The Cross of Edinburgh was an ancient 
and curious structure Ihe lower part was 
an octagonal tow er, sixteen feet in diameter, 
and about fifteen feet high At each angle 
there was a pillar, and between them an arch, 
of the Grecian shape Above these was a 
projecting battlement, with a turret at each 
comer, and medallions, of rude but cunous 
workmanship, between them Above this 
rose the proper Cross, a column of one stone, 
upwards of twen^ feet high, surmounted 
With a unicorn This pillar is presen ed in 
the grounds of the property of Dram, near 
Edi^urgh The Magistrates of Edinburgh, 
in 17 *v 6, with consent of the Lords of Session 
(prohpudor 9 destroyed this cunous monu 


ment, under air wanton pretext that it 
encumbered the street, while, on the one 
hand, they left an ugly mass called the 
Luckenbooths, and, on the other, an awkward, 
long, and low guard house, which were fifty 
times more encumbrance than the venerSible 
and inoffensive Cross 

From the tower of the Cross, so long as it 
remained, the heralds published the acts of 
Parliament , and its site, marked by radii, 
diverging from a stone centre, in the High 
Street, is still the place where proclamations 
are made 

[The pillar has been restored to its place in 
High St ] 


Note LXXVI 

7 his awful summons came — P 148 

This supernatural citation is mentioned by 
all our Scottish historians It was, probably, 
like the apparition at Linlithgow, an attempt, 
by those averse to the w ar, to impose upon 
the superstitious temper of J ames IV The 
following account from Pitscottie is char 
actenstically minute, and furnishes, besides, 
some curious particulars of the equipment of 
the army of J ames IV I need only add to it, 
that Plotcock, or Plutock, is no other than 
Pluto The Chnstianb of the middle ages by 
no means misbelieved m the existence of the 
heathen deities , they only considered them 
as devils , and Plotcock, so far from implying 
anything fabulous, was a sjmonyme of the 
grand enemj'’ of mankind ‘Vet all thir 
warnings, and uncouth tidings, nor no good 
counsel, might stop the King, at this present 
from his \ain purpose, and wicked enter 
prize, but hasted him fast to Edinburgh, and 
there to make his provision and furnibhing, 
in having forth his army against the day ap- 
pointed, that they should meet in the Burrow 
muir of Edinburgh That is to say, se\en 
cannons that he had forth of the Castle of 
Edinburgh, which were called the Seven 
Sisters, casten by Robert Borthwick, the 
master gunner, with other small artillery, 
bullet, powder, and all manner of order, as 
the master gunner could devise 
** ‘ In this meantime, when they were taking 
forth their artillery, and the King being in 
the Abbey for the tim^ there w as a ciy heard 
at the Market cross of Edinburgh, at the hour 
of midnight, proclaiming as it had been a 
summons, which was named and called by 
the proclaimer thereof, The Summons of 
Plotcock , w hich desired all men to compear, 
both Earl, and Lord, and Baron, and all 
honest gentlemen w ithm the town, (every man 
specified by his own name,) to compear, 
within the space of forty davs, before his 
master, where it should "happen him to ap- 
point, and be for the time, under the pain 
of disobedience. But whether this summons 
was proclaimed by vain fiersons, night 
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■walkers, or drunken men, their pastime, 
or if It -was a spirit, I cannot tell truly , but 
it was she'wn to me, that an indweller of the 
town, Mr Richard Lawson, being; e\il dis 
posed, ganging in his gallery stairToreanent 
the •Cross, hearing this voice proclaiming 
this summons thought marvel what it should 
be, cried on his servant to bring him his 
purse , and when he had brought nim it, he 
took out a crown, and cast over the stair, 
saying, “ I appeal from that summons, judg 
ment, and sentence thereof, and takes me zdl 
whole in the mercy of God, and Christ Jesus 
his son ” Verily, the author of this, that 
caused me write the manner of this sum 
luons, was a landed gentleman, who was at 
that time twenty years of age, and was in the 
town the time of the said summons, and 
thereafter, when the field was stricken, he 
swore to me, there was no man that escaped 
that was called in this summons, but that 
one man alone which made his protestation, 
and appealed from the said summons , but 
all the lave were penshed in the field with the 
king’ 


Note LXXVII 

one of his own ancestry 
Drove the Monks forth of Coventry 
—P 150 

This relates to the catastrophe of a real 
Robert de Marmion, in the reign of King 
Stephen, whom William of Newbury describes 
with some attributes of my fictitious hero 
'‘Homo belltcosusy ferocia et asiucta fere 
nuUo suo tempore impar"^ This Baron, 
having expelled the Monks from the church 
of Coventry, was not long of experiencing 
the divine judgment, as the same monks, no 
doubt, termed his disaster Ha\ing waged 
a feudal war with the Earl of Chester, Mar 
mion’s horse fell, as he charged in the van of 
his troop, against a body of the Earl’s fol 
lowers the rider’s thigh being broken by the 
fall, his head w as cut off by a common foot 
soldier, ere he could recene any succour 
The whole story is told by William of New 
buiy 


Note LXXVIII 

•~—-the savape Dane 
At Xol more deep the mead did dram 

— P 152 

The lol of the heathen Danes (a word still 
applied to Chnstmas in Scotland) was 
solemnized with great festivity The humour 
of the Danes at table displayed itself in 
pelting each other with bones, and Torfaeus 
tells a long and cunous story, in the 
fiistory of Hrolfe Kraka, of one Hottus, an 
inmate of the Court of Denmark, who was 


so generally assailed with these missiles, that 
he constructed, out of the bones w ith which 
he was overwhelmed, a very respectable in- 
trenchment, against those who continued the 
raillery The dances of the northern w arriors 
round #ie great fires of pine trees, are corn- 
memo ated by Olaus Magnus, who says, 
they ^lanced with such fury holding each 
other the hands, that, if the grasp of any 
failed, he was pitched into the fire with the 
\elocity of a sling The sufferer, on such 
occasions, was instantly plucked out, and 
obliged to quaff off a certain measure of ale, 
as a penalty for ‘ spoiling the king’s fire ’ 


Note LXXIX 
On Christmas eve 1^2 

In Roman Catholic countries, mass is never 
Slid at night, except on Chnstmas e\e 
Each of the frolics with which that holyday 
used to be celebrated, might admit of a long 
and cunous note , but I ^all content myself 
with the following description of Chnstmas, 
and his attributes, as personified in one of 
Ben Tonson’s Masques lor the Court 

Christmas, with two or three of 
the Guard He is attired in round hose, long 
stockings, a close doublet, a high crowned 
hat, with a brooch, a long thin beard, a 
truncheon, little ruffs, white shoes, his scarfs 
and garters tied cross, and his drum beaten 
before him — Xhe names ^ his children^ 
with their attires MissKule^ in a \ei\et 
cap, with a sprig, a short cloak, great jellow 
ruff, like a reveller , his torch bearer bearing 
a rope, a cheese, and a basket , — Carolt^ a 
long tawny coat, with a red cap, and a flute 
at his girdle , his torch bearer carrying a song- 
book open , — Minddpie^ like a fine cook’s 
wife, drestneat, her man carrying a pie, dish, 
and spoons , — Gamboll^ like a tumbler, with 
a hoop and bells, his torch bearer arm’d 
with cole staff, and blinding cloth , — Post and 
Pair^ with a pair royal of aces m his hat, 
his garment all done over with pairs and 
purs , his squire carrying a box, cards, and 
counters , — New-year's Gifty in a blue coat, 
serving man like, with an orange, and a spng 
of rosemary gilt on his head, his hat full of 
brooches, with a collar of gingerbread , his 
torch bearer carrying a march pain, wnth a 
bottle of wine on either arm ^—Mummin^^ 
in a raasquing pied suit, with a Msor, his 
torch bearer carrying the box, and ringing 
It , — Wassal^ like a neat sempster and song- 
ster , her page bearing a brown bowl, drest 
with ribbands, and rosemary, before her , — 
Offerings in a short gown, with a porter’s 
staff in his hand , a wyth borne before him, 
and a bason, by his torch bearer, — Baby 
Cocke^ drest like a boy, m a fine long coat, 
biggin, bib, muckender, and a little dagger , 
his usher bearing a great cake, with a bean 
and a pease ’ 
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Note L\\\ 

hsi^ maj in ikeir- mumvttng see 
Traces of ancient mystery P i «J3 

!*■ seems certain, that the Mumpers of 
Eng'land, who (m Northumberland al least) 
used to jfo about in disguise to thel neigh 
bouring houses, bearing the then useless 
ploughshare , and tlie Gmsardsoi Scotland, 
not yet in total disuse, present, m some 
indistinct degree, a shadow of the old mys 
tenes, uhich were the origin of the English 
drama. In Scotland, {me ipso te ’stc^) u e were 
wont during my boyhood, to take the char 
acters of the apostles, at least of Peter, Paul, 
and Judas Iscariot , the first had the keys, 
the second carried a sword, and the last the 
bag, m which the dole of our neighbours 
plumb-cake was deposited One played a 
champion, and recited some traditional 
rhj mes , another was 

Alexander Kmc of Macedon 
■\\ ho conquer d all the world but Scotland alone 
W hen he came to Scotland his courage grew cold 
To see a little nation courageous and bold 

These, and many such verses, were repeated, 
but by rote, and unconnectedly There was 
also occasionally, I believe, a Saint George 
In all, there was a confused resemblance of 
the ancient mysteries, mvihich the characters 
of Scripture, the Nine Worthies, and other 
popular personages, were usually exhibited 
It were much to Hbe wished that the Chester 
Mysteries were published from the MS in the 
Aluseum, with the annotations which a dili 
gent investigator of popular antiquities might 
still supply The late acute and ^aluable 
antiquary, Mr Ritson, showed me several 
memoranda tow ards such a task, which are 
probably now dispersed or lost See, how ever, 
Remarks on Shakspeate^ 17S3, p 38 
Since the first edition of Marm ion appeared, 
this subject has received much elucidation 
from the learned and extensive labours of 
Mr Douce , and the Chester Mysteries 
[edited by J H Markland, Esq ] have been 
printed in a s^Ie of great elegance and 
accuracy (in l8^r8) by Bensley and Sons, 
London, for the Roxburghe Club 1830 


Note LXXXI 

Where mv great g'randsire came of old^ 

With amher heard^ and flaxen hair 

-P 153 

Mr Scott of Harden, my kind and affec 
tionate friend, and distant relation, has the 
original of a poetical invitation, addressed 
from his grandfather to my relative, from 
which a few lines in the text are imitated 
They are dated, as the epistle m the text, 


from Mertoun Hfuse, the seat of the Harden 
family 

With amber beard and flaxen hair 
And reverend apobtolic air, 

Free of anxiety and care 

Come hither Christmas day and dine* 

We 11 mix sobriety with wine 
And easy mirth with thoughts divine 
We Christians think it holiday 
On It no sin to feast or play 
Others in spite may fast and praj 
No superstition m the use 
Our ancestors made of a goose 
Why may not we as well as they, 

Be innocently blithe that day 
On goose or pie on wine or ale 
And scorn enthusiastic zeal ? — 

Pray come and welcome or plague rott 
Your friend and landlord W alter Scott 
* Mr If alter Scott Lessudett 

The venerable old gentleman, to whom the 
lines are addressed, was the younger brother 
of William Scott of Raeburn Being the 
cadet of a cadet of the Harden family, he 
had very little to lose , j-et he contrived to 
lose the small property he had, by engaging 
in the civil wars and intrigues of the house of 
Stuart His veneration for the exiled family 
was so great, that be swore he would not 
shave hts beard till they were restored a 
mark of attachment, which I suppose, had 
been common during Cromw ell’s usurpation , 
for, in Cowley’s ‘Cutter of Coleman Street,’ 
one drunken cavalier upbraids another, that, 
when he was not able to afford to pay a 
barber, he affected to ‘ w ear a beard for the 
King * I sincerely hope this was not abso- 
lutely the original reason of my ancestor’s 
beard , which as appears from a portrait m 
the possession of Sir Henry Hay Macdougal, 
Bart and another painted for the famous 
Dr Pitcairn was a beard of a most dignified 
and v enerable appearance 


Note LXXXII 

The SpiriPs Blasted Tree — P 134 

I am permitted to illustrate this passage, 
b} inserting ‘ Ceubren yr or The 

Spirit’s Blasted Tree, ’ a legendary tale, by 
the Reverend Georg'e Warrington 
The event, on which this tale is founded, is 
preserved by tradition in the family of the 
Vaughans of Hengwyrt , nor is it entirely 
lost, even among the common people, who 
still point out this oak to the passenger 
The enmity between the two Welsh chief- 
tains, HowelSele, and Owen Glendwr^ was 
extreme, and marked by vile treachery in the 
one, and ferocious cruelty in the other 
The story is somewhat changed and softened, 
as more favourable to the character of the 
two chiefs, and as better answering the 
purpose of poetry, by admitting the passion 
of pity, and a greater degree of sentiment m 
the description Some trace of Howel Sele’s 
mansion was to be seen a few years ago, and 
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may perhaps be still visile, in the park 
of Nannau, now belonging to Sir Robert 
Vaughan, Baronet, in the wild and romantic 
tracks of Merionethshire The alibej men 
tioned passes under two names, Vener and 
Cjmmer The former is retained, as more 
generally used 

THE SPIRIT S BLASTED TREE 
Ceubrenyr EUyll 

• Through Nannau s Chase as Howe pass d 
A chief esteem d both brave and kind 
Ear distant borne the stag hounds cry 
Came murmurmg on the hollow wind. 

Starting he bent an eager ear — 

How should the sounds return again ! 

His hounds lay wearied from the chase, 

And all at home his hunter tram 

Then sudden anger flashed his eye 
And deep revenge he vow d to take 
On that bold man who dared to force 
His red deer from the forest brake 

Unhappy Chief ! would nought avail, 

No signs impiess tliy heart with fear 
TI^ lady s dark mysterious dream 
Thy warning from the hoary seer? 

Three ravens gave the note of death 
As through mid air they wing d their way 
Then 0 er his head in rapid flight 
They croak,— they scent their destined prej 

111 omen d bird t as legends say 
\V ho hast the wondrous power to know 
While health fills high the throbbing veins 
The fated hour when blood must flow 

Blinded by rage alone he pass’d 
Nor sought his ready vassals aid 
But what his fate lay long unknown 
Tor many an anxious year delay d 

A peasant mark d his angry e> e 
He saw him reach the lake s dark bourne 
He saw him near a Blasted Oak 
But never from that hour return. 

Three days pass d o er no tidings came — 
Where should the Chief his steps delay ? 

With wild alarm the servants ran 
1 et knew not where to point their way 

His vassals ranged the mountain s height 
The covert close the wide spread plain 
But all in vain their eager search 
They ne er must see their lord again. 

Yet Fancy in a thousand shapes 
Bore to his home the Chief once more 
Some saw him on high Moal s top 
Some saw him on the wmding shore 

With wonder fraught the tale went round 
Amazement chain d the hearer s tongue 
Each peasant felt his own sad loss, 

Yet fondly o er the story hung 

Oft by the moon s pale shadowy light 
His aged nurse and steward ^ey 
Would lean to catch the stoned sounds 
Or mark the fluting spirit stray 

Pale lights on Cader s rocks were seen 
Antf midnight voices heard to moan , 

Twas even said the Blasted Oak 
Convulsive, heaved a hollow groan 


And to this day the peasant stiU, 

Wim cautious fear avoids the ground 
In each wold branch a spectre sees 
And trembles at each rising sound 

Ten annual suns had held their course 
Xrf^ummer s smile or winter storm 
Th< \Iady shed the w idow d tear 
oft she traced his manly form 

Ye still to hope her heart would cling 
As o er her mind illusions plav — 

Of travel fond perhaps her lord 
To distant lands had steer d lus wa} 

Twas now November s cheerless hour 
Which drenching rain and clouds c etace 
Dreary bleak RobeU s tract appear d 
And dull and dank each valley s space 

Loud o er the weir the hoarse flood fell 
And dash d the foaming spray on hij^h 
The west wind bent the forest ops 
And angry frown d the evenmg sky 

A stranger pass d Llanelltid s bourne 
His dark grey steed with sweat besprent 
Which, weaned with the lengthen d w ij 
Could scarcely gam the hill s ascent 

The portal reach d —the iron bell 
Loud sounded round the outward wall 
Quick sprang the warder to the gate 
To know what meant the clam rous call. 

* 0 1 lead me to your lady soon , 

Say —It IS my sad lot to tell 
To clear the fate of that brave knight 
She long has proved she loved so well 

Then as he cross d the spacious hall 
The menials look surprise and fear 
Still o er his harp old Modred hung 
And touch d the notes for grief s worn ear 

The lady sat amidst her tram , 

A mellow d sorrow mark d her look 
Then askmg what his mission meant 
The graceful stranger sigh d and spoke — 

’ O could I spread one ray of hope 
One moment raise thy soul from woe 
Gladly my tongue w ould tell its tale 
My words at ease unfetter d flow ' 

< Now lady give attention due 
The story claims thy full belief 
E en m the worst events of life 
Suspense removed is some relief 

* Though worn by care see Madoc here 
Great Glyndw r s friend thy kindred s foe 
Ah let his name no anger raise 
For now that mighty Chief hes low 

E en from the day when chain d by fate 
By wizards dream or potent spell 
Lmgenng from sad Salopia s field 
Reft of kis aid the Percy fell , — 

E en from that day misfortune still 
As if for violated faith 
Pursued him with unwearied step 
Vindictne stdl for Hotspur s death 

Vanquish d at length the Glyndwr fled 
Where wmds the Wye her de\ious flood 
To find a casual shelter there 
In some lone cot or aesert wood. 
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Clothed m a shepherd s humble 
Ho gam d ^ toil his scanty bread 
lie who had Cambria s sceptre borne 
And her brave sons to glory led I 


\\ ith stupid std|e and vacant gaze 
hull on Ins face her eyes were cast 
Absorb d '—she lost her p’-esent grief 
And faintly thought of things long past 


‘ To penurv extreme and grief _ 
The Chieftain fell a Imgermg prej I 
I heard his last few faltering words I 
Such as with pain I now convey 1 

' To Sele s sad widow bear the tale * 
Nor let our horrid secret rest 
Give but /ns corse to sacred earth 
Then may my parting soul be blest — 


Like wild fire o er a mossj heath 
The rumour through the hamlet ran 
The peasants crowd at morning dawn 
To hear the tale— behold the man 


He led them near the Blasted Oak 
Then conscious from the scene withdrew , 
The peasants work with trembling haste 
And lay the whiten d bones to \ lew *— 


Dim wax d the e>e that fiercely shone 
And faint the tongue that proudly spoke 
And weak that arm still raised to me 
Which oft had dealt the mortal stroke 

How could I f/ten his mandate bear’ 

Or how his last behest obey * 

A rebel deem d with him I fed 
W ith him I shunn d the light of daj 

Proscribed bi Henry s hostile rage. 

My country lost despoil d my land. 
Desperate I fled my iiatiae soil 
And fought on Sj ria s distant strand. 

* Oh had thy long lamented lord 
The holy cross and banner view d 
Died m the sacrtd cause who fell 
Sad victim of a private feud I 

Led by the ardour of the chase 
Far distant from his own domain 
From where Garthmaelan spreads her shades 
The Gljndwr sought the opening plain 

With head aloft and antlers wide 
A red buck roused then cross d in view 
Stung with the sight and wild with rage 
Swift from the wood fierce Howel flew 

With bitter taunt and keen reproach 
He all Impetuous pour d his rage 
Reviled the Chief as weak inarms 
And bade him loud the battle wage 

Glyndwr for once restrain d his sword 
And stiU averse the fight delays 
But soften d words like oil to fire 
Made anger more intensely blaze 

They fought and doubtful long the fray 
The Glyndwr gave the fatal wound I 
Still mournful must mv tale proceed 
And Its last act all dreadful cound. 

How could we hope for wish d retreat 
His eater vassals ranging w ide 
His bloodhounds keeip sagacious scent 

0 er many a trackless mountain tried 

1 mark d a broad and Blasted Oak 
Scorch d by the lightning s livid glare 

Hollow Its stem from branch to root 
And all its shrivell d arms were bare 


Be this I cned his proper grave 1— 
{The thought m me was deaaly sm ) 
Aloft we raised the hapless Chief 
And dropp d his bleeding corpse vvithm 

A shnek from all the damsels burst 
1 hat pierced the vaulted roofs below 
Wlnle horror-struck the Lady stood, 

A hvmg form of sculptured woe 


Back they recoil d '—the right hand still 
Contracted grasp d a rustj sword 
'V\ Inch erst in manj. a battle gleam d 
And proudly deck d their slaughter d lord 


They bore the corse to \ ener s shrine 
With holy rites and prayers address d 
Nine white robed monks the last dirge sang 
And gave the angrj spirit rest 


Note LXXXIII 
The Highlander 

Will, on a Friday morn., look i>ale.^ 

If ask'd to tell a /any tale ’ — P 154. 

The Daoine shi or Men of Peace^ ot the 
Scottish Highlanders, rather resemble the 
Scandinavian Duergat than the English 
Fames Notw ithstandingtheir name,theyare, 
if not absolutely malevolent, at least peevish, 
discontented, and apt to do mischief on slight 
provocation The belief of their e'^istence is 
deeply impressed on the Highlanders, who 
think they are particularly offended atmortals 
who talk of them, who wear their favounte 
colour green or in any respect interfere with 
theiraf^irs This is especially to be avoided on 
h nday, w hen, whether as dedicated to Venu*?, 
with whom, in Germany this subterraneous 
people are held nearly connected, or for a 
more solemn reason, they are more active, and 
possessed of greater power Some curious 
particulars concerning the popular super 
stitions of the Highlanders may be found m 
Dr Graham’s Picturesque Sketches of Perth 
shire 


Note LXXXIV 

The towers of Francht mont — P 154 

The journal of thefnend to w horn the Fourth 
Canto of the Poem is inscribed, furnished me 
with the following account of a striking super 
stition 

‘ Passed the pretty little \ illage of Franche 
mont (near Spavv), with the romantic rums of 
the old castle of the Counts of that name 
The road leads through many delightful v ales 
on a rising ground , at the extremity of one 
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of them stands the anc ent l:astle, now the 
subject of many superstitious legends It is 
firmly believedoy the neighbouring peasantry, 
that the last Baron of Franchemont deposited, 
in one of the vaults of the castle, a ponderous 
chest* containing an immense treasure in gold 
and s Iver, which, by some magic spell, was 
intrusted to the care of the Devil, who is con 
stantly found sitting on the chest mthe snapeof" 
a huntsman Any one adventurous enough 
to touch the chest is instantly seized with the 
palsy Upon one occasion, a priest of noted 
piety was brought to the vault he used all 
the arts of exorcism to persuade his infernal 
majesty to \acate his seat, but in vain, the 
huntsman remained immovable A.t last 
moved by the earnestness of the priest, he 
told him that he would agree to res gn the 
chest, if the exerciser would si^n his name 
with blood But the priest understood his 
meaning and refused, as by that act he w oul d 
have delivered over his soul to the Devil 
Yet if anybody can discover the mystic words 
used by the person who deposited the treasure, 
and pronounce them, the fiend must instantly 
decamp I had many stories ot a similar 
nature from a peasant, who had himself seen 
the Devil m the shape of a great cat ^ 


Note LXXXV 

The very form of Hilda fair^ 
Hovering upon the sunny air^ 

And smiling on her votaries' prayer 
— P 156 

* I shall only produce one instance more 
of the great veneration paid to Lady Hilda, 
which still prevails even in these our dajs , 
and that is, the constant opinion that she 
rendered, and still renders, herself v isible on 
some occasions, in the Abbey of Streanshalh or 
Whitby, where she so long resided At a 
particular time of the 3 ear (v iz in the summer 
months), at ten or eleven in th( forenoon, 
the sunbeams fall in the inside of the northern 
part of the choir, and ’tis then that the 
spectators, who stand on the west side of 
Whitby churchyai d, so as just to see the most 
northerly part of the abbey pass the north end 
of Wf hitby church, imagine they perceiv e, in 
one of the highest windows there, the resem 
b^ance of a woman arrayed in a shroud 
Though we are certain this is only a reflection 
caused by the splendour of the sunbeams, 3et 
fame reports it, and it is constantly believed 
among the vulgar, to be an appearance of 
Lady Hilda m her shroud, or rather in a 
lonfied state , before vv hich I make no 
cubt, the Papists, even in these our days, 
offer up their prayers with as much zeal and 
devotion as before any other image of their 
most glorified saint ’ — Charlton's History 
of Whitby^ p 


Note LXXXVI 

tJie huge and seeping brand 

Which wont of y 01 e in battle fray, 
Hisfoeman's limbs to shred away, 

As %ood knife lops the sapling spray 
' -p 159 

The '#arl of Angus had strength and per 
sonal activity corresponding to tiis courage 
Spens of Kilspindie, a favourite of James fV, 
having spoken of him lightly, the Earl met 
him while hawking, and compelling him to 
single combat, at one blow cut asunder his 
thighbone, and killed him on the spot But 
erf he could obtain James s pardon for this 
slaughter Angus was obliged to yield his 
castle of Hermitage, in exchange for that of 
Bothwell, which was some diminution to the 
family greatness The sword with which he 
struck so remarkable a blow , w as presented 
by his descendant James, Earl of Morton, 
afterwards Regent of Scotland, to Lord Lin- 
desay of the Byres, when he defied Bothwell 
to single combat on Carberry Hill See In- 
troduction to the Minstrelsy of the Scottish 
Border 


Note LXXXVII 

And hop' St thou hence unscathed io go ^ 
No f by Saint Bride of Bothwell, no t 
Up drawbridge, grooms '—what, warder, 
ho t 

l^i the portcullis fall — P 1 60 

This ebullition of v lolence in the potent Earl 
of Angus IS not without its example m the 
real history of the house of Douglas whose 
chieftains possessed the ferocity, with the 
heroic virtues of a savage state The most 
curious Instance occurred m the case of Mac 
lellan, Tutor of Bombay, who, having refused 
to acknowledge the pre-eminence claimed by 
Douglas ov er the gentlemen and Barons of 
Galloway, was seized and imprisoned by the 
Earl, m his castle of the Ihrieve, on the 
borders of Kirkcudbrightshire Sir Patrick 
Gray commanderof King James the Second’s 
guard, was uncle to the Tutor of Bombay, 
and obtained from the King a ‘ sweet letter of 
, supplication,’ praying the Earl to deliver his 
prisoner into Gray's hand "W hen Sir Patrick 
arrived at the castle, he was received with all 
the honour due to a fav ounte servant of the 
King’shou«!ehold , but vv hile he w as at dinner 
! the Earl, who suspected hts errand, caused 
his prisoner to be led forth and beheaded 
After dinner Sir Patrick presented the King s 
letter to the Earl, w ho received it with great 
affectation of reverence, ‘and took him by 
the hand, and led him forth to the green, where 
the gentleman was lying dead, and showed 
him the manner, and said, “Sir Patrick, you 
are come a little too late , yonder is 3 our 
sister’s son lying, but he wants the head 
takehisbod3, anddowithitwhat30uwill ” — 

, Sir Patrick answered again, with a sore heart, 

H 5 



204 


to 


and said, ‘ ‘ My lord, if ye have taken^Trom him 
his head, dispone upon the body as ye please*,” 
and with that called for his horse, and leaped 
thereon and when he as on horseback, he 
said to the Earl on this manner, “ M| lord, if 
I live you shall be rewarded for youitlabours 
that you have used at this time, acccidingto 
your dements ” 1 

‘At this saying- the Earl was highly offended, 
and cried for horse Sir Patridc, seeing the 
Earl’s fury, •murred his horse, but he was 
chased near Edinburgh ere they left him , 
and had it not been his led horse was so tned 
and good, he had been taken PiTSCOTTiE’s 
History^ p 39 


Note LXXXVIII 

A letter forfred f Saint Jude to s-peed f 

Did ever knight so foul a deed f — P 160 

Lest the reader should partake of the Earl's 
astonishment, and consider the crime as in 
consistent with the manners of the period, I 
have to remind him of the numerous forgeries 
(partly executed by a female assistant) de 
used by Robert of Artois, to forward his 
suit against the Countess Matilda, which, 
being detected, occasioned his flight into 
England, andjproved the remote cause of 
Edward the Third’s memorable wars in 
France ^hn Harding also was expressly 
hired by Edward VI to forge such docu 
ments as might appear to establish the claim 
of fealty asserted over Scotland by the 
English monarchs 


Note LXXXIX 
LenneVs convent— V 161 

This was a Cistertian house of religion, now 
almost entirely demolished Lennel House 
IS now the residence of my venerable friend, 
Patrick Brydone, Esquire, so well known in 
the literary world 1 1 is situated near Gold- 
stream, almost opposite to Comhill,andconse 
quently very near to Flodden P'leld 


Note XC 

Twtsel Bridge —V 162 

Qn the evening previous to the memorable 
battle of h lodden, Surrey’s head-quarters w ere 
at Barmoor "W ood, and King James held an 
inaccessible position on the ndge of Flodden 
hill, one of the last and lowest eminences 
detached from the ridge of Cheviot The Till, 
a deep and slow river, winded between the 
armies. On the morning of September 9, 1513, 
Surrey marched in a north westerly direction, 
and crossed the Till with his van and artillery, 
atTwisel-bndge, nigh where that river joins the 
Tweed, his rear guard column passing about 
a mile higher by aford This mo-vement had 
the double effect of placing his army between 


King James ana his supplies from Scotland, 
and of striking the Scottish monarch with 
surprise, as he seems to have relied on the 
depth of the river in his front But as the 
passage, both over the bridge and through the 
ford, was difficult and slow, it seems possible 
that the English might ha\e been attacked to 
great advantage while struggling with these 
natural obstades I know not if we are to 
impute James’s forbearance to want of mill 
tary skill, or to the romantic declaration 
which Pitscottie puts in his mouth, ‘ that he 
was detemined to have his enemies before 
him on a plain field,’ and therefore would 
suffer no interruption to be given, even by 
aitillery, to their passinj^he river 
The ancient bridge ofT-w-isel, by which the 
English crossed the Till, is still standing 
beneath Twisel Castle, a splendid pile of 
Gothic architecture, as now rebuilt oy Sir 
Francis Blake, Bart , whose extensive planta- 
tions have so much improved the country 
around The glen is romantic and delightful, 
with steep banks on each side, covered with 
copse, particularly with hawthorn Beneath 
a tall rock, neafthe bridge is a plentiful foun- 
tain, called St Helen’s Well 


Note XCI 

Hence might thev see the full array^ 

Of either host^ for deadly fray — P 1 63 

The reader cannot here expect a full account 
of the battle of Flodden , but, so far as is 
necessary to understand the romance, I beg 
to remind him, that, when the English arm>, by 
their skilful countermarch, were fairly placed 
between King James and his own country, 
the Scottish monarch resolved to fight , and, 
setting fire to his tents, descended from the 
ndge of Flodden to secure the neighbouring 
eminence of Brankstone, on w hich that village 
IS built Thus the two armies met, almost 
without seeing each other, when according 
to the old poem of ‘ Flodden Field,* 

' The English line stretch d east and west. 

And southward were their faces set 
The Scottish northward proudly prest, 

And manfully their foes they met 

The English army advanced in four divisions 
On the nght, which first engaged, were the 
sons of Earl Surr^, namely, Thom as Howard , 
the Admiral of England, and Sir Edmund, 
the Knight Marshal of the army Their dn 1 
sions w ere separated from each other , but, 
at the request of Sir Edmund, his brother’s 
battalion -was drawn very near to his own 
The centre was commanded by Surrey m per- 
son , the left wing by Sir Edward Stanley, 
with the men of Lancashire, and of the palati- 
nate of Chester Lord Dacres, with a large 
body of horse, formed a reserve When the 
smoke, which the wind had driven between 
the annies, was somewhat dispersed, they 
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erceivedthe Scots, wbohadlnoved doun the 
ill in a similar order of battle, and in deep 
silence The Earls of Huntley and of Home 
commanded their left wing, and charged Sir 
Edmund Howard with such success as en 
tirely to defeat his part of the English right 
wing Sir Edmund’s banner was beaten dovt n 
and he himself escaped with difficulty to his 
brother’s division The Admiral, however, 
stood firm , and Dacre adv ancing to his sup 
port with the reserve of cavalry, probably be 
tween the interval of the divisions commanded 
by the brothers Howard, appears t© ha\ e kept 
the victors in effectual check Home’s men 
chiefly Borderers, began to pillage the bag 
gage of both armies . and their leader is 
branded by the Scottish historians with negli 

f ence or treachery On the other hand, 
luntley^ on whom they bestow many enco- 
miums, IS said by the English historians to 
have left the field after the first charge 
Meanwhile the Admiral, whose flank these 
chiefs ought to have attacked, availed himself 
of their inactivity, and pushed forw ard against 
another large division of the Scottish army 
m his front, headed by the Earlsof Crawford 
and Montrose, both of whom were slain, and 
their forces routed On the left, the success 
of the English was yet more decisive , for the 
Scottish r^ht wing, consisting of undisciplined 
Highlanders, commanded by Lennox and 
Argyle, was unable to sustain the charge of 
SirEdward Stanley and especially the severe 
execution of the Lancashire archers The 
King and Surrey, who commanded the re 
spective centres of their armies, were mean 
while engaged in close and dubious conflict 
James, surrounded by the flovter of his king 
dom, and impatient of the galling discharge 
of arrows, supported also bv his reserve under 
Bothwell, charged with sucn fury, that the 
standard of Surrw was in danger At that 
critical moment, Stanley, who had routed the 
left wing of the Scottish, pursued his career 
of victory, and arrived on the right flank, 
and in the rear of James’s division, which, 
throwing itself intoa arcle, disputed the battle 
till night came on Surrey then drew back 
his forces , for the Scottish centre not having 
been broken, and their left wing being -v ic 
tonous, he yet doubted the event of the field 
The Scottish army, however, felt their loss,'* 
and abandoned the field of battle in disorder, 
before dawn They lost, perhaps, from eight 
to ten thousand men , but that included the 
A ery prime of their nobilitv, gentry, and even 
clergy Scarce a family of eminence but has 
an ancestor killed at Flodden , and there is no 
province in Scotland, even at this day, where 
the battle is mentioned without a sensation 
of terror and sorrow The English lost also a 
great number of men, perhaps w ithin one third 
of the vanquished, but they were of inferior 
note -—See the only distinct detail of the Field 
of Flodden in PINKERTON’S Hzsiory^ Book 
XI , all former accounts being full of blunders 
and inconsistency 


The sppt from which Clara news the battle 
must be supposed to have been on a hillock 
commanding the rear of the English right 
wing which was defeated, and in which con 
flict Marmion is supposed to have fallen 



Note XCII 

Brian Tunstall^ stainless knight 

— P 164 

Sir Bnan Tunstall, called in the romantic 
language of the time, Tunstall the Undefiled, 
was one of the few Englishmen of rank slam 
at Flodden He figures in the ancient English 
poem, to which I may safely refer my reaaers , 
as an edition, with full explanatory notes, 
has been published by my friend, Mr Hemy 
Weber Tunstall, perhaps, derived his epithet 
of undejiled from his white armour and ban- 
ner, the latter bearing a white cock, about to 
crow, as well as from his unstained loyalty 
and knightly faith His place of residence was 
Thurland Castle 


Note XCIII 

Reckless of life he desperate fought^ 

And fell on JRlodden plain 
And well in death his trusty brandy 
Firm clenclCd within his manly hand^ 
Beseem'd the monarch slam — P 168 

There can be no doubt that King James fell 
1 n the battle of Flodden He waskilled, says 
the cunous French Gazette, within a lance’s 
length of the Earl of Surrey^ and the same 
account adds that none of nis division were 
made prisoners, though many were killed , a 
circumstance that testifies the desperation of 
their resistance The Scottish historians re 
cord man}'' of the idle reports which passed 
among the vulgar of their day Home was 
accused, by the popular voice, not only of 
failing to support the King, but even of having 
earned him out of the field, and murdered him 
And this tale was re\ iv ed in my remembrance, 
by an unauthenticated story of a skeleton 
w rapped in a bull’s hide, and surrounded w ith 
an iron chain, said to have been found m the 
well of Home Castle , for which, on inquiry, 
I could never find any better authority than 
the sexton of the parish ha\ing said, that, tf 
the well were cleaned out^ he would not be 
surprised at such a discovery Home was 
the chamberlain of the King, and his prime 
favounte , he had much to lose (in fact did 
lose all) in consequence of James’s death, and 
nothing earthly to gain by that event but 
the retreat, or inactivity of the left wing which 
he commanded, after defeating Sir Edmund 
Howard, and even the circumstance of his 
returning unhurt, and loaded with spoil, from 
so fatal a conflict, rendered the propagation 
of any calumny against him easy and accept- 
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able Other reports gave a still ftnore ro 
mantic turn to the King & fnte, and averred 
that James weary of greatness after the 
carnage among his nobles, had gone on a 
pilgrimage, to merit absolutionforth^eath of 
his father, and the breach of his oath W amity 
to Henry In particular it w as objecti ^ to the 
English, that they could ne\ er show tA token 
of the iron belt, which, however, he w^ likely 
enough to have laid aside on the day of battle, 
as encumbering his personal exertions They 
produce a better e\idence, the monarch s 
sword and dagger, which are still preser\ed 
m the Heralds’ College in London Stowe 
has recorded a degrading story of the disgrace 
with which the remains of the unfortunate 
monarch were treated in his time An un 
hewn column marks the spot where James fell, 
still called the King’s Stone. 


f^OTE XCIV 

Xhe fair cathedt al storm'' d and took 
— P 169 

This storm of Lichfield cathedral, which 
had been garrisoned on the part of the King, 
took place in the Great Civil War Lord 
Brook who, with Sir John Gill, commanded 
the assailants, was shot with a musket ball 
through the vizor of his helmet The royalists 
remaned that he was killed by a shot fired 
from St Chad’s cathedral, and upon St Chads 
Day, and recened his death wound m the 
\ery eye with which he had said, he hoped to 
see the rum of all the cathedrals in England 
The magnificent church in question sutfered 
cruelly upon this, and other occasions , the 
principal spire being ruined b} the fire of the 
besiegers 
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TO THE MOST NOBLE 

JOHN JAMES MARQUIS OF ABERCORN 

THIS POEM IS INSCRIBED BY 

THE AUTHOR 


The Scene of the followings Poem is laid chiefly in the \icmity of Loch Katrine, in 
the Western Highlands of Perthshire The time of Action includes Six IDays, and the 
transactions of each Day occupy a Canto 


Canto First 

Harp of the North i that mouldering 
long hast hung 

On the witch elm that shades Saint 
Fillan’s spring, 

And down the fitful breeze thy num- 
bers flung, 

Till emuous ivy did around thee 
cling, 

Muffling with verdant ringlet every 
stnng, — 

O minstrel Harp, still must thine 
accents sleeps 

’Mid rustling leaves and fountains 
murmuring. 

Still must thy sweeter sounds their 
silence keep, 

Nor bid a warrior smile, nor teach a 
maid to weep ^ 

Not thus, in ancient days of Caledon, 

Was thy voice mute amid the festal 
crowd. 

When lay ot hopeless love, or glory 
won, 

Aroused the fearful, or subdued 
the proud 


At each according pause was heard 
aloud 

Thine ardent symphony sublime 
and high * 

Fair dames and crested chiefs atten- 
tion bow d , 

For still the burden of thy minstrelsy 

Was Knighthood’s dauntless deed, 
and Beauty s matchless eye 

O wake once more* how rude soe’er 
the hand 

That ventures o’er thy magic maze 
to stray , 

O wake once more * though scarce my 
skill command 

Some feeble echoing of thine earlier 
laj 

Though harsh and faint, and soon to 
die away, 

And all unworthy of thy nobler 
strain. 

Yet if one heart throb higher at its 
sway, 

The wizard note has not been 
touch’d in vain 

Then silent be no more ' Enchantress, 
wake again ’ 
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I 

The stag at eve had drunk his fill, 
Where danced the moon on Monan^s 
nil, : 

And deep his midnight lair had'^made 
In lone Gljanartney’s hazel shade , 
But, when the sun his beacon red 
Had kindled on Benvoirlich’s head, 
The deep mouth’d bloodhound’s heavy 
bay 

Resounded up the rocky way, 

And faint, from farther distance borne, 
Were heard the clanging hoof and 
horn 

II 

As Chief, who hears his warder call, 

‘ To arms ’ the foemen storm the wall ’ 
The antler’ d monarch of the waste 
Sprung from his heathery couch in 
haste 

But, ere his fleet career he took, 

The dew-drops from his flanks he 
shook , 

Like crested leader proud and high, 
TossM his beam’d frontlet to the sky , 
A moment gazed adown the dale, 

A moment snutFM the tainted gale, 

A moment listen’d to the cry. 

That thicken d as the chase drew nigh , 
Then, as the headmost foes appear’d. 
With one brave bound the copse he 
clear’d, 

And, stretching forward fi ee and far. 
Sought the wild heaths of Uam-Var 

HI 

Yell d on the view the opening pack. 
Rock, glen, and cavern, paid them 
back, 

To many a mingled sound at once 
The awaken’d mountain gave re- 
sponse 

A hundred dogs bay’d deep and strong. 
Clatter’d a hundred steeds along. 
Their peal the merry horns rung out, 
A hundred voices join’d the shout , 


With hark and whoop and wild 
halloo, 

No rest Benvoirlich’s echoes knew 
Far from the tumult fled the roe, r 
Close in her covert cower’d the doe , 
The falcon, from her cairn on high, 
Cast on the rout a wondering eye, 

Till far beyond her piercing ken 
The hurricane had swept the glen 
Faint and more faint, its failing din 
Return’d from cavern, cliff, and linn, 
And silence settled, wide and still, 

On the lone wood and mighty hill 

IV 

Less loud the sounds of silvan war 
Disturb’d the heights of Uam-Var, 
And roused the cavern, where , ’tis told, 
A giant made his den of old , 

For ere that steep ascent was won, 
High in his pathway hung the sun. 
And many a gallant, stay’d perforce, 
Was fain to breathe his faltering horse, 
And of the trackers of the deer, 
Scarce half the lessening pack was 
near , 

So shrewdly on the mountain side 
Had the bold burst their mettle tried 

v 

The noble stag was pausing now 
Upon the mountain’s southern brow, 
Where broad extended, far beneath. 
The vaned realms of fair Menteith 
^ith anxious eye he wander’d o’er 
Mountain and meadow, moss and moor, 
And ponder’d refuge from his toil 
By far Lochard or Aberfoyle 
But nearer was the copsewood gre>. 
That waved and wept on Loch-Achray, 
And mingled with the pine-trees blue 
On the bold cliffs of Benvenue 
Fresh vigour with the hope return’d, 
With flying foot the heath he spurn’d. 
Held westward with unwearied race, 
And left behind the panting chase 
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VI 

’Twere long to tell what steeds gave 
o’er, 

As ‘swept the hunt through Cambus- 
more 

What reins were tighten’d in despair, 
When rose Benledi’s ridge in air , 
Who flagg’d upon Bochastle’s heath, 
Who shunn’d to stein the flooded 
Teith, — 

F or twice that day, from shore to shore, 
The gallant stag swam stoutly o’er 
F ew were the stragglers followi ng far. 
That reach’d the lake of Vennachar , 
And when the Brigg of 1 urk was won. 
The headmost horseman rode alone 

VII 

Alone, but with unbated zeal. 

That horseman plied the scourge and 
steel , 

For jaded now, and spent with toil, 
Emboss’d with foam, and dark with 
soil, 

While every gasp with sobs he drew, 
The labouring stag strain’d full in view 
Two dogs of black Saint Hubert’s breed, 
Unmatch’d for courage, breath, and 
speed, 

Fast on his flying traces came. 

And all but won that desperate game , 
For, scarce a spear s length from his 
haunch. 

Vindictive toil’d the bloodhounds 
stanch , 

Nor nearer might the dogs attain, 

Nor farther might the quarry strain 
Thus up the margin of the lake, 
Between the precipice and brake. 

O’er stock and rock their race they take 

VIII 

The Hunter mark’d that mountain high, 
The lone lake’s western boundary, 
And deem’d the stag must turn to bay. 
Where that huge rampart barr’d the 
way, 


Already glorying in the prize. 
Measured his antlers with his eyes , 

F or the death-wound and death-halloo, 
Mustpr’d his breath, his whinyard 
drew, — 

But mndenng as he came prepared, 
With ready arm and weapon bared, 
The wily quarry shunn’d the shock, 
And turn’d him from the opposing 
rock, 

Then, dashing down a daiksome glen, 
Soon lost to hound and hunter’s ken, 
In the deep Trosachs’ wildest nook 
His solitary refuge took 
There, while close couch d, the thicket 
shed 

Cold dews and wild-flowers on his head, 
He heard the baffled dogs in vain 
Rave through the hollow pass amain, 
Chiding the rocks that yell’d again 

ix 

Close on the hounds the hunter came. 
To cheer them on the vanish’d game , 
But, stumbling in the rugged dell, 

The gallant horse exhausted fell 
The impatient rider strove 111 vain 
To rouse him with the spur and rein, 
For the good steed, his labours o’er, 
Stretch’d his stiff limbs, to rise no 
more , 

Then, touch’d with pity and remorse, 
He sorrow’d o’er the expiring horse 
‘ I little thought, when first thy rem 
I slack d upon the banks of Seine, 
That Highland eagle e’er should feed 
On thy fleet limbs, my matchless steed < 
Woe worth the chase, woe worth the 
day, 

That costs thj^ life, my gallant grey 1 ’ 

X 

Then through the dell his horn 
resounds. 

From vain '^pursuit to call the hounds 
Back limp’d, with slow and cnppled 
pace. 

The sulky leaders of the chase , 



210 


of 


[Canto 


Closetotheirmaster s side they press’d, 
With drooping tail and humbled crest, 
But still the dingle’s hollow throat 
Prolong’d the swelling bugle-no^e 
The owlets started from their di^am, 
The eagles answer’d uith Their 
scream, 

Round and around the sounds were 
cast, 

Till echo seem’d an answeimg blast , 
And on the hunter hied his way, 

To jom some comrades of the day, 
Yet often paused, so strange the road. 
So wondrous were the scenes it 
show’d 

XI 

The western waves of ebbing day 
Roll’d o’er the glen their level way , 
Each purple peak, each flinty spii e, 
Was bathed in floods of living fire 
But not a setting beam could glow 
Within the dark ravines below, 

Where twined the path in shadow hid. 
Round many a rocky pyramid. 
Shooting abruptly from the dell 
Its thunder splinter’d pinnacle , 

Round many an insulated mass, 

The native bulwarks of the pass, 

Huge as the tower which builders vain 
Presumptuous piled on Shinar s plain 
The rocky summits, split and rent, 
Form’d turret, dome, or battlement. 
Or seem’d fantastically set 
With cupola or minaret. 

Wild crests as pagod ever deck’d. 

Or mosque of Eastern architect 
Nor were these earth born castles bare. 
Nor lack’d they many a banner fair, 
For, from their shiver’d brows dis- 
play’d, 

Far o’er the unfathomable glade, 

All twinkling with the dewdrop sheen. 
The brier-rose fell in streamers green. 
And creepmg shrubs, of thousand dyes, 
Waved in the west- winds summer 
sighs 


Boon nature scatter’d, free and wild, 
Each plant or flower, the mountain s 
child 

Here eglantine embalm’d the air, 
Hawthorn and hazel mingled there , 
The primrose pale, and violet flower. 
Found in each cliff a narrow bower , 
Fox glove and night-shade, side b 3 
side. 

Emblems of punishment and pnde, 
Group’d their dark hues with ever^ 
stain 

1 he weather beaten crags retain 
With boughs that quaked at ever^^ 
breath. 

Grey birch and aspen wept beneath , 
Aloft, the ash and warrior oak 
Cast anchor in the rifted rock , 

And, higher yet, the pine tree hung 
His shatter d trunk, and frequent flung, 
Where seem’d the cliffs to meet on 
high, 

His boughs athwart the narrow’d sk^ 
Highest of all, where white peaks 
glanced, 

Where ghst ning streamers waved and 
danced, 

The wanderer’s eye could barelj’’ \ lew 
The summer heaven’s delicious blue , 
So wondrous wild, the whole might 
seem 

The scenery of a fairy dream 

XIII 

Pnward, amid the copse ’gan peep 
A narrow inlet, still and deep, 
Affording scarce such breadth of brim 
As served the wild duck’s brood to 
swim 

Lost for a space, through thickets 
veering. 

But broader when again appearing, 
Tall rocks and tufted knolls their face 
Could on the dark blue mirror trace , 
And farther as the hunter stray’d. 
Still broader sweep its channels made 
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The shaggy mounds no longer stood, 
Emerging from entangled wood, 

But, wave-encircled, seem’d to float, 
Liake castle girdled with its moat , 

Yet broader floods extending still 
Divide them from their parent hill, 
fill each, retiring, claims to be 
An islet in an inland sea 

XIV 

And now, to issue from the glen. 

No pathway meets the wanderer’s ken, 
Unless he climb, with footing nice, 

A far projecting precipice 
The broom’s tough roots his ladder 
made, 

Tile hazel saplings lent their aid , 

Ana thus an airy point he won, 
Where, gleaming with the setting sun. 
One burnish’d sheet of living gold, 
Loch Katrine lay beneath him roll’d , 
In all her length far winding lay. 
With promontory, creek, and bay. 
And islands that, empurpled bright. 
Floated amid the livelier light, 

And mountains, that like giants stand. 
To sentinel enchanted land 
High on the south, huge Benvenue 
Down to the lake in masses threw 
Crags, knolls, and mounds, confusedly 
hurl’d. 

The fragments of an earlier world , 

A wildering forest feather d o’er 
His rum d sides and summit hoar, 
While on the north, through middle 
air, 

Ben an hea\ed high his forehead bare 

XV 

From the steep promontory gazed 
The stranger, raptured and amazed 
And, *What a scene were here,’ he 
cried, 

* For princely pomp, or churchman’s 
pnde * 

On this bold brow, a lordly tower, 

In that soft vale, a lady’s bower . 


On y<^der meadow, far away, 

The turrets of a cloister grey , 

How blithely might the bugle horn 
Chidt, on the lake, the lingering morn ' 
Hov^' sweet, at eve, the lover’s lute 
Chi le, when the groves were stfll 
and mute ' 

And, when the midnight moon si ould 
lave 

Her forehead m the siKer wave. 
How solemn on the ear would come 
The holy matins’ distant hum. 

While the deep peal s commanding 
tone 

Should wake, in yonder islet lone, 

A sainted hermit from his cell. 

To drop a bead with every knell — 
And bugle, lute, and bell, and all, 
Should each bewilder’d stranger call 
To friendly feast, and lighted hall 

\\j 

‘ Blithe were it then to wander here * 
But now, — beshrewyon nimble deer, — 
Like that same hermit’s, thin and spare. 
The copse must give my evening fare, 
Some mossy bank my couch must be, 
Some rustling oak my canopy 
Yet pass we that , the war and chase 
Give little choice of resting-place , — 
A summer night, in greenwood spent, 
Were but to-morrow’s merriment 
But hosts may in these wilds abound. 
Such as are better miss d than found , 
To meet with Highland plunderers 
here 

Were worse than loss of steed or 
deer — 

I am alone , — my bugle-strain 
May call some straggler of the tram , 
Or, fall the worst that may betide, 

Ere now this falchion has been tried ’ 

XVII 

But scarce again his hoi n he wound, 
When lo » forth starting at the sound, 
From underneath an aged oak, 

That slanted from the islet rock. 
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A damsel guider of its way, ^ 

A little skiff shot to the bay, 

That round the promontory steep 
Led Its deep line in graceful sw^p. 
Eddying, in almost viewless wav 
The weeping willow-twig to lavej. 
And kiss, with whispering sound and 
slow, 

The beach of pebbles bnght as snow 
The boat had touch’d this silver strand. 
Just as the Hunter left his stand, 

And stood conceal’d amid the brake. 
To view this Lady of the Lake 
The maiden paused, as if again 
She thought to catch the distant strain 
With head up raised, and look intent, 
And eye and ear attentive bent, 

And locks flung back, and lips apart. 
Like monument of Grecian art, 

In listening mood, she seem’d to stand. 
The guardian Naiad of the strand 

XVIII 

And ne’er did Grecian chisel trace 
A Nymph, a Naiad, or a Grace 
Of finer form, or lovelier face < 

What though the sun, with ardent 
frown, 

Had slightly tinged her cheek with 
brown , 

The sportive toil, which , sh ort and light, 
Had dyed her glowing hue so bright, 
Served too in hastier swell to show 
Short glimpses of a breast of snow 
What though no rule of courtly grace 
To measured mood had train’d her 
pace , 

A foot more light, a step more true, 
Neer from the heath-flower dash’d 
the dew , 

E’en the slight harebell raised its head, 
Elastic from her airy tread 
What though upon her speech there 
hung 

The accents of the mountain tongue , 
Those silver sounds, so soft, so dear, 
1 he listener held his breath to hear » 


XIX 

A Chieftain’s daughter seem’d the 
maid , 

Her satin snood, her silken plaid, 

Her golden brooch, such birth betray’d 
And seldom was a snood amid 
Such wild luxuriant nnglets hid, 
Whose glossy black to shame might 
bring 

The plumage of the raven s wing , 
And seldom o’er a breast so fair, 
Mantled a plaid with modest care, 
And never brooch the folds combin’d 
Above a heart more good and kind 
Her kindness and her worth to sp>, 
You need but gaze on Ellen’s eye , 
Not Katrine, m her miri or blue, 

Gives back the shaggy banks more 
true, 

Than every free-born glance confess’d 
The guileless movements of her breast , 
Whether joy danced m her dark eye, 
Or woe or pity claim’d a sigh, 

Or filial love was glowing there, 

Or meek devotion pour’d a prayer. 

Or tale of injury call’d forth 
The indignant spirit of the North 
One only passion unreveal’d, 

With maiden pride the maid conceal’d, 
Yet not less purely felt the flame , — 
O need 1 tell that passion’s name ^ 

XX 

Impatient of the silent horn, 

Now on the gale her voice was 
borne — 

‘ Father • ’ she cned , the rocks around 
Loved to prolong the gentle sound 
Awhile she paused, no answer came , 
‘ Malcolm, was thine the blast ’ the 
name 

Less resolutely utter’d fell. 

The echoes could not catch the 
swell 

‘ A stranger I,’ the Huntsman said. 
Advancing from the hazel shade 



IJ 




213 


The maid, alarm'd, wilh hasty oar, 
Push’d her light scallop fiom theshore, 
And when a space was gain’d between, 
Closer she drew her bosom’s screen , 
(So forth the startled swan would 
swing, 

So turn to prune his ruffled wing ) 
Then safe, though flutter’d and amazed. 
She paused, and on the stranger gazed 
Not his the form, nor his the ey^, 
That youthful maidens wont to fly 

XXI 

On his bold visage middle age 
Had slightly press’d its signet sage, 
Yet had not quench’d the open truth 
And fiery vehemence of youth , 
Forward and frolic glee was there, 
The will to do, the soul to dare. 

The sparkling glance, soon blown to 
fire, 

Of hasty love, or headlong ire 
His limbs were cast in manly mould. 
For hardy sports or contest bold , 

And though in peaceful garb array’d. 
And weaponless, except his blade. 
His stately mien as well implied 
A high born heart, a martial pride, 

As if a Baron’s crest he wore. 

And sheathed m armour trode the 
shore 

Slighting the petty need he show’d. 
He told of his benighted road , 

His ready speech flow’d fair and free. 
In phi ase of gentlest courtesy , 

Yet seem’d that tone, and gesture 
bland, -i 

Less used to sue than to command 

XXII 

A while the maid the stranger eyed, 
And, reassured, at length replied, 
That Highland halls were open still 
To wilder’d wanderers of the hill 
^ Nor think you unexpected come 
To yon lone isle, our desert home , 
Before the heath had lost the dew. 
This morn, a couch was pull’d for you , 


On yonder mountain’s purple head 
Have ptarmigan and heath-cock bled. 
And our broad nets have swept the 
^ mere. 

To furnish forth your evening cheer ’ 
‘ Ndw, by the rood, my lovely maid. 
Your courtesy has err’d,’ he said , 

^ No nght have I to claim, misplaced, 
The welcome of expected guest 
A wanderer, here by fortune tost, 

My way, my friends, my courser lost, 
I ne’er before, believe me, fair. 

Have ever drawn your mountain air, 
Till on this lake’s i omantic strand 
I found a fay in fairy land • ’ 

xxin 

‘ I well believe,’ the maid replied. 

As her light skiff approach’d the side, 
^ I well believe that ne er before 
Your foot has trod Loch Katrine’s 
shore , 

But yet, as far as yesternight, 

Old Allan Bane foretold yourplight, — 
A grey hair’d sire, whose eye intent 
Was on the vision’d future bent 
He saw your steed, a dappled grey. 
Lie dead beneath the brchen way , 
Painted exact your form and mien, 
Your hunting suit of Lincoln green, 
That tassell d horn so gaily gilt. 

That falchion’s crooked blade and hilt. 
That cap with heron plumage trim. 
And yon two hounds so dark and gnm. 
He bade that all should ready be 
To grace a guest of fair degree , 

But light I held his prophecy, 

And deem’d it was my father’s horn 
Whose echoes o’er the lake were 
borne ’ 

XXIV 

The stranger smiled ‘ Since to your 
home 

A destined errant-knight I come, 
Announced by prophet sooth and old. 
Doom’d, doubtless, for achievement 
bold. 
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1 lightly front each high empnse 
For one kind glance of those bright 
e:^es 

Permit me, first, the task to gui(^ 
Your fairy frigate o’ei the tide * ' 

The maid, -with smile suppress’d? and 

sb, 

The toil unwonted saw him try, 

For seldom sure, if e’er before, 

His noble hand had grasp’d an oar 
Yet with main strength his strokes 
he drew,*, 

And o’er the lake the shallop flew , 
With heads eiect, and whimpering cr}, 
The hounds behind their passage pb 
Nor frequent does the blight oar break 
The dark’nmg mm or of the lake, 
Until the rock\ isle they reach, 

And moor their shallop on the beach 

\\\ 

The stranger \ lew d the shoiearound , 
’Twas all so close with copsewood 
bound 

Nor track nor pathway might declare 
That human foot frequented there, 
Until the mountam-maiden show d 
A clambei mg unsuspected road, 

That winded through the tangled 
scieen. 

And Open’d on a narrow green, 
Where weeping birch and willow 
round 

With their long fibres swept the 
ground 

Here, for retreat in dangerous hour, 
Some chief had framed a rustic bower 

XXVI 

It was a lodge of ample size, 

But strange of structure and de\ice , 
Of such materials, as around 
The workman’s hand had readiest 
found , 

Lopp’d off their boughs, their hoar 
trunks bared, 

And by the hatchet rudely squared 


To give the wal^s their destined height 
The sturdy oak and ash unite , 

While moss and clay and leaves 
combin’d 

To fence each cre\icc from the wind 
The lighter pine-trees, over head 
Their slender length for rafters 
spread. 

And wither’d heath and rushes d’y 
Supplied a russet canopy 
Due westward, fronting to the green, 
A rural portico was seen. 

Aloft on native pillars borne. 

Of mountain fir, with bark unshorn. 
Where Ellen’s hand had taught to 
twine 

The i\y and Idaean \ine, 

Ihe clematis, the favour’d flower 
Whichboasts the name ofvirgin-bower, 
And every hardy plant could bear 
Loch Katrine’s keen and searching air 
An instant in this porch she staid, 
And gaily to the stranger said, 

‘ On heaven and on thy lady call, 
And enter the enchanted hall 

XX\II 

^ Myhope, my heaven, my trust must be. 
My gentle guide, in following thee ’ 
He cross’d the threshold — and a clang 
Of angry steel that instant rang 
To his bold brow his spirit rush’d, 
But soon for vain alarm he blush’d 
When on the floor he saw display’d, 
Cause of the dm, a naked blade 
Diopp’d from the sheath, that careless 
flung. 

Upon a stag’s huge antlers swung , 
For all around, the walls to grace, 
Hung trophies of the fight or chase 
A target there, a bugle here 
A battle-axe, a hunting spear. 

And broadswords, bows, and arrows 
store. 

With the tusk’d trophies of the boar 
Here grins the wolf as when he died, 
And there the wild-cat’s brindled hide 
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The frontlet of tlie elk Adorns, 

Or mantles o’er the bison’s horns , 
Pennons and flags defaced and stain’d, 
That blackening streaks of blood 
retain’d, 

And deer skins, dappled, dun, and white, 
With otter’s fur and seal’s unite. 

In rude and uncouth tapestry all, 

To garnish forth the silvan hall 

XXVIII 

The wondering stranger round him 
gazed. 

And next the fallen weapon raised 
Few were the arms whose sinewy 
strength 

Sufficed to stretch it forth at length , 
And as the brand he poised and sway’d, 

‘ I never knew but one,’ he said, 

‘ Whose stalwart arm might brook to 
wield 

A blade like this m battle-field ’ 

She sigh’d, then smiled and took the 
word 

*You see the guardian champions 
sword , 

As light it trembles in his hand, 

As in my grasp a hazel wand , 

My sire’s tall form might grace the part 
Of Ferragus or Ascabart , 

But in the absent giant’s hold 
Are women now, and menials old ’ 

XXIX 

The mistress of the mansion came. 
Mature of age, a gi aceful dame , 
Whose easy step and stately port 
Had well become a princely couit,’ 
To whom, though more than kindred 
knew, 

Young Ellen gave a mother’s due 
Meet welcome to her guest she made, 
And every courteous rite was paid 
That hospitality could claim, 

Though all unask’d his birth and 
name 

Such then the reverence to a guest. 
That fellest foe might join the feast. 
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And from his deadliest foeman s door 
Unqu&tion’d turn, the banquet o’er 
At length his rank the stranger names, 
‘The^Knight of Snowdoun, James 
Fitz James , 

Lord of a barren heritage. 

Which his bra\e sires, from age to 
age. 

By their good swords had held with 
toil , 

His sire had fallen in such turmoil. 
And he, God wot, was forced to stand 
Oft for his right with blade in hand 
This morning, with Lord Moray’s train, 
He chased a stalwart stag in vain, 
Outstnpp’d his comiades, miss’d the 
deer. 

Lost his good steed, and wander’d here ’ 

XXX 

Fain would the Knight in turn require 
The name and state of Ellen s sire 
Well shovi’d the elder lady s mien, 
That courts and cities she had seen , 
Ellen, though more her looks display d 
The simple grace of silvan maid, 

In speech and gesture, form and face, 
Show d she was come of gentle race 
’Iwere strange, m ruder rank to find 
Such looks, such manners, and such 
mind 

Each hint the Knight of Snowdoun 
gave, 

Dame Margaret heard with silence 
grave , 

Or Ellen, innocently gay, 

Turn’d all inquiry light away — 

‘ Weird women we ’ by dale and down 
We dwell, afar from tower and town 
We stem the flood, we ride the blast. 
On wandering knights our spells we 
cast , 

While viewless minstrels touch the 
string, 

’Tis thus our charmed rh} mes we sing ’ 
She sung, and still a harp unseen 
Fill’d up the symphony between 
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XXXI 

aOi^G 

* Soldier, rest ’ thy warfare o er. 
Sleep the sleep that knowL not 
breaking , 

Dream of battled fields no more, 

Days of danger, nights of waking 
In our isle’s enchanted hall, 

Hands unseen thy couch are strew- 
ing, 

Fairy strains of music fall. 

Every sense in slumber dewing 
Soldier, rest * thy warfare o’er. 
Dream of fighting fields no more 
Sleep the sleep that knows not breaking, 
Morn of toil, nor night of waking 

‘ No rude sound shall reach thine ear. 
Armour’s clang, orwar steed champ- 
ing, 

Trump nor pibroch summon here 
Mustering clan, or squadron tramp 
ing 

Yet the lark’s shrill fife may come 
At the day-break from the fallow. 
And the bittern sound his drum. 
Booming from the sedgy shallow 
Ruder sounds shall none be near, 
Guards nor warders challenge here, 
Here snowar-steed s neigh and champ- 
ing, 

Shouting clans, or squadrons stamping ' 
xxxn 

She paused— then, blushing, led the lay 
To grace the stranger of the day 
Her mellow notes awhile prolong 
The cadence of the flowing song. 

Till to her lips in measured frame 
The minstrel verse spontaneous 
came — 

SONG CONTINUED 

' Huntsman, rest • thy chase is done , 
While our slumbrous spells assail ye. 
Dream not, with the rising sun, 
Bugles here shall sound reveille 


Sleep * the ded^ is in his den , 

Sleep* thy hounds are by thee lying. 
Sleep* nor dream m yonder glen, 
How thy gallant steed lay dying 
Huntsman, rest ’ thy chase is done, 
Think not of the rising sun. 

For at dawning to assail ye. 

Here no bugles sound reveille ’ 

XXXIII 

The hall was clear’d — the stranger s 
bed 

Was there of mountain heather spread, 
Where oft a hundred guests had lain, 
And dream’d their forest sports again 
But vainly did the heath-flower shed 
Its moorland fragrance round his head , 
Not Ellen’s spell had lull’d to rest 
The fever of his troubled breast 
In broken dreams the image rose 
Of varied perils, pains, and woes 
His steed now flounders in the brake, 
Now sinks his barge upon the lake, 
Now leader of a broken host. 

His standard falls, his honour ’s lost 
1 hen, — from my couch may heaven!;^ 
might 

Chase that worst phantom of the 
night*— 

Again return’d the scenes of youth, 
Of confident undoubting truth , 

Again his soul he interchanged 
With friends whose hearts were long 
estranged 

They come, in dim procession led, 
The cold, the faithless, and the dead , 
As warm each hand, each brow as ga^ , 
As if they parted yesterday 
And doubt distracts him at the view — 
O were his senses false or true ? 
Dream’d he of dea^h, or broken \ o\v , 
Or IS it all a vision now ^ 

XXXIV 

At length, with Ellen in a grove 
He seem’d to walk, and speak of love , 
She listen’d with a blush and sigh. 
His suit was warm, his hopes were high 
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He sought her yielded^and to clasp, Can I ^ot frame a fever’d dream, 
And a cold gauntlet met his grasp But still the Douglas is the theme ’ 


The phantom’s sex v^^as changed and 
, gone, 

Upon its head a helmet shone , 

Slowly enlarged to giant size, 

With darken’d cheek and threatening 
eyes. 

The grisly visage, stern and hoar, 

To Ellen still a likeness bore 
He woke, and, panting with affright, 
Recall d the vision of the night 
The hearth’s decaying brands were 
red. 

And deep and dusky lustre shed 
Half showing, half concealing, all 
The uncouth trophies of the hall 
’Mid those the stranger fix’d his eye, 
Where that huge falchion hung on 
high, 

And thoughts on thoughts, a countless 
throng, 

RushM, chasing countless thoughts 
along, 

Until, the giddy whirl to cure, 

He rose, and sought the moonshine 
pure 

XXXV 

The wild-rose, eglantine, and broom. 
Wasted around their rich perfume , 
The birch trees wept in fragrant balm, 
The aspens slept beneath the calm , 
The silver light, with quivering glance. 
Play’d on the water’s still expanse 
Wild were the heart whose passion’s ^ 
sway 

Could rage beneath the sober ray i 
He felt Its calm, that warrior guest. 
While thus he communed with his 
breast 

^Why is it, at each turn I trace 
Some memory of that exiled race ? 

Can I not mountain-maiden spy, 

But she must bear the Douglas eye ^ 
Can I not view a Highland brand. 

But it must match the Douglas hand ? 


I ’ll dream no more , by manly mind 
Not ei^en in sleep is will resign’d 
My midnight orisons said o’er, 

I ’ll turn to rest, and dream no more ’ 
His midnight orisons he told, 

A prayer with every bead of gold, 
Consign’d to heaven his cares and 
woes, 

And sunk in undisturb’d repose , 
Until the heath-cock shrilly crew. 
And morning dawn’d on Bemenue 


Canto Second 

I 

At morn the black-cock trims his jetty 
wing, 

’Tis morning prompts the linnet s 
blithest lay, 

All Nature’s children feel the matin 
spring 

Of life reviving with reviving day , 

And while yon little bark glides down 
the bay. 

Wafting the stranger on his waj^ 
again. 

Morn’s genial influence roused a 
minstrel grey. 

And sweetly o’er the lakew as heard 
thy strain. 

Mix’d with the sounding harp, O white- 
hair’d Allan-Banc » 

II 

SONG 

‘ Not faster yonder rowers’ might 

Flings from their oars the spiaj. 

Not faster yonder rippling bright. 

That tracks the shallop’s course in 
light, 

Melts m the lake away^ 



2I8 


of t$c 


[Canto 


Than men from memory eraser 
The benefits of former days , 

Then, stranger, go i good speed the 
while, 

Nor think again of the lonely isle 

High place to thee in royal court, 
High place in battled line, 

Good nawk and hound for silvan sport, 
Where beauty sees the bra\e resort. 
The honour’d meed be thine ' I 
True be thy sword, thy friend sincere, 
Thy lady constant, kind, and dear, 

And lost in love’s and friendship’s smile 
Be memory of the lonely isle 

III 

SONG CONTINUED 

^But if beneath von southern sky 
A plaided stranger roam, 

Whose drooping crest and stifled sigh. 
And sunken cheek and heavy eye. 
Pine for his Highland home , 

Then, warrior, then be thine to show 
The care that soothes a wanderer’s 
woe , 

Remember then thy hap ere while, 

A stranger in the lonely isle 

* Or if on life’s uncertain mam 
Mishap shall mar thy sail , 

If faithful, wise, and brave in vain, 
Woe, want, and exile thou sustain 
Beneath the fickle gale , 

Waste not a sigh on fortune changed. 
On thankless courts, or friends es- 
tranged, 

But come where kindred worth shall 
smile 

To greet thee in the lonely isle ’ 

IV 

As died the sounds upon the tide. 

The shallop reach’d the mainland side. 
And ere his onward way he took, 

The stranger cast a lingering look. 
Where easily his eye might reach 
The Harper on the islet beach. 


Reclined against a blighted tree, 

As wasted, grey, and worn as he 
To minstrel meditation given, 

His reverend brow was raised, to 
heaven. 

As from the rising sun to claim 
A sparkle of inspiring flame 
His hand, reclined upon the wire. 
Seem’d watching the awakening fire , 
So still he sate, as those who wait 
Till judgment speak the doom of fate , 
So still, as if no breeze might dare 
To lift one lock of hoary hair, 

So still, as life itself were fled, 

In the last sound his harp had sped 

V 

Upon a rock with lichens wild. 

Beside him Ellen sate and smiled 
Smiled she to see the stately drake 
Lead forth his fleet upon the lake, 
While her vex’d spaniel, from the 
beach 

Bay’d at the prize beyond his reach ? 
y et tell me, then, the maid who knows. 
Why deepen’d on her cheek the rose ^ 
Forgive, forgive. Fidelity ’ 

Perchance the maiden smiled to see 
Yon parting lingerer wave adieu, 

And stop and turn to wave anew , 
And, lovely ladies, ere your ire 
Condemn the heroine of my lyre, 
Show me the fair would scorn to spy. 
And prize such conquest of her eye ’ 

VI 

• While yet he loiter’d on the spot. 

It seem’d as Ellen mark’d him not , 
But when he turn’d him to the glade, 
One courteous parting sign she made , 
And after, oft the knight would say. 
That not when prize of festal day 
Was dealt him by the brightest fair 
Who e’er wore jewel in her hair. 

So highly did his bosom swell, 

As at that simple mute farewell 
Now with a trusty mountain-guide, 
And his dark stag hounds by his side, 
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He part 5 , the maid, unconscious still. 
Watch’d him wind slowly round the 
hill, 

But^when his stately form was hid, 
The guardian in her bosom chid 
* Thy Malcolm 1 vain and selfish maid^’ 
’Twas thus upbraidmgconscience said 
^ Not so had Malcolm idly hung 
On the smooth phrase of southern 
tongue , 

Not so had Malcolm strain’d his eye. 
Another step than thine to spy ' 
‘Wake, Allan-Bane,’ aloud she cried, 
To the old Minstrel by her side , 

‘ Arouse thee from thy moody dream * 

I ’ll give thy harp heroic theme, 

And Warm thee with a noble name , ; 

Pour forth the glory of the Graeme < ’ 
Scarce from her lip the word had 
rush’d, 

When deep the conscious maiden 
blush’d , 

For of his clan, in hall and bower, 
Young Malcolm Graeme was held the 
fiower 

VII 

The Minstrel waked his harp, thiee 
times 

Arose the well-known martial chimes. 
And thnce their high heroic pnde 
In melancholy murmurs died 
‘ Vainly thou bid’st, O noble maid,’ 
Clasping his wither’d hands, he said, 
‘Vainly thou bid’st me wake the 
strain, * 

Though all unwont to bid in vain 
Alas ’ than mine a mightier hand 
Has tuned my harp, my strings has 
spann’d • 

I touch the chords of joy, but low 
And mournful answer notes of woe , 
And the proud march, which victors 
tread, 

Sinks in the wailing for the dead 
O well for me, if mine alone 
That dirge’s deep prophetic tone 1 


If, as niy tuneful fathers said. 

This harp, which erst Saint Modan 
sway’d, 

Can tlius its master’s fate foretell, 
Then welcome be the minstrel’s knell ^ 

VIII 

‘ But ah ’ dear lady, thus it sigh’d 
The eve thy sainted mother died , 
And such the sounds which, while 
I strove 

To wake a lay of war or love. 

Came marring all the festal mirth, 
Appalling me who gave them birth. 
And, disobedient to my call. 

Wail’d loud thi ough Bothwell's ban- 
ner’d hall. 

Ere Douglases, to ruin driven, 

Were exiled from their native heaven 
Oh • if yet worse mishap and woe 
My master’s house must undergo. 

Or aught but weal to Ellen fair 
Brood in these accents of despair, 

No future bard, sad Harp > shall fling 
Triumph or rapture from thy string , 
One short, one final strain shall flow, 
Fraught with unutterable woe, 

Then shiver d shall thy fragments he. 
Thy master cast him down and die ’ ’ 

IX 

Soothing she answer’d him, ‘Assuage, 
Mine honour’d friend, the fears of age , 
All melodies to thee are known, 

That harp has rung, or pipe has blown, 
In Lowland vale or Highland glen. 
From Tweed to Spey — what marvel, 
then, 

At times, unbidden notes should rise, 
Confusedly bound in memoiy s ties, 
Entangling, as they rush along. 

The war-march with the funeral song ? 
Small ground is now for boding fear , 
Obscure, but safe, we rest us here 
My sire, in native virtue great. 
Resigning lordship, lands, and state. 
Not then to fortune more resign’d, 

1 han yonder oak might give the wind , 
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The graceful foliage storms may reave, 
The noble stem they cannot grieve 
For me,’ — she stoop d, and, looking 
round, ^ 

Pluck’d a blue hare bell from the 
ground, — 

* F or me, whose memoi y scarce conveys 
An image of more splendid days, 

Ihis little flower, that loves the lea, 
May well my simple emblem be , 

It drinks heaven sdew as blithe as rose 
That in the king s own garden grows , 
And when I place it in my hair, 

Allan, a bard is bound to swear 
He ne’er saw coronet so fair’ 

Then playfully the chaplet wild 
She wreath’d in her dark locks, and 
smiled 

X 

Her smile, her speech, with winning 
sway, 

Wiled the old harper s mood away 
With such a look as hermits throw, 
When angels stoop to soothe theirwoe, 
He gazed, till fond regret and pride 
Thrill’d to a tear, then thus replied 

* Loveliest and best* thou little know’st 
The rank, the honours, thou hast lost * 
O might I live to see thee grace, 

In Scotland s court, thy birth-nght 
place. 

To see my favourite’s step advance. 
The lightest in the courtly dance, 

The cause of every gallant’s sigh, 
And leading star of every eye. 

And theme of every minstrel’s art, 
The Lady of the Bleeding Heart *’ 

XI 

* Fair dreams are these,’ *he maiden 

cried, 

^ Light was her accent, yet she sigh'd ,) 
^ Yet IS this mossy rock to me 
Worth splendid chair and canopy , 
Nor would my footsteps spring more 
gay 

In courtly dance than blithe strathspey. 


Nor half so pfeased mine ear incline 
To royal minstrel s lay as thine 
And then for suitors proud and high. 
To bend befoi e my conquering eye, — 
Thou, flattering bard* thyself wilt 
say, 

That gnm Sir Roderick owns its sway 
The Saxon scourge. Clan Alpine s 
pride. 

The terror of Loch Lomond s side, 
Would, at my suit, thou know’st, delay 
A Lennox foray — for a day ’ 

XII 

The ancient bard her glee repress’d 
‘ 111 hast thou chosen theme for jest * 
For who , through all this western wild. 
Named Black Sir Roderick e er, and 
smiled ? 

In Holy- Rood a knight he slew , 

I saw, when back the dirk he drew, 
Courtiers give place before the stride 
Of the undaunted homicide , 

And since, though outlaw’d, hath his 
hand 

Full sternly kept his mountain land 
Who else dared give — ah* woe the day, 
That I such hated truth should say — 
The Douglas, like a stricken deer, 
Disowned by every noble peer, 

Even the rude refuge we have here ? 
Alas, this wild marauding Chief 
Alone might hazard our relief, 

And now thy maiden charms expand, 
Looks for his guerdon in thy hand , 

. Full soon may dispensation sought, 
To back his suit, from Rome be brought 
Then, though an exile on the hill. 

Thy father, as the Douglas, still 
Be held in reverence and fear , 

And though to Roderick thou’rt so 
dear. 

That thou might ’st guide with silken 
thread. 

Slave of thy will, this chieftain dread. 
Yet, O loved maid, thy mirth refrain I 
Thy hand is on a lion’s mane ’ 
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‘ Minstrel,’ the maid replied, and high 
Her father’s soul glanced from her 
• eye, 

* My debts to Roderick’s house I know 
All that a mother could bestow, 

To Lady Margaret s care I owe, 

Since first an orphan in the wild 
She sorrow’d o’er her sister’s child , 
To her brave chieftain son, from ire 
OfScotland’skmgwhoshroudsmysire, 
A deeper, holier debt is owed , 

And, could I pay it with my blood, 
Allan » Sir Roderick should command 
My blood, my life, — but not my hand 
Rather will Ellen Douglas dwell 
A \ otaress in Maronnan’s cell 
Rather through realms beyond the sea, 
Seeking the world’s cold charity, 
Where ne’er was spoke a Scottish 
word, 

And ne’er the name of Douglas heard. 
An outcast pilgrim will she rove, 
Than wed the man she cannot love 

XIV 

* Thoushakest, good friend, thy tresses 

grey, 

That pleading look, what can it say 
But what I own ? — I grant him brave, 
But wild as Bracklinn’s thundering 
wave , 

And generous — save vindictive mood, 
Or jealous transport, chafe his blood 
I grant him true to friendly band. 

As his claymore is to his hand , 

But O * that very blade of steel 
More mercy for a foe would feel 
I grant him liberal, to flinjg^ 

Among his clan the wealth thej bnng, 
When back by lake and glen they wind. 
And in the Lowland leave behind, 
Where once some pleasant hamlet 
stood, 

A mass of ashes slaked with blood 
The hand that for my father fought 
I honour, as his daughter ought , 


But cai\ I clasp it reeking red, 

From peasants slaughter d in their shed ^ 
Not wildly while his virtues gleam, 
They i^ake his passions darker seem, 
And flash along his spirit high. 

Like lightning o er the midnight skj 
While yet a child, — and childi en know, 

I nstinctive taught , the friend and foe, — 
I shudder d at his brow of gloom, 

His shadowy plaid, and sable plume , 
A maiden grown, I ill could bear 
His haughty mien and lordly air 
But, if thou join’st a suitor s claim. 

In serious mood, to Roderick s name, 
I thrill with anguish < or, if e’er 
A Douglas knew the word, with fear 
To change sudi odious theme were 
best , 

What think’st thou of our stranger 
guest 

XV 

* What think I of him ^ — ^woe the while 
Thatbrought such wanderer to our isle ^ 
Thy father’s battle-brand, of yore 
For Tine man forged by fairy lore. 
What time he leagued, no longer foes, 
His Border spears with Hotspurs 
bows, 

Did, self unscabbarded, foreshow 
The footstep of a secret foe 
If courtly spy hath harbour’d here, 
What may we for the Douglas fear? 
What for this island, deem d of old 
Clan Alpine’s last and surest hold ? 

If neither spy nor foe, I pray 
What yet may jealous Roderick say? 
Nay, wa\ e not thy disdainful head. 
Bethink thee of the discord dread 
That kindled, when at Beltane game 
Thou led’st the dance with Malcolm 
Graeme , 

Still, though thy sire the peace renew’d, 
Smoulders in Roderick s brea-t the 
feud 

Beware ’ — But hark, what sounds 
are these? 

My dull ears catch no faltering breeze , 
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No weeping birch, nor aspen^ wake, 
N or breath is dimpling in the lake , 
Still IS the canna's hoary beard , 

Yet, by my minstrel faith, I heird — 
And hark again * some pipe of war 
Sends the bold pibroch from afar * 

XVI 

Fai up the lengthen’d lake were spied 
Four darkening specks upon the tide, 
That, slow enlarging on the view, 
Four mann’d and masted barges grew, 
And, bearing downwards from Glen 
gyle. 

Steer’d full upon the lonely isle , 

The point of Brianchoil they pass’d. 
And, to the windward ^s they cast, 
Against the sun they gave to shine 
The bold Sir Roderick’s banner’d 
Pine 

Nearer and nearer as they bear, 
Spears, pikes, and axes flash in air 
Now might you see the tartans brave, 
And plaids and plumage dance and 
wave 

Now see the bonnets sink and rise. 
As his tough oar the rower plies , 

See, flashing at each sturdy stroke, 
The wave ascending into smoke , 

See the proud pipers on the bow, 
And mark the gaudy streamers flow 
From their loud chanters down, and 
sweep 

The furrow’d bosom of the deep, 

As, rushing through the lake amain. 
They plied the ancientHighland strain 

XVII 

Ever, as on they bore, more loud 
And louder rung the pibroch proud 
At first the sound, by distance tame. 
Mellow’d along the waters came, 

And lingering long by cape and bay. 
Wail’d every harsher note away , 
Then bursting bolder on the ear. 

The clan’s shnll Gathering they could 
hear; 


Those thrilling sounds, that call the 
might 

Of old Clan-Alpine to the fight 
Thick beat the rapid notes, as when 
The mustering hundreds shake the 
glen, 

And, hurrying at the signal dread, 
The batter’d earth returns their tread 
Then prelude light, of livelier tone. 
Express’d their meiry marching on, 
Ere peal of closing battle rose, 

With mingled outcry, shrieks, and 
blows , 

And mimic dm of stroke and ward, 
As broad sword upon target jarr’d , 
And groaning pause, ere yet again, 
Condensed, the battle yell’d amain, 
The rapid charge, the rallying shout, 
Retreat borne headlong into rout, 
And bursts of triumph, to declare 
Clan-Alpine’s conquest — all were 
there 

Nor ended thus the strain , but slow 
Sunk in a moan prolong’d and low. 
And changed the conquering clarion 
swell 

For wild lament o’er those that fell 
xvni 

The war-pipes ceased , but lake and 
hill 

Were busy with their echoes still , 
And, when they slept, a vocal strain 
Bade their hoarse chorus wake again, 
AA/ hile loud a hundred clansmen rai*e 
_Their voices in theirChieftam’s praise 
Each boatman, bending to his oar, 
With measured sweep the burden 
bore, 

In such wild cadence, as the breeze 
Makes through December’s leafless 
trees 

The chorus first could Allan know, 

‘ Roderick Vich Alpine, ho < iro 1 ’ 
And near, and nearer as they 
row’d, 

Distinct the martial ditty flow’d 
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XIX 

BOAT SONG 

‘ Hail to the Chief who in triumph | 
advances ’ 

Honour’d and bless’d be the ever- 
green Pine I 

Long may the tree, in his banner that 
glances, 

Flourish, the shelter and grace of 
our line > 

Heaven send it happy dew. 

Earth lend it sap anew, 

Gayly to bourgeon, and broadly to 
grow. 

While every Highland glen 
Sends our shout back agen, 

Rodengh Vich Alpine dhu, ho > leroe’ 

‘ Ours is no sapling, chance-sown by 
the fountain, 

Blooming at Beltane, m winter to 
fade , 

When the whirlwind has stripp'd 
every leaf on the mountain. 

The more shall Clan Alpine exult in 
her shade 

Moor’d in the rifted rock, 

Proof to the tempest’s shock, 

Firmer he roots him the ruder it 
blow, 

Menteith and Breadalbane, then, 
Echo his praise agen, 

Rodengh Vich Alpine dhu, ho « leroe ^ 

XX 

‘Proudly our pibroch has thnll’d in 
Glen Frum, 

And Bannochar’s groans to our slo- 
gan replied , 

Glen Luss and Ross dhu, they are 
smoking in rum, 

And the best of Loch Lomond he 
dead on her side 
Widow and Saxon maid 
Long shall lament our raid, 


Think (jf Clan-Alpme with fear and 
with woe , 

Lennox and Leven glen 
S^ake when they hear agen, 
Rodengh Vich Alpine dhu, ho f leroe ^ 

‘Row, vassals, row, for the pride of 
the Highlands ’ 

Stretch to your oars, for the ever- 
green Pine ’ 

0 • that the rose bud that graces yon 

islands 

Were wieathed in a garland around 
him to twine • 

O that some seedling gem, 
Worthy such noble stem. 
Honour d and bless'd in their shadow 
might grow * 

Loud should Clan-Alpme then 
Ring from her deepmost glen, 
Rodengh Vich Alpine dhu, ho • leroei’ 

XXI 

With all her joyful female band 
Had Lady Margaret sought the strand 
Loose on the breeze their tresses flew. 
And high their snowy arms they threw, 
As echoing back with shrill acclaim, 
And chorus wild, the Chieftain’s name, 
While, prompt to please, with mother s 
art, 

The darling passion of his heart. 

The Dame call d Ellen to the strand. 
To greet her kinsman ere he land 
* Come, loiterer, come f a Douglas thou. 
And shun to wreathe a victor s brow ^ 
Reluctantly and slow, the maid 
The unwelcome summonmg obey’d, 
And, when a distant bugle rung, 

In the mid path aside she sprung 
‘List, Allan-Bane* From mainland 
cast, 

1 hear my father’s signal blast 

Be ours,’ she cried, ‘the skiff to guide, 
And waft him from the mountain side ’ 
Then, like a sunbeam, swift and bright. 
She darted to her shallop light, 
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And, eagerly while Roderick ?!cann’d, 
For her dear form, his mothers band, 
1 he islet far behind her lay. 

And she had landed in the baj^ 

XXII 

Some feelings are to mortals given, 
With less ofearth in them than heaven 
And if there be a human tear 
From passion’s dross refined and clear, 
A tear so limpid and so meek, 

It would not stain an angel’s cheek, 
’Tis that which pious fatheis shed 
Upon a duteous daughters head* 

And as the Douglas to his breast 
His darling Ellen closely press’d. 

Such holy drops her tresses steep d, 
Though ’twas an hero’s eye that 
weep’d 

Nor while on Ellen s faltering tongue 
Her filial welcomes crowded hung, 
Mark’d she, that fear (affection’s proof) 
Still held a graceful youth aloof, 

No • not till Douglas named his name, 
Although the youth was Malcolm 
Graeme 

XXIII 

Allan, with wistful look the while, 
Mark’d Roderick landing on the isle , 
His master piteously he eyed. 

Then gazed upon the Chieftain’s pride 
Ihen dash'd, with hasty hand, away 
From his dimm’d eye the gathenng 
spray , 

And Douglas, as his hind he laid 
On Malcolm’s shoulder, kindly said, 

* Canst thou, young fnend, no meaning 

spy 

In my poor follower’s glistening eye ^ 
I '11 tell thee —he recalls the day, 
When in my praise he led the lay 
O erthe arch’d gate of Bothwell proud, 
While many a minstrel answer’d loud, 
When Percy’s Norman pennon, won 
In bloody field, before me shone. 

And twice ten knights, theleasta name 
As mighty as yon Chief may claim. 


Gracing my pomp, behind me came 
Yet trust me, Malcolm, not so proud 
Was I of all that marshali'd crowd. 
Though the waned crescent own’d my 
might. 

And in my tram troop’d lord and 
knight, 

Though Blantyre hymn’d her holiest 
la>s, 

And Bothwell’s bards flung back my 
praise, ^ 

As when this old man’s silent tear, 
And this poor maid s affection dear, 

A welcome give more kind and true, 
Than aught my better fortunes knew 
Forgive, my friend, a fathers boast, 

O ’ it out-beggars all I lost * * 

XXIV 

Delightful praise * Like summer rose, 
That brighter in the dew drop glows, 
The bashful maiden’s cheek appear’d, 
F or Douglas spoke, and Malcolm heard 
The flush of shame-faced joy to hide, 
The hounds, the hawk, h er cares divide , 
The loved caresses of the maid 
The dogs with crouch and whimper 
paid , 

And, at her whistle, on her hand 
The falcon took his favounte stand, 
Closed his dark wing, relax’d his eye, 
Nor, though untiooded, sought to fly 
And, trust, while in such guise she 
stood, 

Like fabled Goddess of the wood, 
That if a father s partial thought 
‘O'erweigh d her worth and beautjf 
aught, 

Well might the lover s judgment fail 
To balance with a juster scale , 

For with each secret glance he stole. 
The fond enthusiast sent his soul 

XXV 

Of stature tall, and slender frame, 

But firmly knit, was Malcolm Graeme 
The belted plaid and tartan hose 
Did ne’er more graceful limbs disclose , 
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His flaxen hair, of sunn^ hue, 

Curl d closely round his bonnet blue 
Train’d to the chase, his eagle eye 
The ptarmigan in snow could spy 
Each pass, by mountain, lake, and 
heath. 

He knew, through Lennox and 
Menteith , 

Vain was the bound of dark brown doe 
When Malcolm bent his sounding 
bow, 

And scarce that doe, though wing’d 
with fear, 

Outstripp’d in speed the mountaineer 
Right up Ben- Lomond could he press. 
And not a sob his toil confess 
His form accorded with a mind 
Lively and ai dent, frank and kind , 

A blither heart, till Ellen came, 

Did never love nor sorrow tame , 

It danced as lightsome in his breast 
As play’d the feather on his crest 
Yet friends, who nearest knew the 
youth, 

His scorn of wrong, his zeal for truth, 
And bards who saw his features bold 
When kindled by the tales of old, 
Said, were that youth to manhood 
grown. 

Not long should Roderick Dhu’s 
renown 

Be foremost voiced by mountain fame, 
But quail to that of Malcolm Graeme 

XXVI 

Now backthey wend their watery way, 
And, * O my sire > ’ did Ellen say, 

‘ Why urge thy chase so far astray ? 
And why so late return’d ? And 
why’ — 

The rest was in her speaking eye 
* My child, the chase I follow far, 

Tis mimicry of noble war , 

And with that gallant pastime reft 
Were all of Douglas I have left 
I met young Malcolm as I stray’d, 

Far eastward, in Glenfinlas’ shade 


Nor str^’d I safe , for, all around. 
Hunters and horsemen scour’d the 
ground 

This y<>ith, though still a ro^al ward, 
Risk’d life and land to be my guard, 
And through the passes of the wood 
Guided my steps, not unpursued , 
And Roderick shall his welcome make. 
Despite old spleen, for Douglas’ sake 
Then must he seek Strath-Endrick 
glen, 

Nor peril aught for me agen ’ 

XXVII 

Sir Roderick, who to meet them came, 
Redden’d at sight of Malcolm Graeme, 
Yet, not in action, word, or eye, 
Fail’d aught in hospitality 
In talk and sport they whiled away 
The morning of that summer day , 
But at high noon a courier light 
Held secret parley with the knight, 
Whose moody aspect soon declared 
That evil were the news he heard 
Deep thought seem’d toiling in his 
head, 

Yet was the evening banquet made, 
Ere he assembled round the flame 
His mother, Douglas, and the Graeme, 
And Ellen too , then cast around 
His eyes, then fix’dthemontheground, 
As studying phrase that might avail 
Best to convey unpleasant tale 
Long with his dagger’s hilt he play’d, 
Then raised his haughty brow, and 
said 

XXVIII 

Short be my speech , nor time 
affords, 

Nor my plain temper, glozmg words 
Kinsman and father— -if such name 
Douglas vouchsafe to Rodenck’s claim. 
Mine honour’d mother , Ellen — why, 
My cousin, turn away thme eye ^ 

And Graeme — m whom I hopetoknow 
Full soon a noble friend or foe, 


I 
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When age shall give thee thy com 
mand 

And leading m thy native land 
List all f — The King’s vindictive pride 
Boasts to have tamed the Border-side, 
Where chiefs, with hound and hawk 
who came 

To share their monarch’s silvan game, : 
Themselves in bloody toils were 
snared , 

And when the banquet they prepared, 
And wide their loyal portals flung, 

O er their own gateway struggling 
hung 

Loud cues their blood from Meggat’s 
mead, 

From Yarrow braes, and banks of 
Tweed, 

Where the lone streams of Ettnck 
glide, 

And from the silver Teviot’s side , 

The dales, where martial clans did 
ride, 

Are now one sheep-walk, waste and 
wide 

This tyrant of the Scottish throne, 

So faithless and so ruthless known, 
Now hither comes , his end the same, 
The same pretext of silvan game 
What grace for Highland Chiefs, judge 
ye 

By fate of Border chivalry 

Yet more, amid Glenfinlas green, 

Douglas, thy stately form was seen 

This by espial sure I know 

Your counsel > in the streight I show ’ 

XMX 

Ellen and Margaret fearfully 
Sought comfort in each other s eye. 
Then turn’d their ghastly look, each 
one, 

This to her sire, that to her son 
The hasty colour went and came 
In the bold cheek of Malcolm Graeme , 
But from his glance it well appear’d, 
Tw^as but for Ellen that he fear’d , 


While sorrowful, but undismay’d, 
The Douglas thus his counsel said — 
‘ Brave Roderick, though the tempest 
roar, 

It may but thunder and pass o’er , 
Nor will I here remain an hour, 

To draw the lightning on thy bower, 
For well thou know’st, at this grey 
head 

The royal bolt were fiercest sped 
For thee, who, at th> King’s command, 
Canst aid him with a gallant band, 
Submission, homage, humbled pride, 
Shall turn the Monaich’s wrath aside 
Poor remnants of the Bleeding Heart, 
Ellen and I will seek, apart, 

The refuge of some forest cell, 

There, like the hunted quarry, dwell, 
Till on the mountain and the moor, 
The stern pursuit be pass’d and o’er ’ 

XXX 

‘ No, by mine honour,’ Roderick said, 
‘ So help me heaven, and my good 
blade i 

No, never* Blasted be yon Pine, 

My fathers’ ancient crest and mine, 

If from its shade in danger pait 
1 he lineage of the Bleeding Heart * 
Hear my blunt speech Grant me 
this maid 

To wife, th^ counsel to mine aid, 

To Douglas, leagued with Roderick 
Dhu, 

Will friends and allies flock enow , 

I ike cause of doubt, distrust, and grief, 
Will bind to us each Western Chief 
When the loud pipes my bridal tell, 
The Links of F orth shall hear the knell, 
ihe guards shall start in Stirling’s 
porch , 

And, when I light the nuptial torch, 
A thousand villages in flames 
Shall scare the slumbers of King J ames * 
Nay, Ellen, blench not thus away, 
And, mother, cease these signs, I pray, 
I meant not all my heat might say 
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Small need of inroad, or of fight, 
Whei^ the sage Douglas may unite 
Each mountain clan in friendly band, 
1 o guard the passes of their land, 

Till the foil’d king, from pathless glen, 
Shall bootless turn him home agen ’ 

XXXI 

There are who have, at midnight hour, 
In slumber scaled a dizzy tower, 

And, on the verge that beetled o’er 
The ocean tide’s incessant roar, 
Dream’d calmly out their dangerous 
dream, 

Till waken’d by the morning beam , 
When, dazzled by the eastern glow, 
Such startler cast his glance below, 
And saw unmeasured depth around, 
And heard unintermitted sound, 

And thought the battled fence so frail, 
It waved like cobweb in the gale , — 
Amid his senses’ giddy wheel, 

Did he not desperate impulse feel, 
Headlong to plunge himself below. 
And meet the worst his fears fore 
show ? 

Thus, Ellen, dizzy and astound, 

As sudden rum yawn’d around. 

By crossing terrors wildly toss’d, 
Still for the Douglas fearing most. 
Could scarce the desperate thought 
withstand, 

To buy his safety- with her hand 

XXXII 

Such purpose dread could Malcolm 
spy 

In Ellen s quivering lip and eye, 

And eager rose to speak , but ere 
His tongue could hurry forth his fear. 
Had Douglas mark’d the hectic strife, 
Where death seem d combating with 
life. 

For to her cheek, in fevensh flood. 
One instant rush’d the throbbingblood. 
Then ebbing back, with sudden sway. 
Left its domain as wan as clay 


*Roderi(^, enough » enough I ’ hecneo, 
^ daughter cannot be thy bride , 
Not that the blusn to wooer dear. 
Nor pal^ess that of maiden fear 
It may not be , forgive her. Chief, 

Nor hazard aught for our relief 
Against his sovereign, Douglas ne’er 
Will level a rebellious spear 
’Twas I that taught his youthful hand 
To rein a steed and wield a brand , 

I see him yet, the princely boy f 
Not Ellen more my pride and joy, 

I love him still, despite m 3 ’’ wrongs, 
By hasty wrath, and slanderous 
tongues 

O seek the grace you well may find. 

Without a cause to mine combined ’ 

4 

XXXIII 

Twice through the hall the Chieftain 
strode , 

The waving of his tartans broad, 

And darken d brow, where wounded 
pnde 

With ire and disappointment vied, 
Seem d, by the torch’s gloomy light, 
Like the ill Demon of the night, 
Stooping his pinions’ shadowy sway 
Upon the nighted pilgrim’s way 
But, unrequited Love < thy dart 
Plunged deepest its envenom’d smart. 
And Rodenck, with thine anguish 
stung, 

At length the hand of Douglas wrung, 
While eyes, that mock d at tears before, 
,With bitter drops were running o’er 
The death-pangs oflong-cherish dhope 
Scarce in that ample breast had scope. 
But, struggling with his spirit proud, 
Convulsive heaved its chequer d 
shroud 

While every sob — so mute were all — 
Was heard distinctly through the hall 
The son’s despair, the mother s look, 
III might the gentle Ellen brook , 

She rose, and to her side there came. 
To aid her parting steps, the Graeme. 


I s 
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Then Roderick from the Douglas 
broke , 

As flashes flame through sable smoke, 
Kindling its wreaths, long, darlt, and 
low, 

To one broad blaze of ruddy glow. 

So the deep anguish of despair 
Burst, in fierce jealousy, to air 
With stalwart grasp his hand he laid 
On Malcolm’s breast and belted plaid 
‘ Back, beardless boy ’ * he sternly said , 

‘ Back, minion • hold’st thou thus at 
naught 

The lesson I so lately taught ? 

This roof, the Douglas, and that maid, 
Thank thou for punishment delay’d ’ 
Eager as greyhound on his game. 
Fiercely with Roderick grappled 
Graeme 

‘ Perish my name, if aught afford 
Its Chieftain safety save his sword 
Thus as they strove, their desperate 
hand 

Griped to the dagger or the brand, 
And death had been—but Douglas 
rose, 

And thrust between the struggling 
foes 

His giant strength — ^ Chieftains, 
forego * 

I hold the first who strikes, my foe 
Madmen, forbear your frantic jar ’ 
What ^ IS the Douglas fall’n so far. 

His daughter’s hand is doom’d the 
spoil ' 

Of such dishonourable broiD’ 

Sullen and slowly they unclasp. 

As struck with shame, their desperate 
grasp. 

And each upon bis rival glared. 

With foot advanced, and blade half 
bared 

XXXV 

Ere yet the brands aloft were flung, 
Margaret on Roderick’s mantle hung, 


And Malcolm heard his Ellen’s scream, 
As falter’d through terrific dream 
Then Roderick plunged in sheath his 
sword, , 

And veil d his wrath in scornful word 
‘ Rest safe till morning , pity ’twere 
Such cheek should feel the midnight 
air • 

Then mayest thou to James Stuart tell 
Roderick will keep the lake an^ fell, 
Nor lackey, with his freeborn clan. 
The pageant pomp of earthly man 
More would he of Clan-Alpine know. 
Thou canst our strength and passes 
show 

Malise, what ho » ’ — his henchman 
came , 

'Give our safe-conduct to the Graeme ’ 
Young Malcolm answer’d, calm and 
bold, 

'Fear nothing for thy favourite hold. 
The spot an angel deigned to grace 
Is bless’d, though robbers haunt the 
place 

Thy churlish courtesy for those 
Reserve, who fear to be thy foes 
As safe to me the mountain way 
At midnight as in blaze of day, 
Though with his boldest at his back 
Even Roderick Dhu beset the track 
Brave Douglas,— lovely Ellen, — nay, 
Nought here of parting will I say 
Earth does not hold a lonesome glen 
So secret, but we meet agen 
Chieftain • we too shall find an hour ’ 
He said, and left the silvan bower 

XXXVI 

Old Allan follow’d to the stiand 
(Such was the Douglas’s command) 
And anxious told, how, on the morn, 
The stern Sir Roderick deep had sworn 
The Fiery Cross should circle o’er 
Dale, glen, and valley, down, and 
moor 

Much were the penl to the Graeme, 
From those who to the signal came, 
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Far up the lake ’twere safest land, 
Himself would row him to the strand 
He gave his counsel to the wind, 
While Malcolm did, unheeding, bind. 
Round dirk and pouch and broad- 
sword roll’d, 

His ample plaid in tighten’d fold. 

And stripp’d his limbs to such array 
As best might suit the watery way , 

XXXVII 

Then spoke abrupt ‘ Farewell to thee. 
Pattern of old fidelity ’ ’ 

The Minstrel’s hand he kindly 
press’d, — 

‘ O < could I point a place of rest < 

My sovereign holds m ward my land, 
My uncle leads my vassal band , 

To tame his foes, his friends to aid, 
Poor Malcolm has but heart and blade 
Yet, if there be one faithful Graeme 
Who loves the Chieftain of his name, 
Not long shall honour’d Douglas dwell, 
Like hunted stag, in mountain cell , 
Nor, ere yon pride-swoll’n robber 
dare — 

I may not give the rest to air » 

Tell Roderick Dhu, I owed him 
nought, 

Not the poor service of a boat. 

To waft me to yon mountain-side ’ 
Then plunged he in the flashing tide 
Bold o’er the flood his head he bore. 
And stoutly steei d him from the 
shore , 

And Allan strain’d his anxious eye. 
Far ’mid the lake his form to spy. 
Darkening across each puny wave, 

To which the moon her silver gave 
Fast as the cormorant could skim. 

The swimmer plied each active limb , 
Then landing in the moonlight dell, 
Loud shouted, of his weal to tell 
The Minstrel heard the far halloo, 
And joyful from the shore withdrew 


Canto Third. 

I 

Time rolls his ceaseless course The 
race of yore. 

Who danced our infancy upon their 
knee, 

And told our marvelling boyhood 
legends store. 

Of their strange ventures happ’d by 
land or sea. 

How are they blotted from the things 
that be 1 

How few, all weak and wither’d of 
their force. 

Wait on the verge of dark eternity, 

Like stranded wrecks, the tide 
returning hoarse, 

To sweep them from our sight i Time 
rolls his ceaseless course 

Yet live there still vtho can remember 
well, 

How, when a mountain chief his 
bugle blew. 

Both field and forest, dingle, cliff, and 
dell, 

And solitary heath, the signal knew , 

And fast the faithful clan around him 
drew, 

What time the warning note was 
keenly wound. 

What time aloft their kindred banner 
flew, 

While clamorous war-pipes yell’d 
the gathering sound. 

And while the Fiery Cross glanced, 
like a meteor, round 

II 

The summer dawn’s reflected hue 

To purple changed Loch Katrine blue , 

Mildly and soft the western breeze 

Just kiss’d the Lake, just stirr’d the 
trees, 
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And the pleased lake, like madden coy, 
Trembled but dimpled not for joy, 

1 he mountain-shadows on her breast 
Were neither broken nor at rest. 

In bright uncertainty they he. 

Like future joys to Fancy's eye 
The water-lily to the light 
Her chalice rear’d of silver bright , 
The doe awoke, and to the lawn, 
Begemm’d with dew-drops, led her 
fawn , 

The grey mist left the mountain side, 
The torrent show d its glistening pnde , 
Invisible in flecked sky, 

The lark sent down her revelry , 

The blackbird and the speckled thrush 
Good-morrow gave from brake and 
bush. 

In answer coo’d the cushat dove 
Her notes of peace, and rest, and love 
in 

N o thought of peace, no thought of rest, 
Assuaged the storm in Rodericks 
breast 

With sheathed broadsword in his hand. 
Abrupt he paced the islet strand. 

And eyed the rising sun, and laid 
His hand on his impatient blade 
Beneath a rock, his vassals* care 
Was prompt the ritual to prepare, 
With deep and deathful meaning 
fraught, 

For such Antiquity had taught 
W as preface meet ere y et abroad | 
The Cross of Fire should take its road I 
The shrinking band stood oft aghast 
At the impatient glance he cast , — 
Such glance the mountain eagle threw, 
As, from the cliffs of Benvenue, 

She spread her dark sails on the wind 
And, high in middle heaven red ned, 
With her broad shadow on the lake, 
Silenced the warblers of the brake 

IV 

A heap of wither’d boughs was piled. 
Of jumper and rowan wild, 


Mingled with shivers from the oak, 
Rent by the lightning s recent stroke 
Bnan, the Hermit, by it stood, 
Barefooted, in his fi ock and hood 
His grisled beard and matted hair 
Obscured a visage of despair , 

His naked arms and legs, seam’d o’er, 
The scars of frantic penance bore 
That monk, of savage form and face. 
The impending danger of his race 
Had drawn from deepest solitude, 
Far in Benharrow’s bosom rude 
Not his the mien of Christian priest. 
But Druid’s, fiom the grave released. 
Whose harden’d heart and eye might 
brook 

On human sacrifice to look , 

And much, twas said, of heathen lore 
Mix’d in the charms he mutter d o er 
The hallow’d creed gave only worse 
And deadlier emphasis of curse , 

No peasant sought that Hermit s 
prayer. 

His cave the pilgrim shunn d with care. 
The eager huntsman knew his bound, 
And in mid chase call’d off his hound , 
Or if, in lonely glen or strath, 

The desert dweller met his path, 

He pray’d, and sign’d the cross 
between, 

While terror took devotion s mien 

V 

OfBnan’s birth strange tales were told 
His mother watch d a midnight foM, 
Built deep within a dreaiy glen, 
Where scatter’d lay the bones of men, 
In some forgotten battle slam. 

And bleach’d by drifting wind and ram 
It might have tamed a warrior s hea’-t, 
To view such mockery of his art ' 

The knot grass fetter’d there the hand 
Wh’ch once could burst an iron band , 
Beneath the broad and ample bone, 
That buckler d heart to fear unknown, 
A feeble and a timOrous guest. 

The field fa^-e framed her lowly nest , 
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There the slow blind-worm left his 
slime 

On the fleet limbs that mock’d at time , 
And there, too, lay the leader’s skull. 
Still wreathed with chaplet, flush’d 
and full, 

For heath-bell with her purple bloom 
Supplied the bonnet and the plume 
All night, in this sad glen, the maid 
Sate, shrouded in her mantle’s shade 
— She said no shepherd sought her 
side, 

No huntei s hand her snood untied , 
Yet ne’er again to braid her hair 
The virgin snood did Alice wear , 
Gone was her maiden glee and sport, 
Her maiden girdle all too short. 

Nor sought she, from that fatal night, 
Or holy church or blessed rite. 

But lock’d her secret in her breast, 
And died in travail, unconfess’d 

VI 

Alone, among his young compeers, 
Was Brian from his infant years , 

A moody and heart-broken boy, 
Estranged from sympathy and joy. 
Bearing each taunt which careless 
tongue 

On his mysterious lineage flung 
Whole nights he spent by moonlight 
pale, 

To wood and stream his hap to wail, 
Till, frantic, he as truth received 
What of his birth the crowd believed, 
And sought, in mist and meteor fire, » 
To meet and know his Phantom Sire » 
In vain, to soothe his wayward fate, 
The cloister oped her pitying gate , 

In vain, the learning of the age 
Unclasp’d the sable-1 etter’d page , 
Even in its treasures he could find 
Food for the fever of his mind 
Eager he read whatever tells 
Of magic, cabala, and spells. 

And every dark pursuit allied 
To cunous and presumptuous pride , 


Till wit|i fired brain and ner\es o’er- 
strung. 

And he|Lrt with mystic horrors wrung, 
Despeiate he sought Benharrow s 
den, 

And hid him from the haunts of men 

\ I 

The desert gav e him visions wild, 
Such as might suit the spectre’s child 
Where with black cliffs the lonents 
toil. 

He watch’d the wheeling eddies boil, 
Till, from their foam, his dazzled eyes 
Beheld the River Demon rise , 

The mountain mist took form and limb, 
Of noontide hag, or goblin grim , 

The midnight wind came wild and 
dread, 

Swell’d with the voices of the dead , 
Far on the future battle heath 
His eye beheld the ranks of death 
Thus the lone Seer, from mankind 
hurl d. 

Shaped forth a disembodied world 
One lingering sympathy of mind 
Still bound him to the mortal kind , 
The only parent he could claim 
Of ancient Alpine’s lineage came 
Late had he heard, in prophet’s dream. 
The fatal Ben Shies boding scream , 
Sounds, too, had come m midnight 
blast. 

Of charging steeds, careering fast 
Along Benharrow’s shingly side. 
Where mortal horseman ne’er might 
nde, 

The thunderbolt had split the pine , 
All augur’d ill to Alpine’s line 
He girt his loins, and came to show 
The signals of impending woe. 

And now stood prompt to bless or ban, 
As bade the Chieftain of his clan 

VIII 

’Twas all prepared , and from the rock, 
A goat, the patriarch of the flock, 
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Before the kindling pile was kid, 

And pierced by Roderick’s i eady blade 
Patient the sickening victim eyed 
The life blood ebb in crimson ude, 
Down his cloggM beard and shaggy 
limb, 

Till darkness glazed his eyeballs dim 
The grisly priest, with murmuring 
prayer, 

A slender crosslet form’d with care, 

A cubit’s length in measure due , 

The shaft and limbs were rods of yew, 
Whose parents in Inch Cailliach wave 
Their shadows o er Clan Alpine’s grave, 
And, answering Lomond’s breezes 
deep, 

Soothemany a chieftain’s endlesssleep 
The Cross, thus foi m’d, he held on high, 
With wasted hand, and haggard eye, 
And strange and mingled feelings woke, 
While his anathema he spoke 

IX. 

‘ Woe to the clansman, who shall view 
This symbol of sepulchral yew, 
Forgetful that its branches grew 
Where weep the heavens their holiest 
dew 

On Alpine’s dwelling low ' 
Deserter of his Chieftain s trust, 

He ne’er shall mingle with their dust. 
But, from his sires and kindred ♦hrust. 
Each clansman’s execration just 

Shall doom him wrath and woe ’ 
He paused , — the word the vassals 
took, 

With forward step and fieiy look, 

On high their naked brands they 
shook, 

Their clattering targets wildly strook , 
And first in murmur low, 

Then, like the billow in his course, 
That far to seaward finds his source, 
And flings to shore his muster d force, 
Burst, with loud roar, their answer 
hoarse, 

* Woe to the traitor, woe ' ' 


Ben-an s grey scalp the accents knew’-, 
The joyous wolf from covert drew, 
The exulting eagle scream’d afar, — 
They knew the voice of Alpine’s war 

X 

The shout was hush’d on lake and fell. 
The monk resumed his mutter’d spell 
Dismal and low its accents came. 

The while he scathed the Cross with 
flame , 

And the fewwoi dsthat reach’d the air, 
Although the holiest name was there. 
Had more of blasphemy than prayer 
But when he shook above the crowd 
Its kindled points, he spoke aloud 

‘ Woe to the wretch who fails to rear 
At this dread sign the ready spear • 
For, as the flames this symbol sear, 
His home, the refuge of his fear, 

A kindred fate shall know , 

Far o’er its roof the volumed flame 
Clan- Alpine’s vengeance shall pro 
claim, 

While maids and matrons on his name 
Shall call down wretchedness and 
shame. 

And infamy and w’-oe ’ 

Then rose the cry of females, shrill 
As goss-haw k’s whistle on the hill. 
Denouncing misery and ill. 

Mingled with childhood’s babbling trill 
Of curses stammer d slow , 
Answering, with imprecation dread, 

‘ Sunk be his home in embers red ' 
And cursed be the meanest shed 
That e’er shall hide the houseless head. 
We doom to w^ant and woe ’ * 

A sharp and shrieking echo gave, 
Coir-Unskm, thy goblin cave i 
And the grey pass w here birches wa\ e 
On Beala nam bo 

XI 

Then deeper paused the priest anew , 
And hard his labouring breath he drew, 
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While, with set teeth and clenched 
hand, 

And eyes that glow’d like fiery brand. 
He meditated curse more dread, 

And deadlier, on the clansman’s head, 
Who, summon’d to his Chieftain’s aid, 
The signal saw and disobey’d 
Thecrosslet s points of sparkling wood, 
He quenched among the bubbling 
blood, 

And, as again the sign he rear’d, 
Hollowand hoarse his voice was heard 
‘When flits this Cross from man to 
man, 

Vich-Alpme’s summons to his clan, 
Burst be the ear that fails to heed < 
Palsied the foot that shuns to speed • 
May ravens tear the careless eyes, 
Wolves make the coward heart their 
prize • 

As sinks that blood streamin the earth, 
So may his heart’s blood drench his 
hearth » 

As dies in hissing gore the spark. 
Quench thou hislight. Destruction dark, 
And be the grace to him denied, 
Bought by this sign to all beside '* 

He ceased , no echo gave agen 
The murmur of the deep Amen 

XII 

Then Roderick, with impatient look. 
From Brian’s hand the symbol took 
‘Speed, Malise, speed'’ he said, and 
gave 

The crosslet to his henchman brave 
‘ The muster place beLanrick mead — 
Instant the time , speed, Malise, speed ” 
Like heath-bird, when the hawks 
pursue, 

A barge across Loch Katrine flew , 
High stood the henchman on the 
prow, 

So rapidly the barge-men row. 

The bubbles, where they launch’d the 
boat, 

Were all unbroken and afloat, 


Dancing in foam and npple still, 
When it had near’d the mainland hill , 
And from the silver beach’s side 
Still w as the prow three fathom wide, 
When lightly bounded to the land 
The messenger of blood and brand 

XIII 

Speed, Malise, speed ' the dun deer s 
hide 

On fleeter foot was never tied 
Speed, Malise, speed ' such cause of 
haste 

Thine active sinews nev er braced 
Bend ’gainst the steepy hill thy 
breast. 

Burst down like torrent from its crest , 
With short and springing footstep pass 
The trembling bog and false morass, 
Across the brook like roebuck bound, 
And thread the brake like questing 
hound , 

The crag is high, the scaur is deep. 
Yet shrink not from the desperate leap 
Parch d are thy burning lips and brow. 
Yet by the fountain pause not now , 
Herald of battle, fate, and fear, 
Stretch onward m thy fleet career I 
The wounded hind thou track’st not 
now, 

Pursuest not maid through greenw ood 
bough, 

Nor pliest thou now thy flying pace, 
With rivals in the mountain race , 

But danger, death, and warrior deed, 
Are m thy course, speed, Malise, 
speed ' 

XIV 

Fast as the fatal symbol flies, 

In arms the huts and hamlets rise , 
From winding glen, from upland 
browi\ 

They pour’d each hardy tenant down 
Nor slack’d the messenger his pace , 
He show’d the sign, he named the 
place, 

I 3 
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And, pressing forward like thf wind, 
Left clamour and surprise behind 
The fisherman foisook the strand, 

The swarthy smith took dnk and 
brand , 

With changed cheer, the mower blithe 
Left in the half-cut swath the scythe , 
The herds without a keeper stray d, 
The plough was in mid furrow staid, 
The falc’ner toss’d his hawk away, 
The hunter left the stag at bay , 
Prompt at the signal of alarms, 

Each son of Alpine rush’d to arms , 
So swept the tumult and affray 
Along the margin of Achray 
Alas, thou lovely lake • that e'er 
Thy banks should echo sounds of fear ’ 
The rocks, the bosky thickets, sleep 
So stilly on thy bosom deep, 

The lark s blithe carol, from the cloud, 
Seems for the scene too gaily loud 

XV 

Speed, Malise, speed ' the lake is past, 
Duncraggan’s huts appear at last, 

And peep, like moss-grown rocks, half 
seen, 

Half hidden in the copse so green , 
There may est thou rest, thy labour done, 
Their Lord shall speed the signal on 
As stoops the hawk upon his prey, 
The henchman shot him down the way 
— What woeful accents load the gale ^ 
The funeral yell, the female wail ’ 

A gallant hunter’s sport is o’er, 

A valiant warrior fights no more 
Who, in the battle or the chase, 

At Roderick sside shall fill his place I — 
Within the hall, where torches’ ray 
Supplies the excluded beams of day. 
Lies Duncan on his lowly bier. 

And o’er him streams his widow’ s tear 
His stripling son stands mournful by, 
His youngest weeps, but knows not 
why, 

The village maids and matrons round 
The dismal coronach resound 


XVI 

CORONACH 

' He is gone on the mountain. 

He is lost to the forest, 

Like a summer dried fountain, 

When our need was the sorest 
The font, reappearing, 

From the ram drops shall boirow, 
But to us comes no cheering, 

To Duncan no morrow ^ 

The hand of the reaper 

Takes the ears that are hoary, 

But the voice of the weeper 
Wails manhood in gloiy 
The autumn winds rushing 

Waft the leaves that are searest. 
But our flower was in flushing, 

When blighting was nearest 

Fleet foot on the correi, 

Sage counsel in cumber, 

Red hand in the foray. 

How sound is thy slumber ’ 

Like the dew on the mountain, 

Like the foam on the river, 

Like the bubble on the fountain, 

Thou art gone, and for ever < * 

XVII 

See Stumah, who, the bier beside. 
His master’s corpse with wonder eyed. 
Poor Stumah I whom his least halloo 
Could send like lightning o’er the dew, 
Bristles his crest, and points his ears. 
As if some stranger step he hears 
’Tis not a mourner’s mujBfled tread 
Who comes to sorrow o’er the dead, 
But headlong haste, or deadly fear. 
Urge the precipitate career 
All stand aghast — unheeding all. 

The henchman bursts into the hall , 
Before the dead man’s bier he stood , 
Held forth the Cross besmear’d with 
blood , 

‘ The muster-place is Lanrick mead , 
Speed forth the signal * clansmen, 
speed f ’ 
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Angus, the heir of Duncan’s line, 
Sprung forth and seized the fatal sign 
In haste the stripling to his side 
His fa^^her s dirk and broadsword tied , 
But when he saw his mother s eye 
Watch him in speechless agony, 

Back to her ppen d arms he flew. 
Press d on her lips a fond adieu — 

‘ Alas ^ she sobb d, ‘ and yet, be gone, 
And speed thee forth, like Duncan’s 
son ’ ’ 

One look he cast upon the bier. 

Dash dfrom his eye the gathering tear. 
Breathed deep to clear his labounng 
breast, 

And toss d aloft his bonnet crest. 
Then, like the high-bred colt, when, 
treed, 

First he essays his fire and speed. 

He vanish’d, and o’er moor and moss 
Sped forward with the Fiery Cross 
Suspended was the Wiuow’s tear. 
While yet his footsteps she could hear, 
And when she mark’d the henchman’s 
eye 

Wet with unwonted sympathy, 

‘ Kinsman ’ she said, * his race is run, 
That should have sped thine errand on , 
The oak has fall’n, — the sapling bough 
Is all Duncraggan’s shelter now 
Yet trust I well, his duty done. 

The orphan’s God will guard my son 
And you, in many a dangei true, 

At Duncan’s hest y our blades that drew. 
To arms, and guard that orphan’s head < 
Let babes and women wail the dead ’ 
Then weapon-clang, and martial call, 
Resounded through the funeral hall, 
Whilefrom th e wal Is the attendant band 
Snatch’d sword and targe, with hurried 
hand , 

And short and flitting energy 
Glanced from the mourner’s sunken eye, 
As if the sounds to warrior dear, 
Might rouse her Duncan from his bier 


But fade|i soon that borrow’d force , 
Grief clmm’d his right, and tears their 
course 


XIX 

Benledi saw the Cross of Fire, 

It glanced like lightning up Strath Ii e , 
O er dale and hill the summons flew, 
Nor rest norpauseyoung Angus knew , 
The tear that gather’d in his ey e 
He left the mountain breeze to d y , 
Until, where Teith s young waters roll. 
Betwixt him and a wooded knoll, 
Thatgraced the sable strath withgreen. 
The chapel of St Bride was seen 
Swoln was the stream, remo e the 
bridge, 

But Angus paused not on the edge , 
Though the dark waves danced dizzily. 
Though reel’d his sympathetic eye, 
He dash d amid the torrent’s roar 
His right hand high the crosslet bore. 
His left the pole axe grasp’d, to guide 
And stay his footing m the tide 
He stumbled twice — the foam splash’d 
high, 

W ith hoarser swell the stream raced by , 
And had he fall’n, — for ever there 
Farewell Duncraggan’s orphan heir • 
But still, as if in parting life. 

Firmer he grasp’d the Cross of strife, 
Until the opposing bank he gain’d. 
And up the chapel pathway strain’d 

XX 

A blithesome rout, that morning tide. 
Had sought the chapel of St Bride 
Her troth Tombea’s Mary gave 
To Norman, heir of Armandave 
And, issuing from the Gothic arch. 
The bndal now resumed their march 
In rude, but glad procession, came 
Bonneted sire and coif-clad dame , 
And plaided youth, with jest and jeer, 
Whichsnoodedmaiden wouldnot hear. 
And children, that, unwitting whj, 
Lent the gay shout their shrilly cry , 
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And minstrels, that in measuirs vied 
Before the young and bonny bnde, 
Whose downcast eye and ch^ek dis- 
close ^ 

The tear and blush of morning rose 
With virgin step, and bashful hand. 
She held the ’kerchiefs snowy band , 
The gallant bridegroom by her side, 
Beheld his piize with victors pride. 
And the glad mother in her ear 
Was closely whispering word of cheei- 

XXI 

Who meets them at the churchyard 
gate ? 

The messenger of fear and fate * 
Haste in his hurried accent lies, 

And grief is swimming in his e>es 
All dripping from the recent flood. 
Panting and travel-soil d he stood. 
The fatal sign of fire and sword 
Held forth, and spoke the appointed 
word 

‘ The muster-place is Lanrick mead 
Speed forth the signal ’ Norman, 
speed » * 

And must he change so soon the hand, 
Just link’d to his by holy band 
For the fell Cross of blood and brand 2 
And must the day, so blithe that rose. 
And promised rapture m the close, 
Before its setting hour, divide 
The bndegroom from the plighted 
bride ’ 

0 fatal doom < it must * it must > 

Clan Alpine’s cause, her Chieftain s 

trust, 

Her summons dread, brook no delay , 
Stretch to the race , away » away » 

XXII 

Yet slow he laid his plaid aside. 

And, lingering, eyed his lovely bride. 
Until he saw the starting tear 
Speak woe he might not stop to cheer, 

1 hen, trusting not a second look, 

In haste he sped him up the brook. 


Norbackward glanced, till on the heath 
Where Lubnaig’s lake supplies the 
Teith 

What in the racer’s bosom stirr’d ? 
The sickening pang of hope defcrr’d. 
And memory, with a torturing tram 
Of all his morning visions vain 
Mingled with love’s impatience, came 
The manly thirst for martial tame , 
The stormy joy of mountaineers, 

Ere yet they rush upon the spears , 
And zeal for Clan and Chieftain 
burning, 

And hope, from well fought field 
returning, 

With war s red honours on his crest, 
To clasp his Mary to his breast 
Stung by such thoughts, o’er bank 
and brae, 

Like fire from flint he glanced away. 
While high resolve, and feelmgstrong, 
Burst into \ oluntary song — 

XXIII 

SONG 

* The heath this night must be my bed, 
The bracken curtain for my head, 

My lullaby the warder’s tread, 

Far, far from lov eand thee, Mar^r , 
To-morrow eve, more stilly laid, 

My couch may be my bloodj'- plaid, 
My vesper song, thy wail, s\\ eet maid ^ 
It will not waken me, Mary « 

I may not, dare not, fancy now 
The grief that clouds thylovel> brow, 
I dare not think upon thy vow, 

And all it promised me, Mary 
No fond regret must Norman know , 
When bursts Clan-Alpine on the foe, 
His heart must be like bended bow, 
His foot like arrow free, Mary 

A time will come with feeling fraught, 
For, if I fall in battle fought. 

Thy hapless lovers d3-ing thought 
Shall be a thought on thee, Mary 
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And if return’d from conquer’d foes, 
How blithely will the evening close, 
How sweet the linnet sing repose, 
Tomyyoungbndeandme, Mary •’ 

XXIV 

Not faster o’er thy heathery braes, 
Balquidder, speeds the midnight blaze, 
Rushing, in conflagration strong, 

Thy deep ravines and dells along, 
Wrapping thy cliffs in purple glow, 
And reddening the dark lakes below , 
Nor faster speeds it, nor so far, 

As o’er thy heaths the voice of war 
The signal roused to martial coil 
The sullen margin of Loch Voil, 
Waked still Loch Dome, and to the 
source 

Alarm d, Balvaig, thy swampy course , 
Thence southward turn’d its rapid 
road 

Adown Strath-Gartney’s valley broad. 
Till rose in arms each man might claim 
A portion m Clan-Alpine’s name, 
From the grey sire, whose trembling 
hand 

Could hardly buckle on his brand, 

To the raw boy, whose shaft and bow 
Were yet scarce terror to the crow 
Each valley, each sequester’d glen. 
Muster’d its little horde of men. 

That met as torrents from the height 
In Highland dales their streams unite. 
Still gathering, as they pour along 
A \oice more loud, a tide more strong. 
Till at the rendezvous they stood 
By hundreds prompt for blows and 
blood , 

Each train’d to arms since life began, 
Owning no tie but to his clan, 

No oath, but b^ his chieftain s hand, 
No law, but Roderick Dhu’s command 

XXV 

That summer morn had Rodenck Dhu 
Survey’d the skirts of Benvenue, 

And sent his scouts o’er hill and heath, 
To \iew the frontiers ot Menteith 


All backward came with news of truce , 
Still laylach martial Graeme and Bruce, 
In Redioch courts no horsemen wait. 
No banner waved on Cardross gate, 
On Duchray ’s towers no beacon shone, 
Nor scared j:he herons from Loch Con , 
All seem’d at peace — Now, wot ye 
why 

The Chieftain, with such anxious eye^ 
Ere to the muster he repair, 

This western frontier scann’d with 
care ?— 

In Benvenue’s most darksome cleft, 

A fair, though cruel, pledge was left , 
For Douglas, to his promise true, 
That morning from the isle withdrew, 
And in a deep sequester’d dell 
Had sought a low and lonely cell 
By many a bard, in Celtic tongue, 
Has Coir-nan-Unskin been sung , 

A softer name the Saxons gave, 

And call’d the grot the Goblin cave 

XXVI 

It was a wild and strange retreat. 

As e’er w as trod by outlaw’s feet 
The dell, upon the mountain’s crest. 
Yawn’d like a gash onw^arrior’s breast , 
Its trench had staid full many a rock. 
Hurl’d by primeval earthquake shock 
From Benvenue’s grey summit wuld. 
And here, in random lum piled, 

They fi own’d incumbent o’er the spot. 
And form’d the rugged silvan grot 
The oak and birch, with mingled shade. 
At noontide there a twilight made, 
Unless when short and sudden shone 
Some stragglingbeam on cliff or stone, 
With such a glimpse as prophet’s eye 
Gains on thy depth. Futurity 
No murmur waked the solemn still, 
Save tinkling of a fountain nil , 

But when the wind chafed with the 
lake, 

A sullen sound would upward break, 
With dashing hollow voice, that spoke 
The incessant war of wave and rock 
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Suspended cliffs, with hideop sway, 
Seem'd nodding o’er the cav«rn grey 
From such a den the wolf hacj^spi ung, 
In such the wild cat leaves her* young , 
Yet Douglas and his daughter fair 
Sought foi a space their safety there 
Grey Superstition s whisper dread 
Debarr’d the spot to vulgar tread , 

For there, she said, did fa^-s resort, 
And satyrs hold their silvan court, 

By moonlight tread their mystic maze, 
And blast the rash beholder’s gaze 

XXVII 

Now eve, with w ester n shadows long, 
Floated on Katrine bright and strong. 
When Roderick, with a chosen few, 
Repass d the heights of Benvenue 
Above the Goblin cave they go. 
Through the wild pass of Beal nam bo 
The prompt retainers speed before. 

To launch the shallop from the shore, 
For cross Loch Katrine lies his way 
To view the passes of Achray, 

And place his clansmen in array 
Yet lags the chief in musing mind, 
Unwonted sight, his men behind 
A single page, to bear his sword, 
Alone attended on his lord , 

The rest their wav through thickets 
break. 

And soon await him b> the lake 
It was a fair and gallant sight, 

To view them from the neighbouring 
height, 

B\ the low levell’d sunbeams hgnt ’ 
For strength and stature, from the 
clan 

Each warrior was a chosen man, 

As even afar might well be seen, 

By their proud step and martial mien 
The r feathers dance, their tartans 
float, 

Their targets gleam, as by the boat 
A wild and wmrlike group they stand, 
That well became such mountain- 
s*Tand 


XXVIII 

Their Chief, with step reluctant, still 
Was lingering on the craggj hill, 
Hard by where turn’d apart the road 
To Douglass obscuie abode 
It was but with that dawning morn. 
That Roderick Dhuhadproudl^ swoin 
To drown his love in wars wild roar, 
Nor think of Ellen Douglas more. 

But he w ho stems a stream with sand, 
And fetteis flame with flaxen band, 
Has yet a harder task to prove, 

By firm resolve to conquer love ’ 

E\ e finds the Chief, like restless ghost, 

I Still hovering near his treasure lost , 
For though his haughty heart deny 
A parting meeting to his ej e, 

Still fondly strains his anxious ear. 
The accents of her voice to hear, 

And inly did he curse the breeze 
That waked to sound the rustling trees 
But hark ' what mingles m the strain ’ 
I It IS the harp of Allan Bane, 

I That wakes its measure slow and high, 
I Attuned to sacred minstrelsy 
Whatmeltmg voice attends the strings’ 
’Tis Ellen, or an angel, sings 

xxix 

HVMN TO THE VIRGIN 

‘ Ave Maria ’ maiden mild ' 

Listen to a maiden’s pray er f 
Thou canst hear though from the wild. 
Thou canst save amid despair 
Safe may we sleep beneath thy care. 
Though banish’d, outcast and re 
viled , 

Maiden ' hear a maiden’s pray er — 
Mother, hear a suppliant child ’ 

Ave Maria* 

Ave Maria ' undefiled * 

The flinty couch vve now must share 
Shall seem with down of eider piled, 
If thy protection hover there 
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The murky cavern’s heavy air 
Shall breathe of balm if thou hast 
smiled , 

Then, Maiden ' hear a maiden’s prayer, 
Mother, list a suppliant child • 

Ave Maria • 

Ave Maria » stainless styled • 

Foul demons of the earth and air. 
From this their wonted haunt exiled. 
Shall flee before thy presence fair 
We bow us to our lot of care. 

Beneath thy guidance reconciled , 
Hear for a maid a maiden’s prayer, 
And for a father hear a child • 

Ave Maria * ’ 

XXX 

Died on the harp the closing hj-mn 
Unmoved in attitude and limb. 

As list’nmg still, ClanrAlpine’s lord 
Stood leaning on his heavy sword, 
Until the page, with humble sign, 
Twice pointed to the sun’s decline 
Then while his plaid he round him cast, 
^It is the last time, ’tis the last,’ 

He mutter d thrice, — ^the last time e’er 
That angel voice shall Roderick hear 
It was a goading thought — his stride 
Hied hastier down the mountain side , 
Sullen he flung him in the boat, 

And instant ’cross the lake it shot 
They landed m that silvery bay, 

And eastward held their hasty way, 
Till, v/ith the latest beams of light, 
The band arrived on Lanrick height, , 
Where muster’d, m the vale below, 
Clan-Alpine’s men in martial show 

XXXI 

A vanous scene the clansmen made , 
Some sate, some stood, some slowly 
stray’d , 

But most, with mantles folded rourd. 
Were couch’d to rest upon the ground. 
Scarce to be known by curious eye. 
From the deep heather where they lie, 


So well was match’d the tartan screen 
With leath bell dark and brackens 
^reen , 

Unleso where, here and there, a blade. 
Or lance’s point, a glimmer made, 
Like glow worm twinkling through 
the shade 

But when, advancing through the 
gloom, 

They saw the Chieftain’s eagle plume, 
Theirshoutofwelcome,shnllandwide, 
Shook the steep mountain’ssteady side 
Thrice it arose, and lake and fell 
Three times return d the martial > ell , 
It died upon Bochastle’s plain. 

And Silence claim’d her evening reign 


Canto Fourth. 

I 

‘ The rose is fairest when ’tis budding 
new, 

And hope is brightest when it dawns 
from fears , 

The rose is sweetest wash’d with 
morning dew, 

And love is loveliest when embalm d 
in tears 

O wilding rose, whom fancy thus en- 
dears, 

I bid your blossoms in my bonnet 
wave. 

Emblem of hope and love through 
future years ' ’ 

Thus spoke young Norman, heir of 
Armandave, 

What time the sun arose on Venna- 
char s broad wave 

II 

Such fond conceit, half said, half sung, 

Love prompted to the bridegroom’s 
tongue 
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All while he stiipp’d the wJd rose 
spra^, { 

His axe and bow beside him 1^^, 

For on a pass Hwixt lake and "ijirood, 
A wakeful sentinel he stood 
Hark > on the rock a footstep rung, 
And instant to his arms he sprung 
' Stand, or thou diest 1 — What, Malise ? 
soon 

Art thou return’d from Braes of Doune 
By Ihy keen step and glance I know, 
1 hou bring’st us tidings of the foe ’ 
TFor while the Fiery Cross hied on, 
On distant scout had Malisc gone ) 
‘Where sleeps the Chief’’ the hench 
man said 

‘ Apart, in y onder misty glade , 

To his lone couch 1 11 be > our guide,’ 
Then call d a slumberer by his side, 
And stirr d him with his slacken’d 
bow — 

‘ Up, up, Glentarkm * rouse thee, ho ’ 
We seek the Chieltam , on the track, 
Keep eagle v, atch till I come back ’ 

HI 

Together up the pass thej sped 
‘ What of the foemen^’ Norman said 
‘ Vaiying reports from near and far, 
fins certain, that a band of war 
Has for two days been ready boune, 
At prompt command, to march from 
Doune , 

King James the while, with princely 
powers, 

Holds revelry in Stirling towers 
Soon will this dark and gathering cloud 
Speak on our glens in thunder loud 
Inured to bide such bitter bout, 

The W'-arnor’s plaid may bear it out , 
But, Norman, how wilt thou provide 
A shelter for thj bonnj- bride?’ 

* What ' know \ e not that Roderick’s 
care 

To the lone isle hath caused repair 
Each maid and matron of the clan. 
And every child and aged man 


Unfit for arms, and given his charge, 
Nor skiff nor shallop, boat nor barge. 
Upon these lakes shall float at large. 
But all beside the islet moor, 

That such dear pledge may rest secure ? ’ 

IV 

*’Tis well advised , the Chieftain’s plan 
Bespeaks the father of his clan 
But wherefore sleeps Sir Roderick Dhu 
Apart from all his follow ers true ? ’ 
i ‘ It IS, because last evening tide 
Brian an augury hath tried, 

Of that dread kind which must not be 
Unless in dread extremity, 

The Taghairm call’d , by which, afar, 
Our sires foresaw the events of war 
Duncraggan’s milk white bull they 
slew ’ — 

MAUSE 

* Ah * well the gallant brute I knew 
The choicest of the prey we had. 
When swept our merry menGallangad 
H IS hide was snow, his horns were dark, 
His red eye glow’d like fiery spark, 
So fierce, so tameless, and so fleet, 
Sore did he cumber our retreat, 

And kept our stoutest kernes in aw e, 
E\en at the pass of Beal ’maha 
But steep and flinty was the road, 
And sharp the hunying pikemen’s 
goad, 

And when we came to Dennan’s Row 
A child might scatheless stroke his 
brow ’ 

IsORMAV 

‘ That bull was slain his i eekmg hide 
They stretch’d the cataract beside, 
Whose waters their wild tumult toss 
Adown the black and craggy boss 
Of that huge cliff, w hose ample verge 
Tradition calls the Hero’s Targe 
Couch’d on a shelve beneath its bnnk, 
Close where the thundering torrents 
sink, 
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Rocking beneath their headlong sway, 
And drizzled by the ceaseless spray, 
Midst groan of rock, and roar of stream, 
The wizard waits prophetic dream 
Nor distant rests the Chief, — but hush > 
See, gliding slow through mist and 
bush, 

The hermit gams yon rock, and stands 
To gdze upon our slumbering bands 
Seems he not, Malise, like a ghost, 
That hovers o’er a slaughter’d host ? 
Or raven on the blasted oak, 

That, watching while the deer is broke, 
His morsel claims with sullen croak 

MALISE. 

* Peace * peace » to other than to me, 
Thy words were evil augury , 

But still I hold Sir Roderick’s blade 
Clan-Alpine’s omen and her aid, 

Not aught that, glean’d from heaven or 
hell. 

Yon fiend begotten monk can tell 
The Chieftain joins him, see , and now, 
Together they descend the brow * 

VI 

And, as they came, with Alpine’s Lord 
The Hermit Monk held solemn word 

* Roderick ^ it is a fearful strife, 

For man endow d with mortal life, 
Whose shroud of sentient clay can still 
Feel feverish pang and fainting chill, 
Whose eye can stare in stony trance, 
Whose hair can rouse like warriors 

lance, — 

’Tis hard for such to view unfurl’d , 
1 he curtain of the future world 
Yet — witness every quaking limb. 

My sunken pulse, my eyeballs dim. 

My soul with harrowing anguish 
tom — 

This for my Chieftain have I borne » 
The shapes that sought my fearful 
couch, 

An human tongue may ne’er avouch , 
No mortal man, save he who, bred 
Between the living and the dead, 


Is gifted beyond nature’s law. 

Had epr survived to say he saw 
At lenjlth the fateful answer came, 

In characters of living flame ^ 

Not spoke in word, nor blazed in scroll. 
But borne and branded on my soul — 
Which spills the foremost foeman’s 

LIFE, 

That party conquers in the strife 

VII 

‘Thanks, Brian, for thy zeal and care’ 
Good is thine aifgury, and fair 
Clan Alpine ne’er in battle stood, 

But first our broadswords tasted blood 
A surer victim still I know, 
Self-ofier’d to the auspicious blow 
A spy has sought my land this morn, — 
No eve shall witness his return » 

My followers guard each pass’s mouth, 
To east, to westward, and to south , 
Red Murdoch, bribed to be his guide, 
Has charge to lead his steps aside. 
Till, in deep path or dingle brown. 

He light on those shall bring him down 
— But see who comeshisnewsto show • 
Malise ’ what tidings of the foe 2 ’ 

‘ VIH 

‘ At Doune, o’er many a spear and glai-v e 
Two Barons proud their banners wa\ e 
I saw the Moray’s silver star, 

And mark’d the sable pale of Mar ’ 

‘ By Alpine’s soul, high tidings those’ 
I love to hear of worthy foes 
When mo\e they on ^ ‘ To-morrow s 
noon 

Will see them here for battle boune ' 

‘ Then shall it see a meeting stern ^ 
But, for the place — say, couldst thou 
learn 

Nought of the friendly clans of Earn ^ 
Strengthen’d by them, we well might 
bide 

The battle on Benledi s side 
Thou couldst not 2 Well' Clan Alpine’s 
men 

Shall man the Trosachs’ shaggy glen, 
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Within Loch Katrine’s gorge we’ll i 
fight, I 

All in our maids’ and matrons’ sight, | 
Each for his hearth and household fire, 
Father for child, and son for sire. 
Lover for maid beloved • — But why — 
Is it the breeze affects mine eye ? 

Or dost thou come, ill omen’d tear < 

A messenger of doubt or fear ^ 

No ’ sooner may the Saxon lance 
Unfix Benledi from his stance. 

Than doubt or terror can piei ce thi ough 
The unyielding heart of Roderick Dhu ' 
’Tis stubborn as his trusty targe 
Each to his post — all knowtheir charge ’ 
The pibroch sounds, the bands advance, 
The broadswords gleam, the banners 
dance, 

Obedient to the Chieftain’s glance 
I turn me from the martial roar, 

And seek Coir-Unskin once more 

IX 

Where is the Douglas he is gone , 
A.nd Ellen sits on the grey stone 
Fast by the cave, and makes hermoan , 
While vainly Allan’s words of cheer 
Are pour d on her unheeding ear 
‘ He will return— dear lad^r, trust • — 
With joy retuin , he will, he must 
Well was it time to seek afar 
Some refuge from impending war. 
When e’en Clan Alpine s rugged 
swarm 

Are cow’d by the approaching storm 
I saw their boats with many a light 
Floating the live long yesternight. 
Shifting like flashes darted forth 
By the red streamers of the north , ' 
I mark’d at morn how close they ride, 
Thick moor d by the lone islet s side, 
Like wild ducks couching in the fen, 
When stoops the hawk upon the glen 
Since this rude race dare not abide 
The peril on the mainland side. 

Shall not thy noble father’s care 
Some safe retreat for thee prepare ? ’ 


X 

ELLEN 

‘ No, Allan, no • Pretext so kind 
My wakeful terrors could not blind 
When in such tender tone, yet grave, 
Douglas a parting blessing gave, 

The tear that glisten’d in his eye 
Drown’d nothis purpose fix’d and high 
My soul, though feminine and weak, 
Can image his , e’en as the lake, 

Itself disturb d by slightest stroke, 
Reflects the invulnerable rock 
He hears report of battle rife, 

He deems himself the cause of strife 
I saw him redden, when the theme 
Turn’d, Allan, on thine idle dream 
Of Malcolm Graeme in fetters bound, 
Which I, thousaidst, about him wound 
Think’st thou he trow’d thine omen 
aught ^ 

Oh no • ’twas apprehensive thought 
For the kind youth, — for Roderick 
too— 

(Let me be just) that friend so true , 
In danger both, and in our cause t 
Minstrel, the Douglas dare not pause 
Why else that solemn warning given, 
‘ If not on earth, we meet in heaven ' ” 
Why else, to Cambus kenneth s fane, 
If eve return him not again, 

Am I to hie, and make me known ? 
Alas ' he goes to Scotland s throne, 
Bujrs his friend s safety with his own, 
He goes to do — what I had done. 
Had Douglas’ daughter been his son • ’ 

XI 

ALLAN 

* Nay, lovely Ellen ’ — dearest, nay f 
If aught should his return dela^ , 

He only named yon holy fane 
As fitting place to meet again 
Be sure he ’s safe , and for the Graeme, — 
j Heaven’s blessing on his gallant name f 
Mj^ vision’d sight mayj^et prove true. 
Nor bode of ill to him or you 





243 


r/] 


When did my gifted dream beguile ^ 
Think of the stranger at the isle, 

And think upon the harpmgs slow, 
That presaged this approaching woe • 
Sooth -was my prophecy of fear , 
Believe it when it augurs cheer 
Would we had left this dismal spot • 
III luck still haunts a fairy grot 
Of such a wondrous tale I know — 
Dear lady, change that look of woe. 
My harp was w ont thy grief to cheer ’ 

ELLEN 

* Well, be it as thou wilt , I hear, 

But cannot stop the bursting tear ’ 

The Minstrel tried his simple ar^, 

But distant far was Ellen s heart 

XII 

BALLAD 

Alice Brand 

Merry it is in the good greenwood. 
When the mavis and merle are 
singing. 

When the deer s-weeps by, and the 
hounds are m cry, 

And the hunter’s horn is ringing 

* O Alice Brand, my native land 

Is lost for love of you , 

And we must hold by wood and wold. 
As outlaws wont to do 

O Alice, ’twas all for thy locks so 
bright, 

And ’twas all for thine eyes so blue. 
That on the night of our luckless flight 
Thy brother bold I slew 

‘ Now must I teach to hew the beech 
The hand that held the glaive. 

For leaves to spread our lowly bed, 
And stakes to fence our cave 

* And for vest of pall, thy fingers small, 

That wont on harp to stray, 

A cloak must shear from the slaughter d 
deer, 

To keep the cold away ’ 


* O Richard ’ if my brother died, 

’Twas but a fatal chance , 

For farklmg was the battle tried, 
And fortune sped the lance 

‘ If pall and vair no more I wear, 

Nor thou the cnmson sheen, 

As warm, we *11 say, is the russet grey, 
As gay the forest-green 

‘ And, Richard, if our lot be hard, 
And lost thy native land, 

Still Alice has her own Richard, 

And he his Alice Brand ’ 

XIII 

’Tis merry, ’tis meriy, in good green- 
wood, 

So blithe Lady Alice is singing , 

On the beech’s pride, and oak’s brown 
side. 

Lord Richard’s axe is ringing ^ 

Up spoke the moody Elfin King, 
Who won’d within the hill , 

Like wind in the porch of a rum d 
church, 

His voice was ghostly shiill 

* Why sounds yon stroke on beech 

and oak, 

Our moonlight circle s screen ? 

Or who comes here to chase the deer, 
Belo\ ed of our Elfin Queen ? 

Or who may dare on wold to wear 
The fairies’ fatal green ? 

‘Up, Urgan, up ’ to yon mortal hie. 
For thou wert christen’d man , 

For cross or sign thou wilt not fly, 

Foi mutter d word or ban 

‘ Lay on him the curse of the withei d 
heart, 

The curse of the sleepless eye , 

Till he wish and pray that his life would 
part. 

Nor yet find leave to die ’ 
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xi\ 

’Tis merry, ’tis merry, in goodr green- 
wood, ^ 

Though the birds ha\e still’d their 
singing, 

The evening blaze doth Alice raise, 
And Richard is fagots bringing 

Up Urgan starts, that hideous dwarf, 
Before Lord Richard stands, 

And, as he cross’d and bless’d himself, 

* I fear not sign, quoth the grisly elf, 

‘ That IS made "W ith bloody hands ’ 

But out then spoke she, Alice Brand, 
That woman, \oid of fear, — 

‘ And if there s blood upon his hand, 
Tis but the blood of deer ’ 

* Now loud thou liest, thou bold ofmood* 

It clea\es unto his hand, 

The stain of thine own kindly blood, 
The blood of Ethert Brand * 

Thenforw ard stepp’d she, Alice Brand, 
And made the hol^ sign, — 

‘And if there ’sblood on Richard shand, 
A spotless hand is mine 

‘And I conjure thee, Demon elf, 

By Him whom Demons fear, 

To show us whence thou art th\self, 
And what thine errand here ’ ’ 

x\ 

‘Tis merrj, ’tis merrj , in Fairy land, 
When faiiy birds are singing, 

When the court doth ride by their 
monarch s side, 

With bit and bridle ringing 

‘And gaily shines the Fairy land — j 
But all is glistening show, i 

Like the idle gleam that Decembers j 
beam ! 

Can dart on ice and snow’- I 

* And fading, like that \ aned gleam, 

Is our inconstant shape, 

Who now like knight and lady seem, 
And now like dwarf and ape 


‘ It was between the night and daj , 
When the Fairy King has power, 
That I sunk down m a sinful fray. 
And, ^twixtlife and death, was snatch’d 
away 

To the joyless Elfin bower 

‘ But wist I of a woman bold, 

Who thrice my brow durst sign, 

I might regain my mortal mold, 

As fair a form as thine ’ 

She cross’d him once, she cross’d him 
t\\ ice, 

That lad^ w as so bra\ e , 

The fouler grew his goblin hue. 

The darker grew the ca\e 

She cross dhim thrice, that lady bold , 
He rose beneath her hand 
The fairest knight on Scottish niold. 
Her brother, Ethert Brand » 

Meiry it is m good greenwood 
When the mavis and merle are sing- 
ings 

But merrier were they in Dunfermline 
grey, 

When all the bells were ringirg 
x\i 

J ust as the minsti el sounds were staid, 
A stranger climb d the steepy glade 
His martial step, his stately mien, 

His hunting suit of Lincoln green, 

His eagle glance remembrance claims 
’Tis Snowdoun’s Knight, ’tis James 
Fitz- James 

Ellen beheld as in a dream. 

Then, starting scarce suppress’d a 
scream 

‘ O stranger ' in such hour of fear, 
What evil hap has brought thee here ^ ’ 
An evil hap how can it be. 

That bids me look again on thee ’ 

By promise bound, my former guide 
Met me betimes this morning tide. 

And marshall’djover bank and bourne, 
The happy path of my return ’ 
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^The happy path’ — vs, hat ’ said he 
nought 

Ot war, of battle to be fought, 

Of guarded pass V * No, by my faith ’ 
Nor saw I aught could augur scathe ’ 
* O haste thee, Allan, to the kern, — 
Yonder his tartans I discern , 

Learn thou his purpose, and conjure 
That he will guide the stranger sure ’ 
What prompted thee, unhappy man 2 
The meanest serf in Roderick’s clan 
Had not been bribed by love or fear. 
Unknown to him to guide thee here ’ 

XVII 

‘ Sweet Ellen, dear my life must be, 
Since it is worthy care from thee , 
Yet life I hold but idle breath, 

When love or honour ’s weigh’d with 
death 

Then let me profit by my chance. 

And speak my purpose bold at once 
I come to bear thee from a wild, 
Where ne’er before such blossom 
smiled , 

By this soft hand to lead thee far 
From frantic scenes of feud and war 
Near Bochastle my horses wait , 

They bear us soon to Stirling gate 
I ’ll place thee in a lovely bower, 

I ’ll guard thee like a tender flow er’ — 
O ' hush, Sir Knight' ’twerefemaleart. 
To say I do not read th^ heart , 

Too much, before, my selfish ear 
Was idly soothed my praise to hear 
That fatal bait hath lured thee back. 
In deathful hour, o’er dangerous track , 
And how, O how, can I atone 
The wreck my vanity brought on ' 
One way remains — I ’ll tell him all , 
Yes I struggling bosom, forth it shall ' 
Thou , whose light folly bears the blame, 
Buy thine own pardon with thy shame ^ 
But first, my father is a man 
Outlaw’d and exiled under ban , 

The price of blood is on his head , 
With me 'twere infamy to wed 


Still wouldst thou speak? then hear 
ithe truth ' 

Fitz-jlmes, there is a noble youth. 

If yetme is ' exposed for me 
And mine to dread extremity — 

Thou hast the secret of my heart, 
Forgive, be generous, and depart 

xvni 

Fitz James knew every wily train 
A lady s fickle heart to gain , 

But here he knew and felt them vain 
There shot no glance from Ellen s eye, 
To give her steadfast speech the he , 
In maiden confidence she stood, 
Though mantled in her cheek the blood. 
And told her love with such a sigh 
Of deep and hopeless agony, 

As death had seal’d her Malcolm’s 
doom. 

And she sat sorrowing on his tomb 
Hope vanish’d from Fitz James s eye. 
But not with hope fled sympathy 
He proffer d to attend her side, 

As brother would a sister guide 
* O ' little know’st thou Roderick’s 
heart * 

Safer for both we go apart 
O haste thee, and from Allan learn, 

If thou may st trust yon wily kern ’ 
With hand upon his forehead laid. 
The conflict of his mind to shade, 

A parting step or two he made , 

Then, as some thought had cross’d his 
brain. 

He paused, and turn’d, and came again 
XIX 

‘ Hear, lady, yet, a parting word ’ 

It chanced in fight that my poor sword 
Preserved the life of Scotland’s lord 
This nng the grateful Monarch gave, 
And bade, when I had boon to crave. 
To bring it back, and boldly claim 
The recompense that I would name 
Ellen, I am no courtly lord, 

But one who lives by lance and sword. 
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Whose castle is his helm and shield, 
His lordship the embattled field| 
What from a prince can I demai^d, 
Who neither reck of state nor land ^ 
Ellen, thy hand — the ring is thine , 
Each guard and usher knows the sign 
Seek thou the King without delay , 
This signet shall secure thy way , 

And claim thy suit, whate’er it be, 

As ransom of his pledge to me ’ 

He placed the golden circlet on. 
Paused kiss’d her hand and then was 
gone 

The aged Minstrel stood aghast, 

So hastily Fitz James shot past 
He join d his guide and wending down 
The ridges of the mountain brown, 
Across the stream the> took their waj , 
That joins Loch Katrine to Achraj 

x\ 

All in ^he Trosachs’ glen vias still, 
Noontide was sleeping on the hill 
Sudden his guide whoop d loud and 
high— 

Murdoch ' was that a signal cry ’* 

He stammer d forth, * I shout to scare 
\ on ra\ en from his dainty fare ’ 

He look d he knew the raven’s prey — 
His own brave steed — ‘Ah’ gallant 
grey ’ 

F or thee, for me perchance, Twere well 
We ne’er had seen the Irosachs’ dell 
Murdoch, move first — but silently , 
Whistle or whoop, and thou shalt die ’ ’ 
Jealous and sullen, on they fared. 
Each silent, each upon his guard 

XXI 

Now wound the path its dizzy ledge 
Around a precip ce’s edge, 

When lo ’ a wasted female form, 
Blighted hy wrath of sun and storm. 
In tatter’d weeds and wild arra3. 
Stood on a cliff beside the way, 

And glancing round her restless e^e. 
Upon the wood, the rock, the skj. 


Seem’d nought to maik, ^et all to 
sp> 

Her brow was wreath d wuth gaudj 
broom , 

With gesture wild she wmved a plume 
Of feathers, which the eagles fling 
To crag and cliff from dusky w mg , 
Such spoils her desperate step had 
sought. 

Where scarce was footing for the goat 
The tartan plaid she first descried, 
And shriek d till all the rocks replied , 
As loud she laugh d when near thev 
drew 

For then the Lowland garb she knew , 
And then her hands she wildly w rung, 
And then she w ept, and then she sung 
She sung' — the voice, in better time, 
Perchance to harp or lute might chime , 
And now though strain’d and rough 
en d, still 

Rung wildly sw'eet to dale and hill 

XXII 

SONG 

‘ The^ bid me sleep they bid me pi a} , 
Thej say my brain is warp’d and 
wrung, 

I cannot sleep on Highland brae, 

I cannot praj in Highland tongue 
But were I now where Allan glides, 
Or heard m^^ native Devan s tides, 

So sweetly would I rest, and pra^ 
That Heaven would close m3 vvintrv 
day ' 

‘’Twas thus m3 hair theybademebraid, 
The3 made me to the church repair , 
It was my bridal mom, they said 
And m3 true love w»‘ould meet me 
there 

But woe betide the cruel guile, 

That drowui’d in blood the morning 
smile ' 

And w oe betide the fairy dream ' 

I only w aked to sob and scream ’ 
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*Who IS this m aid ^ what means her lay^ 
She hovers o’er the hollow way, 

And flutters wide her mantle grey, 

As the lone heron spreads his wing. 
By twilight, o’er a haunted spring ’ 

‘ ’Tis Blanche of Devan,’ Murdoch said, 
^ A crazed and captive; Lowland maid, 
Ta’en on the morn she was a bride, 
When Rodenck foray’d Devan-side 
The gay bridegroom resistance made, 
And feltour Chief’s unconquer’d blade , 
I mar\ el she is now at large, 

But oft she ’scapes from Maudlin’s 
charge 

Hence, brain-sick fool ’* He raised his 
bow 

‘ Now if thou strik st her but one blow, 
I 11 pitch thee from the cliff as far 
As ever peasant pitch’d a bar ' * 
'Thanks, champion, thanks’’ the 
maniac cried. 

And press’d her to Fitz-James’s side, 
' See the grey pennons I prepare 
To seek my true-lo\e through the air ’ 
I will not lend that savage groom, 

To break his fall, one downy plume ’ 
No ’ deep amid disjointed stones. 

The wolves shall batten on his bones. 
And then shall his detested plaid, 

By bush and bner in mid-air staid, 
Wave forth a banner fair and free, 
Meet signal for their reveliy ’ 

XXIV 

' Hush thee, poor maiden, and be still ’ 

' O ’ thou look’st kindly, and I will 
Mine eye has dried and wasted been, 
But still it loves the Lincoln green , 
And, though mine ear is all unstrung, 

Still, still it loves the Lowland tongue 
$ 

'For O my sweet William was 
forester true. 

He stole poor Blanche’s heart 
away ’ 


His coat it was all of the greenwood 
|ue, 

Am so blithely he trill’d the 
i-owland lay ’ 

‘ It was not that I meant to tell 
But thou art wise and guessest well ’ 
Then, in a low and broken tone, 

And hurried note, the song went on 
Still on the Clansman, fearfully. 

She fix’d her apprehensive eye , 

Then turn'd it on the Knight, and then 
Her look glanced wildly o’er the glen 

XXV 

' The toils are pitch’d, and the stakes 
are set, 

Ever sing merrily, merrily , 

The bows they bend, and the knives 
they whet. 

Hunters live so cheenly 

' It was a stag a stag of ten, 
Bearing its branches sturdily , 

He came stately down the glen. 
Ever sing hardily, hardily 

' It was there he met with a wounded 
doe, 

She was bleeding deathfully , 

She warn d him of the toils below, 
O, so faithfully, faithfully ’ 

' He had an eye, and he could heed, 
Ever sing warily , wanly , 

He had a foot, and he could speed — 
Hunters watch so narrowly ’ 

XXVI 

Fitz James’s mind was passion-toss’ d. 
When Ellen’s hints and fears werelost , 
But Murdoch’s shout suspicion 
wrought, 

And Blanche’s songconvictionbrought 
Not like a stag that spies the snare. 
But lion of the hunt aware, 

He waved at once his blade on high, 

‘ Disclose thy treachery, or die •’ 
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Forth at full speed the Clansman flew, 
But in his race his bow he dr^w 
Theshaftjust grazed Fitz-Jameascrest, 
And thrill’d in Blanche’s faded breast • 
Murdoch of Alpine ^ prove thy speed. 
For ne’er had Alpine’s son such need • 
With heart of fire, and foot of wind, 
The fierce avenger is behind • 

Fate judges of the rapid strife — 

The forfeit death— the prize is life f 
Thy kindred ambush lies before. 
Close couch’d upon the heathery moor , 
Them couldst thou reach* — it may 
not be — 

Thineambubh’dkinthoune’ershaltsee, 
The fiery Saxon gains on thee * 

— Resistless speeds the deadly thrust, 
As lightning strikes the pine to dust , 
With foot and hand Fitz James must 
strain, 

Ere he can win his blade again 
Bent o’er the fall’n, with falcon eye, 
He grimly smiled to see him die , 
Then slower wended back his way 
Where the poor maiden bleeding lay 

XXVII 

She sate beneath the birchen tree. 
Her elbow resting on her knee , 

She had withdrawn the fatal shaft. 
And gazed on it, and feebly laugh’d , 
Her wreath ofbroom and feathers grey. 
Daggled with blood, beside her lay 
The Knight to stanch the lite stream 
tried , 

* Stranger, it is m vain she cried 

* 1 his hour of death has gi\ enme more 
Of reason’s power than years before , 
For, as these ebbing veins decay, 

My frenzied visions fade away 

A helpless injured wretch I die, 

And something tells me in thine e^ e, 
That thou wert mine avenger born — 
Seest thou this tress 1 — O ' still I ’ve 
worn 

This little tress of yellow hair, 
Through danger, frenzy, and despair ' 


It once was bright and clear as thine, 
But blood and tears have dimm’d its 
shine 

I will not tell thee when ’twas shred, 
Norfrom what guiltless victim’s head — 
My brain would turn*— but it shall 
wave 

Like plumage on thy helmet brave. 
Till sun and wind shall bleach the 
stain, 

And thou wilt bring it me again — ■ 

I waver still O God * more bright 
Let reason beam her parting light ! 

0 1 by thy knighthood s honour d sign, 
And for thy life preserved by mine. 
When thou shalt see a darksome man, 
Who boasts him Chief of Alpines 
Clan, 

With tartans broad, and shadowy 
plume, 

And hand of blood, and brow of gloom, 
Be thy heart bold, thy weapon strong. 
And wreak poor Blanche of Devan’s 
wrong * 

They watch for thee by pass and 
fell 

Avoid the path O God ' 
farewell ’ 

XXV III 

A kindly heart had brave Fitz James, 
Fast pour d his eyes at pitv^^’s claims , 
And now, with mingled grief and ire, 
He saw the murder’d maid expire 
‘ God, in my need, be my relief. 

As I wreak this on yonder Chief’* 

A lock from Blanche’s tresses fair 
Heblendedwithher bridegroom shair , 
The mingled braid in blood he dyeo. 
And placed it on his bonnet side 
‘ By Him w^hose word is truth ' I swear. 
No other favour will I wear, 

Till this sad token I imbrue 
In the best blood of Roderick Dhu * 
Buthark* what means yon faint halloo’ 
The chase is up, but thejr shall know, 
The stag at bay ’s a dangerous foe ’ 
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Barrd from the known but guarded 
way, 

Through copse and cliffs Fitz- James 
must stray, 

And oftmustchangehisdesperate track, 
By stream and precipice turn’d back 
Heartless, fatigued, and faint, at length. 
From lack of food and loss of strength, 
He couch’d him in a thicket hoar, 

And thought his toils and perils o’er 
* Of all my rash adventures past, 

This frantic feat must prove the last f 
Who e’er so mad but might have guess’d, 
That all this Highland hornet’s nest 
Would muster up in swarms so soon 
As e’er they heaid of bands at Doune^ 
Like bloodhounds now they search 
me out, — 

Hark, to the whistle and the shout ’ — 
If farther through the wilds I go, 

I only fall upon the foe 

I’ll couch me here till evening grey, 

Then darkling try my dangerous way * 

XXIX 

The shades of eve come slowl> down, 
The woods are wrapt in deeper brown, 
The owl awakens from her dell, 

The fox is heard upon the fell , 
Enough remains of glimmering light 
To guide the wanderer s steps aright, 
Yet not enough from far to show 
His figure to the watchful foe 
With cautious step, and ear awake. 
He climbs the crag and threads the 
brake , ’ 

And not the summer solstice, there, 
Tempei’d the midnight mountain air. 
But every breeze, that swept the wold. 
Benumb’d his drenched limbs with 
cold 

In dread, in danger, and alone. 
Famish’d and chill’d, through ways 
unknown, 

Tangled and steep, he journey’d on , 
Till, as a rock’s huge point he turn’d, 
A watch-fire close before him bum’d 


XXX 

BesidAts embers red and clear, 
Bask’<f m his plaid a mountaineer , 
Anduphesprungwithswordmhand, — 
‘Thy name and purpose* Saxon, 
stand • * 

‘ A stranger ’ ‘ What dost thou re- 
quire?’ 

‘ Rest and a guide, and food and fire 
My life’s beset, my path is lost, 

The gale has chill’ d my limbs with frost ’ 
‘Art thou a friend to Roderick?’ ‘ No ’ 
‘Thou darest not call thyself a foe?’ 

‘ I dare * to him and all the band 
He brings to aid his murderous hand ’ 
‘Bold words* but, though the beast 
of game 

The privilege of chase may claim, 
Thoughspace and law the stag we lend, 
Ere hound we slip, or bow we bend, 
Who everreck’d, where, how, orwhen, 
The prowling fox was trapp d or slam ? 
Thus treacherous scouts, — yet sure 
they lie 

Who say thou cam’st a secret spy * ’ 

‘ They do, by heaven * Come Roderick 
Dhu, 

And of his clan the boldest two. 

And let me but till morning rest, 

I write the falsehood on their crest ’ 

‘ If by the blaze I mark aright, 

Thou bear’st the belt and spur of 
Knight ’ 

‘Then by these tokens mayest thou 
know 

Each proud oppressor’s mortal foe ’ 

‘ Enough, enough , sit down and share 
A soldier’s couch, a soldier’s fare ’ 


He gave him of his Highland cheer, 
Ihe harden'd flesh of mountain deer, 
Diy fuel on the fire he laid, 

And bade the Saxon share his plaid 
He tended him like welcome guest. 
Then thus his farther speech address’d 
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* Stranger, I am to Roderick Rhu 
A clansman born, a kinsman f ue , 
Each word against his honoui^spoke, 
Demands of me avenging stroke , 

Yet more, — upon thy fate, tis said, 

A mighty augury is laid 

It rests with me to wind my hoin, — 

Thou art with numbers overborne , 

It rests with me, here, brand to brand, 
Worn as thou art, to bid thee stand 
But, not for clan, nor kindred’s cause 
Will I depart from honour s laws , 

To assail a wearied man weie shame, 
And stranger is a holy name, 
Guidance and rest, and food and fire, 
In vain he never must require 
Then rest thee here till dawn of day , 
Myself will guide thee on the way, 

O er stock and stone, through watch 
and ward, 

Till past Clan- Alpine’s outmost guard, 
As far as Coilantogle’s ford , 

From thence thy warrant is thy sword ’ 
‘ I take thy courtesy, by heaven, 

As freely as tis nobly given ' * 

Well, rest thee , for the bittern s ciy 
Sings us the lake s wild lullaby * 

With that he shook the gather d heath, 
And spread his plaid upon the wreath , 
And the brave foemen, side by side. 
Lay peaceful down, like brothers tried 
And slept until the dawning beam 
Purpled the mountain and the stream 

Canto Fifth 

I 

F \IR as the earliest beam of eastern 
light, 

When first by the bewilder d pil- 
gnm spied, 

It smiles upon the dreary brow of night, 
And silvers o’er thetorrent’sfoaming 
tide, 


And lights the fearful path on moun- 
tain side, — 

Fair as that beam, although the 
fail est far. 

Giving to horror grace, to danger 
pnde, 

Shine martial Faith, and Courtesy s 
bright star, 

Through all the wreckful storms that 
cloud the brow of War 

II 

That early beam, so fair and sheen. 
Was twinkling through the hazel 
screen. 

When, rousing at its glimmer red, 
The warriors left their lowly bed, 
Look’d out upon the dappled sky, 
Mutter’d their soldier matins by, 

And then awaked their fire, to steal, 
As short and rude, their soldier meal 
1 hat o er, the Gael around him threw 
His graceful plaid of varied hue. 

And, true to promise, led the way, 

By thicket green and mountain grey 
A w ildenng path ’ they \\ mded now 
Along the precipice s brow. 
Commanding the rich scenes beneath, 

I The windings of the Forth and leith, 
And all the vales beneath that he, 

Till Stirling s turrets melt in sky , 
Then, sunk in copse, their farthest 
glance 

Gain d not the length of Horseman s 
lance 

^ ’Twas oft so steep, the foot was fain 
Assistance from the hand to gam , 

So tangled oft that, bursting through, 
Each hawthorn shed her showers of 
dew, — 

That diamond dew, so pure and clear, 
It rivals all but Beauty s tear ’ 

III 

At length they came where, stern and 
steep. 

The hill sinks down upon the deep 
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Here Vennachar in silver flows, 
There, ridge on ridge, Benledi rose , 
Ever the hollow path twined on, 
Beneath steep bank and threatening 
stone , 

An hundred men might hold the post 
With hardihood against a host 
The rugged mountain’s scanty cloak 
Was dwarfish shrubs of birch and oak, 
With shingles bare, and cliffs between, 
And patches bright of bracken green. 
And heather black, that waved so high. 
It held the copse in nvalry 
But where the lake slept deep and still, 
Dank osiers fnnged the swamp and hill , 
And oft both path and hill were torn, 
Where wintry torrents down had 
borne, 

And heap’d upon the cumber’d land 
Its wreck of gravel, rocks, and sand 
So toilsome was the road to trace, 
The guide, abating ol his pace, 

Led slowly through the pass s jaws, 
•knd ask’d Fitz-James, by what strange 
cause 

He sought these wilds, traversed by 
few. 

Without a pass from Roderick Dhu 
iv 

‘Brave Gael, my pass m danger tried, 
Hangs in my belt, and by my side , 
Yet, sooth to tell,’ the Saxon said, 

‘ I dreamt not now to claim its aid 
When here, but three days since, 
I came, 

Bev-ilder d in pursuit of game. 

All seem’d ns peaceful and as still 
As the mist slumbering on yon hill , 
Thy dangerous Chief was then afar. 
Nor soon expected back from war 
Thus said, at least, my mountain- 
guide. 

Though deep, perchance, the villain 
lied ’ 

* Yet why a second venture try ? ’ 

^ A warrior thou, and ask me why ? 


Moves^our free course by such fix’d 
iause 

As givfes the poor mechanic laws * 
Enough, I sought to drive away 
The lazy hours of peaceful day , 

Shght cause will then suffice to guide 
A Knights free footsteps far and 
wide, — 

A falcon flown, a greyhound stray d, 
The merry glance of mountain maid 
Or, if a path be dangerous known. 
The danger’s self is lure alone ’ 

v 

‘Thy secret keep, I urge thee not, 
Yet, ere again ye sought this spot, 
Say, heard ye nought of Lowland vs, ar, 
Against Clan-Alpme, raised by Mar ? ’ 
‘No, by my word , — of bands prepared 
To guard King James’s sports I heard , 
Nor doubt I aught, but, when theyheai 
This muster of the mountaineer, 
Their pennons will abroad be flung, 
Which else in Doune had peaceful 
hung’ 

‘ Free be they flung ' for vs, e were loth 
Their silken folds should feast the moth 
F ree be they flung > as free shall wav e 
Clan Alpine s pine in banner brave , 
But, Stranger, peaceful since you came. 
Bewilder d in the mountain game, 
Whence the bold boast by which you 
show 

V ch Alpine s vow’d and mortal foe ^ ’ 
‘ Warrior, but yester-morn, I knew 
Nought of thy Chieftain, Roderick 
Dhu, 

Save as an outlaw’d desperate man, 
The chief of a rebellious clan. 

Who, in the Regent s court and sight, 
WTth ruffian dagger stabb’d a knight 
Yet this alone might from his part 
Sever each true and loyal heart ’ 

VI 

Wrothful at such arraignment foul. 
Dark lower’d the clansman s sable 
scowl 
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A space he paused, then sternly* said, 
‘And heard’st thou why he dfew his 
blade ^ \i 

Heard’st thou that shameful word and 
blow 

Brought Roderick’s vengeance on his 
foe? 

What reck’d the Chieftain if he stood 
On Highland heath, or Holy Rood ? 
He rights suchuiongwhereitis given. 
If It were in the court of heaven ’ 

‘ Still was it outrage ,~yet, ’tis true. 
Not then claim d sovereignty his due , 
While Alban\, with feeble hand 
Held borrow d truncheon of command, 
The young King, mew’d m Stirling 
tower, 

Was stranger to respect and power 
But then, thy Chieftain’s robber life ’ 
Winning mean prey by causeless strife, 
Wrenchingfrom ruin’d Low land swam 
His herds and harv'est reared in vain 
Methinks a soul, like thine, should 
scoin 

The spoils from such foul foray borne ’ 

MI 

The Gael beheld him grim the while, 
And answer’d with disdainful smile, 
Saxon, from yonder mountain high, 

I mark’d thee send delighted eye. 

Far to the south and east, where lay. 
Extended in succession gay. 

Deep w aving fields and pastures green, 
Witn gentle slopes and groves be- 
tween 

These fertile plains, that soften’d vale, 
Were once the birthright of the Gael , 
The stranger came with iron hand. 
And from our fathers reft the land 
Where dwell we now’ See, rudely 
swell 

Crag over crag, and fell o’er fell 
Ask we this savage hill we tread, 

For fatten’d steer or household bread , 
Ask we for flocks these shingles dry , 
And well the mountain might reply, — 


“ To you, as to your sires of yore, 
Belong the target and claymore < 

I give you shelter in my bieast, 

Your own good blades must win the 
rest ” 

Pent in this fortress of the North, 
Think’st thou we will not sally forth. 
To spoil the spoiler as we may. 

And from the robber rend the prey ’ 
Ay, by my soul ' While on yon plain 
The Saxon rears one shock of grain. 
While of ten thousand herds there 
strays 

But one along yon rivei s maze, 

The Gael, of plain and river heir. 
Shall with strong hand redeem his 
share 

Where live the mountain Chiefs who 
hold, 

That plundering Lowland field and fold 
Is aught but retribution true ? 

Seek other cause ’gainst Roderick 
Dhu’ 

VIII 

Answer’d F itz- J ames, ‘ And, if I sought, 
Think St thou no other could be 
brought ? 

What deem ye of my path waylaid ’ 
My life given o’er to ambuscade?’ 

‘ As of a meed to rashness due 
Hadst thou sent warning fair and true — 
I seek my hound, or falcon stray d, 

I seek, good faith, a Highland maid — 
Free hadst thou been to come and go , 
rBut secret path marks secret foe 
Nor yet, for this, even as a spy, 
Hadst thou unheard been doom’d to 
die, 

Save to fulfil an augury ' 

‘Well, let it pass , nor will I now 
Fresh cause of enmity avow, 

To chafe thy mood and cloud thy brow 
Enough, I am by promise tied 
To match me with this man of pride 
Twice have I sought Clan-Alpine’s glen 
In peace , but when I come agen, 
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I come with banner, brand, and bow, 
As leader seeks his moi tal foe 
For love-lorn swam, m lady’s bower, 
Ne’er panted for the appointed hour. 
As I, until before me stand 
This rebel Chieftain and his band * ’ 

IX 

‘ Have, then, thy wish * ’ He whistled 
shrill, 

And he was answer d from the hill , 
Wild as the scream of the curlew. 
From crag to crag the signal flew 
Instant, through copse and heath, 
arose 

Bonnets and spears and bended bows , 
On right, on left, above, below. 
Sprung up at once the lurking foe , 
From shingles grey their lances start, 
The bracken bush sends forth the 
dart, 

The rushes and the willow-wand 
Are bristling into axe and brand, 

And every tuft of broom gives life 
To plaided warrior arm’d for strife 
That whistle garnson’d the glen 
At once with full five hundred men, 
As if the yawning hill to heaven 
A subterranean host had given 
Watching their leader’s beck and will, 
All silent there they stood, and still 
Like the loose crags, whose threatening 
mass 

Lay tottering o’er the hollow pass. 

As if an infant s touch could urge 
Their headlong passage down the 
verge, 

With step and weapon forward flung, 
Upon the mountain side they hung 
The Mountaineer cast glance of pride 
Along Benledi’s living side. 

Then fix’d his eye and sable brow 
Full on Fitz-James — * How say’st thou 
now^ 

These are Clan-Alpine’s warriors 
true, 

And, Saxon, — I am Roderick Dhu 


X 

Fitz-J^es was brave Though to his 
Ipeart 

The life blood thrill’d with sudden start. 
He mann’d himself with dauntless air 
Return’d the Chief his haughty stare, 
His back against a rock he bore, 

And firmly placed his foot before 
‘ Come one, come all < this rock shall fly 
From its firm base as soon as I ’ 

Sir Roderick mark’d, and in his e^^es 
Respect was mingled with surprise, 
And the stern joy which warriors feel 
In foemen worthy of their steel 
Short space he stood, then waved his 
hand 

Down sunk the disappearing band , 
Each warrior vanish’d where he stood, 
In broom or bracken, heath or wood , 
Sunkbrandand spear and bended bow, 
In osiers pale and copses low , 

It seem’d as if their mother Earth 
Had swallow’d up her warlike birth 
The wind’s last breath had toss’d in air 
Pennon, and plaid, and plumage fair, 
The next but swept a lone hill side. 
Where heath and fern were waving 
wide 

The sun’s last glance was glinted back, 
From spear and glaive, from targe and 
jack, 

The next, all unreflected, shone 
On bracken green and cold grey stone 

M 

Fitz James look’d round, yet scarce 
believed 

The witness that his sight received , 
Such apparition well might seem 
Delusion of a dreadful dream 
Sir Rodenck m suspense he eyed, 
And to his look the Chief replied, 

* Fear nought— nay, that I need not 
say — 

But doubt not aught from mine arra> 
Thou art my guest , I pledged my word 
As far as Coilantogle ford 
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Nor would I call a cUnsman’s brand 
For aid against one \aliant haiid, 
Though on our strife lay e\erjfcvale 
Rent by the Saxon from the CSiel 
So nio\ e we on , I only meant 
To show the reed on which you leant 
Deeming this path you might pursue 
Without a pass from Roderick Dhu 
They mo\ed I said Fitz-James was 
brave 

As ever knight that belted glai\ e, 

Yet dare not say that now his blood 
Kept on its wont and temper d flood 
As follow ingRoderick s stride, he drew 
That seeming lonesome pathway 
through, 

Which jet, by fearful proof, was rife 
With lances, that to take his life. 
Waited but signal from a guide 
So late dishonour d and defied 
Ever, bj stealth, Ins eve sought round 
The vanish’d guardians of the ground, 
And still, from copse and heathei deep, 
Fancy sawspear and broadsword peep, 
And in the plover’s shrilly strain, 

1 he signal whistle heard again 
Nor breathed he free till far behind 
The pass w as left , for then they wind 
Along a wide and level green. 

Where neither tree nor tuft was seen. 
Nor rush nor bush of broom was near. 
To hide a bonnet or a spear 

XU 

The Chief in silence strode before. 
And reach’d that torrents sounding 
shore. 

Which, daughter of three might j lakes. 
From Vennachar in silver breaks, 
Sweeps through the plain, and cease- 
less mines 

On Bochastle the mouldering lines, 
Where Rome, the Empress ofthew orld, 
Of yore her eagle wings unfurl’d 
And here his course the Chieftain staid 
Threw down his target and his plaid 
And to the Low land w arrior said 


* Bold Saxon < to his promise just, 
Vich-Alpine has discharged his trust 
This murderous Chief, this ruthless 

man, 

This head of a rebellious clan, 

Hath led thee safe, through watch and 
w'-ard. 

Far past Clan-Alpme’s outmost guard 
Now man to man, and steel to steel, 
A Chieftain’s vengeance thou shalt feel 
See here, all vantageless I stand. 
Arm’d like thyself with single brand 
For this is Coilantogle ford, 

And thou must keep thee wnh thj 
svv ord ’ 

XIII 

The Saxon paused ^ I ne’er delaj ’d, 
When foeman bade me draw my blade, 
Naj, more, brave Chief, I vowd thv 
death , 

Yet sure thy fair and generous faith, 
And my deep debt for life preserved, 
A better meed have well deserved 
Can nought but blood our feud atone ’ 
Are there no means?’ * No, Stranger, 
none ' 

And hear, to fire thy flagging zeal, — 
The Saxon cause rests on thy steel , 
For thus spoke Fate, by prophet bred 
Between the li\ing and the dead 
** Who spills the foremost foeman s life 
Hib party conquers in the strife ’ ’ 

‘ Then, by my word,’ the Saxon said, 

* The riddle is already read 

Seek jonder brake beneath the chfF, 
There lies Red Murdoch, starkand stiff 
Thus Fate has solved her propheej, 
Then yield to Fate, and not to me 
To James, at Stirling, let us go 
When, if thou wilt be still his foe. 

Or if the King shall not agree 
To grant thee grace and favour free, 

I plight mine honour, oath, and w'-ord, 
That to thy native strengths restored, 
With each advantage shalt thou stand. 
That aids thee now, to guard thj land 




V] 




255 


XIV 

Dark lightning flash’d from Roderick’s 
eye 

‘ Soars thy presumption, then, so high, 
Because a wretched kern ye slew, 
Homage to name to Roderick Dhu ? 
He yields not, he, to man nor Fate » 
Thou add’st but fuel to my hate 
My clansman s blood demands revenge 
Not yet prepared ? By heaven, I change 
My thought, and hold thy valour light 
As that of some vain carpet knight, 
Who ill deserved mj courteous care, 
And whose best boast is but to wear 
A braid of his fair lady’s hair * 

* I thank thee, Roderick, for the word ’ 
It nerves my heart, it steels my sword , 
For I have sworn this braid to stain 
In the best blood that warms thy vein 
Now, truce, farewell ’ and, ruth, 
begone ’ 

Yet think not that by thee alone, 
Proud Chief I can courtesy be shown , 
Though not from copse, or heath, or 
cairn, 

Start at my whistle clansmen stern, 
Of this small horn one feeble blast 
Would fearful odds against thee cast 
But fear not, doubt not — ^which thou 
wilt — 

We try this quarrel hilt to hilt ’ — 
Then each at once his falchion drew, 
Each on the ground his scabbard threw. 
Each look d to sun, and stream, and 
plain. 

As what he ne er might see again , 
Then foot, and point, and eye opposed, 
111 dubious strife they darkly closed 
XV 

111 fared it then with Roderick Dhu, 
That on the field his targe he threw, 
Whose brazen studs and tough bull 
hide 

Had death so often dash d aside , 

For, tram d abroad his arms to wield, 
Fitz-James’s blade was sw^ord and 
shield 


He practised every pass and ward, 

To thrust, to strike, to feint, to guard , 
While fess expert, though stronger 
.ar, 

The Gael maintain’d unequal war 
Three times m cl osing strife they stood , 
And thrice the Saxon blade drank 
blood , 

No stirted draught, no scanty tide. 
The gushing flood the tartans dyed 
Fierce Rodenck felt the fatal dram, 
And shower’d his blows like wmtr> 
ram , 

And, as firm rock, or castle roof. 
Against the winter shower is proof, 
The foe, invulnerable still, 

Foil’d his wild rage by steady skill , 
Till, at advantage ta’en, his brand 
Forced Roderick’s weapon from his 
hand, 

And backward borne upon the lea, 
Brought the proud Chieftain to his 
knee 

XVI 

^ Now, yield thee, or by Him who made 
The world, thy heart s blood dyes my 
blade*’ 

' Thy threats, thy mercy, I defy * 

Let recreant yield, who fears to die ’ 
Like adder darting from his coil, 

Like wolf that dashes through the toil, 
Like mountain cat who guards her 
young, 

Full at Fitz James’s throat he sprung, 
Received, but reck’d not of a wound, 
And lock d his arms his foeman round 
Now, gallant Saxon, hold thine own * 
No maiden s hand is round thee thrown* 
That desperate grasp thy frame might 
feel 

Through bars of brass and tnple steel * 
They tug, they strain* down) down 
they go. 

The Gael above, Fitz -James below 
The Chieftain’s gripe his throat 
compress’d, 

His knee was planted in his breast , 
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His clotted locks he backward threw. 
Across his brow his hand he ^rew, 
From blood and mist to clear h^ sight, 
Then gleam’d aloft his dagger ©right ^ 
But hate and fury ill supplied 
The stream of life’s exhausted tide, 
And all too late the advantage came. 
To turn the odds of deadly game , 
For, while the dagger gleam’d on high, 
Reel’d soul and sense, reel’d brain 
and eye 

Down came the blow — but in the heath , 
The erring blade found bloodless 
sheath 

The struggling foe may now unclasp 
The fainting Chiefs relaxing grasp , 
Un wounded from the dreadful close. 
But breathless all, Fitz James arose 

XVII 

He falter’d thanks to Heaven for life, 
Redeem’d, unhoped, from desperate 
strife , 

Next on his foe his look he cast. 
Whose every gasp appear’d his last , 
In Roderick’s gore he dipt the braid — 
* Poor Blanche' thy wrongs are dearly 
paid 

Yet with thy foe must die, or live, 
The praise that B aith and Valour give ’ 
With that he blew a bugle note. 
Undid the collar from his throat. 
Unbonneted, and by the wave 
Sate down his brow and hands to lave 
Then faint afar are heard the feet 
Of rushing steeds in gallop fleet , 

The sounds increase, and now are seen 
F our mounted squires in Lincoln green , 
Two whobear lance, and two who lead, 
By loosen’d rein, a saddled steed , 
Each onward held his headlong course. 
And by Fitz-James rein’d up his horse. 
With wonder view’d the bloody spot — 
— * Exclaim not, gallants ' question not 
You, Herbert and Luffness, alight, 
Andbindthe wounds ofyonder knight , 
Let the grey palfrey bear his weight, 


We destined for a fairer freight, 

And bring him on to Stirling straight , 
I will before at better speed. 

To seek fresh horse and fitting weed 
The sun rides high , I must be boune, 
To see the archer game at noon , 

But lightly Bayard clears the lea 
De Vaux and Herries, follow me 

XVIII 

^ Stand, Bayard, stand ' ’ The steed 
obey d, 

With arching neck and bended head, 
And glancing eye and quivering ear, 
As if he loved his lord to hear 
No foot Fitz- James in stirrup staid, 
No grasp upon the saddle laid, 

But wreath’d his left hand in the mane, 
And lightly bounded fi om the plain, 
Turn’d on the horse his armed heel, 
And stirr’d his courage with the steel 
Bounded the fiery steed in air, 

The rider sate erect and fair. 

Then like a bolt from steel crossbow 
Forth launch’d, along the plain they 
go 

They dash’d that rapid torrent through, 
And up Carhonie’s hill they flew , 
Still at the gallop prick’d the Knight, 
His merry-men follow’d as they might 
Along thy banks, swift Teith' they 
ride, 

And in the race they mock thy tide , 
Torry and Lendnck now are past, 
And Deanstown lies behind them cast , 
They rise, the banner d towers of 
Doune, 

They sink m distant woodland soon , 
Blair- Drummond sees the hoofs strike 
fire, 

They sweep like breeze through 
Ochtertyre , 

They mark just glance and disappear 
The lofty brow of ancient Kier , 

They bathe their courser s sweltering 
sides. 

Dark Foith ' amid thy sluggish tides, 
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And on the opposing shore take ground, 
With plash, with scramble, and with 
bound 

Right-hand they leave thy cliffs, Craig- 
Forth ’ 

And soon the bulwark of the North, 
Grey Stirling, with her towers and 
town, 

Upon their fleet career look'd down 

XIX 

As up the flinty path they strain’d 
Sudden his steed the leader rein d , 

A signal to his squire he flung, 

Who instant to his stirrup sprung 

* Seest thou, De Vaux, yon woodsman 

grey. 

Who town ward holds the rocky way, 
Of stature tall and poor array ? 
Mark'st thou the firm, yet active stride. 
With which he scales the mountain- 
side* 

Know’st thou from whence he comes, 
or whom * ’ 

* No, by my word , a burly groom 
He seems, who in the field or chase 
A baron’s tram would nobly grace * 

* Out, out, De Vaux < can fear supply, 
And jealousy, no sharper eye* 

Afar, ere to the hill he drew, 

That stately form and step I knew , 
Like form m Scotland is not seen, 
Treads not such step on Scottish green 
'Tis James of Douglas, by Saint Serle » 
The uncle of the banish'd Earl 
Away, away to court, to show 
The near approach of dreaded foe 
The King must stand upon his guard , 
Douglas and he must meet prepared ' 
Then right hand wheel'd their steeds, 
and straight 

They won the castle's postern gate 

XX 

The Douglas, who had bent his way 
From Cambus-Kenneth's abbey grey, 
Now, as he climb'd the rocky shelf, 
Held sad communion with himself 


' Yes • ail is true my fears could frame , 
A prisoner lies the noble Graeme, 
And fierlf Roderick soon will feel 
The vengeance of the royal steel 
I, only I, can ward their fate , 

God grant the ransom come not late ^ 
The Abbess hath her promise given 
My child shall be the bride of Heaven , 
Be pardon'd one repining tear » 

For He who gave her knows how 
dear. 

How excellent — but that is by. 

And now my business is to die 
Ye towers ’ within whose circuit dread 
A Douglas by his sovereign bled , 

And thou, O sad and fatal mound » 
That oft hast heard the death-axe sound, 
As on the noblest of the land 
Fell the stern headsman's bloody hand, 
The dungeon, block, and nameless 
tomb 

Prepare, for Douglas seeks his doom ♦ 
But hark > what blithe and jolly peal 
Makes the Franciscan steeple reel* 
And see < upon the crowded street. 

In motley groups what masquers meet* 
Banner and pageant, pipe and drum, 
And merry mornce-dancers come 
I guess, by all this quaint array. 

The burghers hold their sports to day 
James will be there, he loves such 
show. 

Where the good yeoman bends hisbow. 
And the tough wrestler foils his foe. 
As well as where, in proud career, 
,The high-born tilter shivers spear 
I'll follow to the Castle-park, 

And play my prize , King James shall 
mark 

If age has tamed these smews stark, 
Whose force so oft, m happier days. 
His boyish wonder loved to praise ' 

XXI 

The Castle gates were open flung, 

The quivering drawbridge rock'd and 
rung. 
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And echo’d loud the flinty street 
Beneath the coursers’ clattemng feet, 
As slowly down the steep decent 
Fair Scotland’s King and nobles went, 
While all along the crowded way 
Was jubilee and loud huzza 
And ever James was bending low 
To his white jennet’s saddle-bow, 
DofiSng his cap to city dame, 

Who smiled and blush’d for pnde and 
shame 

And well the simperer might be vain , 
He chose the fairest of the tram 
Gravely he greets each city sire, 
Commends each pageant’s quaint attire. 
Gives to the dancers thanks aloud, 
And smiles and nods upon the crowd. 
Who rend the heavens with their 
acclaims, 

* Long live the Commons* King, King 
James •’ 

Behind the King throng’d peer and 
knight, 

And noble dame and damsel bright. 
Whose fiery steeds ill brook’d the stay 
Of the steep street and crowded way 
But in the tram you might discern 
Dark lowering brow and visage stern , 
There nobles mourn’d their pride le- 
strain’d. 

And the mean bui gher’s joys disdain d , 
And chiefs, who, hostage for their clan, 
Were each from home a banish’d man, 
There thought upon their own grey 
tower. 

Their waving woods, their feudal 
power, 

And deem’d themselves a shameful part 
Of pageant which they cursed m heart 

XXII 

Now, m the Castle-park, drew out 
Their chequer’d bands the joyous rout 
There morncers, with bell at heel. 
And blade in hand, their mazes wheel , 
But chief, beside the butts, there stand 
Bold Robin Hood and all his band — 


Friar Tuck with quarterstaff and cowl, 
Old Scathelocke with his surly scowl, 
Maid Marion, fair as ivoiy bone. 
Scarlet, and Mutch, and Little John- 
Their bugles challenge all that will, 

In archery to piove their skill 
The Douglas bent a bow of might , 

His first shaft centered m the white, 
And when m turn he shot again, 

His second split the first m twain 
From the King’s hand must Douglas 
take 

A silver dart, the archer’s stake , 
Fondly he watch’d, with watery eye, 
Some answering glance of sympathy, 
No kind emotion made reply’ 
Indifferent as to archer wight, 

The monarch gave the arrow bright 

XXIII 

Now, clear the ring’ for, hand to 
hand, 

The manly wrestlers take their stand 
Two o’er the rest superior rose, 

And proud demanded mightier foes, 
Nor call'd in vain , for Douglas came 
— For life IS Hugh of Larbert lame. 
Scarce better John of Alloa’s fare, 
Whom senseless home his comrades 
bear 

Prize of the wrestling match, the King 
To Douglas gave a golden ring, 
While coldly glanced his eye of blue, 
As frozen drop of wintry dew 
Douglas would speak, but in his breast 
His struggling soul his words sup 
press’d , 

Indignant then he turn’d him where 
Their arms the brawny yeomen bare. 
To hurl the massive bar in air 
When each his utmost strength had 
shown, 

The Douglas rent an earth-fast stone 
F rom Its deep bed, then heaved ithigh, 
And sent the fragment through the sky 
A rood beyond the farthest mark 
And still in Stirling’s royal park, 
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The grey hairM sues, wfio know the 
past, 

To strangers point the Douglas-cast, 
And moralize on the decay 
Of Scottish strength in modern day 

XXIV 

The vale with loud applauses rang, 
The Ladies’ Rock sent back the clang 
The King, with look unmoved, be- 
stow’d 

A purse well-fill’d with pieces broad 
Indignant smiled the Douglas proud, 
And threw the gold among the crowd, 
Who now, with anxious wonder, scan, 
And sharper glance, the dark grey 
man, 

Till whispers rose among the throng, 
That heart so free, and hand so strong. 
Must to the Douglas blood belong , 
The old men mark’d, and shook the 
head. 

To see his hair with silver spread , 
And wink’d aside, and told each son. 
Of feats upon the English done. 

Ere Douglas of the stalwart hand 
Was exiled from his native land 
The women praised his stately form. 
Though wreck’d by many a winter’s 
storm , 

The youth with awe and wonder saw 
His strength surpassing Nature’s law 
rhusjudged,as is their wont, the crowd, 
Till murmur rose to clamours loud 
But not a glance from that proud ring 
Of peers, who circled round the King, 
With Douglas held communion kind, 
Or call’d the banish’d man to mind , 
No, not from those who, at the chase, 
Once held his side the honour’d place, 
Begirt his board, and, in the field, 
Found safety underneath his shield , 
For he, whom royal eyes disown. 
When was his form to courtiers 
known » 

XXV 

The Monarch saw the gambols flag, 
And bade let loose a gallant stag, 


Whose pride, the holiday to crown, 
Two favejunte greyhound should pull 
d<<wn. 

That venison free, and Bourdeaux 
wine, 

Might serve the archery to dine 
But Lufra, whom from Douglas’ side 
Nor bribe nor threat could e’er divide, 
The fleetest hound in all the North, 
Brave Lufra saw, and darted forth 
She left the royal hounds mid-way. 
And dashing on the antler’ d prey, 
Sunk her sharp muzzle in his flank. 
And deep the flowing life blood drank 
The King’s stout huntsman saw the 
sport 

By strange intruder broken short. 
Came up, and with his leash unbound. 
In anger struck the noble hound 
The Douglas had endured, that morn, 
The King’s cold look, the nobles’ 
scorn. 

And last, and worst to spirit proud, 
Had borne the pity of the crowd , 

But Lufra had been fondly bred, 

To share his board, to watch his bed. 
And oft would Ellen Lufra’s neck 
In maiden glee with garlands deck , 
They were such playmates, that with 
name 

Of Lufra, Ellen’s image came 
His stifled wrath is brimming high. 

In darken’d brow and flashing eye , 
As waves before the bark divide, 

The crowd gave way before his stnde , 
Needs but a buffet and no more, 

'The groom lies senseless m his gore 
Such blow no other hand could deal. 
Though gauntleted in glove of steel 

XXVI 

Then clamour’d loud the roj^al train, 
And brandish’d swords and staves 
amain 

But stern the Baron’s warning — 
‘ Back • 

Back, on your lives, ye menial pack I 
K 2 
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Beware the Douglas Yes * behold, 
King James * the Douglas, Room’d of 
old, 

And vainly sought for near and far, 

A victim to atone the war, 

A willing victim, now attends, 

N or craves thy grace but for his friends ' 

' Thus IS my clemency repaid ^ 
Presumptuous Lord ’ ’ the monarch 
said, 

* Of thy mis proud ambitious clan, 
Thou, JamesofBothwelljWertthe man, 
The only man, in whom a foe 
My woman-mercy would not know 
But shall a Monarch s presence brook 
Injurious blow, and haughty look ^ 
hat ho • the Captain of our Guard < 
Give the offender fitting ward 
Break off the sports • ’ — for tumult rose, 
And yeomen ’gan to bend their bows 
‘ Break off the sports • * he said, and 
frown’d, 

*And bid our horsemen clear the 
ground ’ 

XXVII 

Then uproar wild and misarray 
Marr’d the fair form of festal day 
The horsemen prick’d among the 
crowd, 

Repell d by threats and insult loud , 
To earth are borne the old and weak. 
The timorous fly, the women shriek , 
With flint, with shaft, with staff, with 
bar. 

The hardier urge tumultuous war 
At once round Douglas darkly sweep^ 
The royal spears m circle deep. 

And slowly scale the pathway steep, 
While on the rear in thunder pour 
The rabble with disorder’d roar 
With grief the noble Douglas saw 
The Commons nse against the law, 
And to the leading soldier said, 

^ Sir John of Hyndford > ’twas my blade 
That knighthood on thy shoulder laid , 
For that good deed permit me then 
A word with these misguided men 


XXVIII 

‘Hear, gentle friends’ ere yet for me. 
Ye break the bands of fealty 
My life, my honour, and my cause, 

I tender free to Scotland s laws 
Are these so weak as must require 
The aid of your misguided ire t 
Or, if I suffer causeless wrong, 

Is then my selfish rage so strong, 

My sense of public weal so low, 

That, for mean vengeance on a foe. 
Those cords of love I should unbind, 
Which knit my country and my kind? 
Oh no ’ Believe, m yonder tower 
It will not soothe my captive hour 
To know those spears our foes should 
dread 

For me in kindred gore are red , 

To know, in fruitless brawl begun, 
For me that mother wails her son , 
For me that widow's mate expires. 
For me that orphans weep their sires , 
That patriots mourn insulted laws. 
And curse the Douglas for the cause 
O let your patience ward such ill, 
And keep your right to love me still 1 

XXIX. 

The crowd’s wild fury sunk again 
In tears, as tempests melt in rain 
With lifted hands and eyes, they pray’d 
For blessings on his generous head, 
Who for his country felt alone, 

And prized her blood beyond his own 
Old men, upon the verge of life, 
Bless’d him who staid the civil strife, 
And mothers held their babes on high, 
The self-devoted Chief to spy, 
Triumphant over wrongs and ire, 

To whom the prattlers owed a sire 
Even the rough soldier’s heart was 
moved , 

As if behind some biei beloved, 

With trailing arms and drooping head. 
The Douglas up the hill he led, 

And at the Castle’s battled verge, 
With sighs resign’d his honour’d 
charge 
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XXX 

The offended Monarch rode apart, 
With bitter thought and swelling heart, 
And would not now vouchsafe again 
Through Stirling streets to lead his 
train 

‘ O Lennox, who would wish to rule 
This changeling crowd, this common 
fool? 

Hear’st thou,’ he said, ‘ the loud 
acclaim, 

With which they shout the Douglas 
name? 

With like acclaim, the vulgar throat 
Strain’d for King James their morning 
note , 

With like acclaim they hail’d the day 
When first I broke the Douglas’ sway , 
And like acclaim would Douglas greet, 
If he could hurl me from my seat 
Who o’er the herd would wish to reign. 
Fantastic, fickle, fierce, and vain ? 
Vain as the leaf upon the stream, 

And fickle as a changeful dream , 
Fantastic as a woman s mood, 

And fierce as Frenzy’s fever’d blood 
Thou many-headed monster-thmg, 

0 who would wish to be thy king ^ 

XXXl 

‘But soft I what messenger of speed 
Spurs hitherward his panting steed ? 

1 guess his cognizance afar — 

What from our cousin, John of Mar?’ 
‘ He prays, my liege, your sports keep 
bound 

Within the safe and guarded ground 
For some foul purpose yet unknown — 
Most sure for evil to the throne — 
The outlaw’d Chieftain, Roderick Dhu, 
Has summon'd his rebellious crew , 
’Tis said, in James of Bothwell’s aid 
These loose banditti stand array’d 
The Earl of Mar, this morn, from 
Doune, 

To break their muster march’d, and 
soon 


Your grace will hear of battle fought, 
But eari^stly the Earl besought, 

Till for such danger he provide, 

With scanty tram you will not ride ’ 

XXXII 

‘ Thou warn’st me I have done amiss , 
I should have earlier look’d to this 
I lost it in this bustling day 
Retrace with speed thy former way , 
Spare not for spoiling of thy steed, 
The best of mine shall be thy meed 
Say to our faithful Lord of Mar, 

We do forbid the intended war 
Rodenck, this morn, in single fight, 
Was made our prisoner by a knight , 
And Douglas hath himself and cause 
Submitted to our kingdom’s laws 
The tidings of their leaders lost 
Will soon dissolve the mountain host, 
Nor would we that the vulgar feel, 
For their Chief’s crimes, avengmgsteel 
Bear Mar our message, Braco fly t ’ 
He turn’d his steed, — * My liege, I hie. 
Yet, ere I cross this lily lawn, 

I fear the broadswords will be drawn ' 
The turf the flying courser spurn’d. 
And to his towers the King return’d 

XXXIII 

111 with King James’s mood, that day, 
Suited gay feast and minstrel lay , 
Soon were dismiss’d the courtly throng. 
And soon cut short the festal song 
Nor less upon the sadden’d town 
^The evening sunk in sorrow down 
The burghers spoke of civil jar. 

Of rumour’d feuds and mountain war, 
Of Moray, Mar, and Rodenck Dhu, 
All up in arms — the Douglas too, 
They mourn’d him pent within the hold 
‘ Where stout Earl William was of ol d 
And there his word the speaker staid, 
And finger on his lip he laid. 

Or pointed to his dagger blade 
But jaded horsemen, from the west, 

I At evening to the Castle press’d , 
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And busy talkers said they bore 
Tidings of fight on Katrme’stshore , 
At noon the deadly fray begun, 

And lasted till the set of sun 
Thus giddy rumour shook the town, 
Till closed the Night her pennons 
brown 


Canto Sixth. 

<BuArb®®ootn 

I 

The sun, awakening, through the 
smoky air 

Of the dark city casts a sullen glance. 

Rousing each caitifif to his task of care, 

Of sinful man the sad inheritance , 

Summoning revellers from the lagging 
dance, 

Scaring the prowling robber to his 
den , 

Gilding on battled tower the warder’s 
lance, 

And warning student pale to leave 
his pen, 

And yield his drowsy eyes to the 
kind nurse of men 

What various scenes, and, O * what 
scenes of woe, 

Are witness’d by that red and 
struggling beam ! 

The fever’d patient, from his pallet low, 

1 hrough crowded hospital beholds ** 
its stream , 

The ruin’d maiden trembles at its 
gleam, 

The debtor wakes to thought of 
gyve and jail, 

The love-lorn wretch starts from 
tormenting dream , 

The wakeful mother, by the glim- 
menng pale, 

Tnms her sick infant’s couch, and 
soothes his feeble wail 


II 

At dawn the towers of Stirling rang 
With soldier-step and weapon-clang, 
While drums, with rolling note, foretell 
Relief to weary sentinel 
Through narrow loop and casement 
barr’d. 

The sunbeams sought the Court of 
Guard, 

And, struggling with the smoky air. 
Deaden’d the torches’ yellow glare 
In comfortless alliance shone 
The lights through arch of blacken’d 
stone. 

And show’d wild shapes in garb of war, 
Faces deform’d with beard and scar. 
All haggard from the midnight watch. 
And fever’d with the stern debauch. 
For the oak table’s massive board. 
Flooded with wine, with fragments 
stored. 

And beakers drain’d, and cups o’er- 
thrown, 

Show’d in what sport the night had 
flown 

Some, weary, snored on floor and 
bench , 

Some labour’d still their thirst to 
quench , 

Some, chill’d with watching, spread 
their hands 

O’er the huge chimney’s dying brands, 
While round them, or beside them 
flung, 

At every step their harness rung 

HI 

These drew not for their fields the 
sword. 

Like tenants of a feudal lord, 

Nor own’d the patriarchal claim 
Of Chieftain in their leader’s name , 
Adventurers they, from far who roved, 
To live by battle which they loved 
There the Italian’s clouded face. 

The swarthy Spaniard’s there you 
trace , 
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The mountain loving Switzer there 
More freely breathed in mountain-air , 
The Fleming there despised the soil, 
That paid so ill the labourer’s toil , 
Their rolls show’d French and Ger- 
man name , 

And merry England’s exiles came, 

To share, with ill conceal’d disdain, 

Of Scotland’s pay the scanty gam 
All biave in arms, well train’d to wield 
The heavy halberd, brand, and shield , 
In camps licentious, wild, and bold , 

In pillage fierce and uncontroll’d* , 

And now, by holytide and feast. 

From rules of discipline released 

i\ 

They held debate of bloody fray, 
Fought 'twixt Loch Katrine and 
Achray 

Fierce was their speech, and, ’mid 
their words. 

Their hands oft grappled to their 
swords , 

Nor sunk their tone to spare the ear 
Of wounded comrades groaning near, 
Whose mangled limbs, and bodies 
gored. 

Bore token of the mountain sword, 
Though, neighbouring to the Court 
of Guard, 

Their prayers and fevensh wails were 
heard , 

Sad burden to the ruffian joke, 

And savage oath by fury spoke ! 

At length up-started John of Brent, ^ 
A yeoman from the banks of Trent , 

A stranger to respect or fear, 

In peace a chaser of the deer, 

In host a hardy mutineei, 

But still the boldest of the crew. 
When deed of danger was to do 
He grieved, that day, their games cut 
short, 

And marr’d the dicer’s brawling sport, 
And shouted loud, ‘ Renew the bowl ! 
And, while a merry catch I troll, 


Let each the buxom chorus bear, 

Likebre^ren of the brand and spear — 

V 

soldier’s song 

‘Our vicar still preaches that Peter 
and Poule 

Laid a swinging long curse on the 
bonny brown bowl, 

That there ’s wrath and despair in the 
jolly black-jack, 

And the seven deadly sins in a flagon 
of sack , 

Yet whoop, Bamaby * off with thy 
liquor, 

Drink upsees out, and a fig for the 
vicar’ 

Our vicar he calls it damnation to sip 

The ripe ruddy dew of a woman’s 
dear hp. 

Says, that Beelzebub lurks in her 
kerchief so sly. 

And Apollyon shoots darts from her 
merry black eye , 

Yet whoop, Jack’ kiss Gillian the 
quicker, 

Till she bloom like a rose, and a fig 
for the vicar ’ 

Our vicar thus preaches— and why 
should he not ? 

For the dues of his cure are the 
placket and pot , 

And ’tis right of his office poor laymen 
to lurch, 

Who infringe the domams of our good 
Mother Church 

Yet whoop, bully-boys ’ off with your 
liquor, 

Sweet Marjorie’s the word, and a Hg 
for the vicar ’ ’ 

VI 

The warder’s challenge, heard with out. 

Staid in mid-roar the merry shout 
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A soldier to the portal went, — 

‘ Here is old Bertram, sirs, of Ghent , 
And, beat for jubilee the druin • 

A maid and minstrel with him come ’ 
Bertram, a Fleming, grey and scarr’d. 
Was entering now the Court of Guard, 
A harper with him, and in plaid 
AU muffled close, a mountain maid, 
Who backward shrunk to ’scape the 
view 

Of the loose scene and boisterous crew 
‘What news^’ they roar’d ‘I only 
know, 

From noon till eve we fought with foe. 
As wild and as untameable 
As the rude mountains where they 
dwell , 

On both sides store of blood is lost. 
Nor much success can either boast ’ 

‘ But w hence thy captives, friend ? 
such spoil 

As theirs must needs reward thy toil 
Old dost thou wax, and wars grow 
sharp , 

Thou now hast glee-maiden and harp t 
Get thee an ape, and trudge the land, 
The leader of a juggler band ’ 

VII 

‘No, comrade, no such fortune mine 
After the fight these sought our line. 
That aged harper and the girl. 

And, having audience of the Earl, 
Mar bade I should purvey them steed, 
And bring them hitherward withspeed 
Forbear your miith and rude alarm, 
For none shall do them shame or 
harm ' 

‘ Hearyehisboast?’ cried John ofBrent, 
Ever to strife and jangling bent , 

* Shall he stnke doe beside our lodge, 
And yet the jealous niggard grudge 
To pay the forester his fee ^ 

I ’ll have my share, howe’er it be, 
Despite of Moray, Mar, or thee ’ 
Bertram his forward step withstood , 
^d, burning in his vengeful mood, 


Old Allan, though unfit for strife, 
Laid hand upon his dagger-knife , 
But Ellen boldly stepp’d between. 
And dropp’d at once the tartan screen 
So, from his morning cloud, appears 
The sun of May, through summer tears 
The savage soldiery, amazed. 

As on descended angel gazed , 

Even hardy Brent, abash’d and tamed. 
Stood half admiring, half ashamed 

VIII 

Boldly she spoke, ‘ Soldiers, attend ' 
My father was the soldier’s friend , 
Cheer’d him 111 camps, m marches led, 
And with him in the battle bled 
Not from the valiant, or the strong, 
Should exile’s daughter suffer wrong ’ 
Answer’d De Brent, most forward still 
In every feat or good or ill — 

‘ I shame me of the part I play’d 
And thou an outlaw’s child, poor maid* 
An outlaw I by forest laws. 

And merry N eedwood knows the cause 
Poor Rose— if Rose be living now'— 
He wiped his iron eye and brow — 

‘ Must bear such age, I think, as thou 
Hear ye, my mates , — I go to call 
The Captain of our watch to hall 
There lies my halberd on the floor, 
And he that steps my halberd o’er, 

1 0 do the maid injurious part, 

My shaft shall quiver in his heart ^ 
Beware loose speech, or jesting rough. 
Y e all know J ohn de Brent Enough ’ 

IX 

Their Captain came, a gallant young, 
(Of Tullibardine’s house he sprung,) 
Nor wore he yet the spurs of knight , 
Gay was his mien, his humour light, 
And, though by courtesy controll’d. 
Forward his speech, his bearing bold, 
The high-born maiden ill could brook 
The scanning of his cunous look 
And dauntless eye , — and yet, in sooth 
Young Lewis was a generous youth 
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But Ellen’s lovely fdce and mien, 

111 suited to the garb and scene, 
Mightlightly bear construction strange, 
And give loose fancy scope to range 
* Welcome to Stirling towers, fair maid » 
Come ye to seek a champion’s aid, 

On palfrey white, with harper hoar, 
Like errant damosel of yore'i 
Does thy high quest a knight require. 
Or may the venture suit a squire ?* 
Her dark eye flash’d , she paused and 
sigh’d, 

‘ O what have I to do with pride • 
Through scenes of sorrow, shame, and 
stnfe, 

A suppliant for a father’s life, 

I crave an audience of the King 
Behold, to back my suit, a ring. 

The royal pledge of grateful claims, 
Given by the Monarch to Fitz- James * 

X 

The signet ring young Lewis took, 
With deep respect and alter’d look , 
And said, * This ring our duties own , 
And pardon, if to worth unkno-wn. 

In semblance mean obscurely veil’d, 
Lady, m aught my folly fail’d 
Soon as the day flings wide his gates. 
The King shall know what suitor waits 
PI easeyou, meanwhile, in fitting bower 
Repose you till his waking hour , 
Female attendance shall obey 
Yourhest, for service or array 
Permit I marshall you the way ’ 

But, ere she followed, with the grace 
And open bounty of her race. 

She bade her slender puise be shared 
Among the soldiers of the guard 
The rest With thanks their guerdon took , 
But Brent, with shy and awkward look. 
On the reluctant maiden’s hold 
F orcedbluntly back theproffer’d gold — 
^Forgive a haughty English heart. 
And O forget its ruder part ’ 

The vacant purse shall be my share. 
Which m my barret-cap I ’ll bear, 
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Perchance, in jeopardy of war, 
Where §ayer crests may keep afar ’ 
With thanks ( twas all she could) the 
maid 

His rugged courtesy repaid 

XI 

When Ellen forth with Lewis went, 
Allan made suit to John of Brent 
‘ My lady safe, O let your grace 
Give me to see my master’s face • 

His minstrel I , to share his doom 
Bound from the cradle to the tomb , 
Tenth in descent, since first my sires 
Waked for his noble house their lyres, 
Nor one of all the race was known 
But prized its weal above their own 
With the Chiefs birth begins our care , 
Our harp must soothe the infant heir, 
Teach theyouth tales of fight, andgrace 
His earliest feat of field or chase , 

In peace, in war, our rank we keep, 
We cheer hisboardjwesoothehissleep. 
Nor leave him till we pour our verse, 
A doleful tribute > o’er his hearse 
Then let me share his captive lot , 

It is my right, deny it not ’ ’ 

‘ Little we reck,’ said John of Brent, 

‘ We Southern men, of long descent , 
Nor wot we how a name, a word. 
Makes clansmen vassals to a lord 
Yet kind my noble landlord’s part, — 
God bless the house of Beaudesert > 
And, but I loved to drive the deer. 
More than to guide the labouring steer, 
^ I had not dwelt an outcast here 
Come, good old Minstrel, follow me , 
Thy Lord and Chieftain shaltthou see ’ 

XII 

Then, from a rusted iron hook, 

A bunch of ponderous keys he took, 
Lighted a torch, and Allan led 
Through grated arch and passage dread , 
Portals they pass’d, where, deep 
within. 

Spoke pnsoner’s moan, and fetters’ dm; 
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Through rugged vaults, where, loosely 
stored, 

Lay wheel, and axe, and headsman’s 
sword, 

And many an hideous engine grim. 
For wrenching joint, and crushinglimb. 
By artist form’d, who deem’d it shame 
And Sin to give their work a name 
They halted at a low brow’d porch, 
And Brent to Allan gave the torch, 
While bolt and chain he backward 
roll’d, 

And made the bar unhasp its hold 
They enter’d ’twas a prison room 
Of stern security and gloom. 

Yet not a dungeon , for the day 
Through lofty gratings found its way. 
And rude and antique garniture 
Deck’d the sad walls and oaken floor , 
Such as the rugged days of old 
Deem’d fit for captive noble’s hold 
‘Here,’ said De Brent, ‘thou mayst 
remain 

Till the leech visit him again 
Strict IS his charge, the warders tell. 
To tend the noble prisoner well ’ 
Retiring then, the bolt he drew. 

And the lock’s murmurs growl’d anew 
Roused at the sound, from lowly bed 
A captive feebly raised his head , 

The wondering Minstrel look’d, and 
knew 

Not his dear lord, but Roderick Dim > 
For, come from where Clan-Alpine 
fought. 

They, erring, deem’d the Chief he 
sought 

xin 

As the tall ship, whose lofty prore 
Shall never stem the billows more, 
Deserted by her gallant band. 

Amid the breakeis lies astiand. 

So, on his couch, lay Roderick Dhu t 
And oft his fever’d limbs he threw 
In toss abrupt, as when her sides 
Lie rocking in the advancing tides. 


That shake hei frame with ceaseless 
beat, 

Yet cannot heave her from her seat, 
O ’ how unlike her course at sea ’ 

Or his free step on hill and lea » 

Soon as the Minstrel he could scan, 

‘ What of thy lady ^ of my clan ? 

My mother ? Douglas ^ tell me all ? 
Have they been ruin’d in my fall ? 

Ah, yes * or wherefore art thou here ? 
Yet speak, speak boldly, do not fear’ 
(For Allan, who his mood well knew. 
Was choked with grief and terror 
too ) — 

‘ Who fought— who fled ? Old man, 
be brief, 

Some might — for they had lost their 
Chief 

Who basely live ^ who bravely died 
‘ O, calm thee. Chief*’ the Minstrel 
cried, 

‘Ellen is safe’ — ‘For that, thank 
Heaven * ’ 

‘ And hopes are for the Douglas given , 
The Lady Margaret, too, is well , 
And, foi thy clan, — on field or fell. 
Has never harp of minstrel told, 

Of combat fought so true and bold 
Thy stately Pine is yet unbent, 
Though many a goodly bough is rent ’ 

XIV 

The Chieftain rear’d his form on high, 
And fever’s fire was in his eye , 

But ghastly, pale, and livid streaks 
Chequer’d his swarthy brow and 
cheeks 

— ‘ Hark, Minstrel I I have heard thee 
play, 

With measure bold, on festal day, 

In yon lone isle, . . again where ne’er 
Shall harper play, or wamorhear * 
That stirring air that peals on high, 
O’er Dermid’s race our victory 
Strike it * and then (for well thou 
canst) 

Free from thy minstrel spirit glanced, 
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Fling me the picture of the fight 
When met my clan the Saxon might 
I U1 listen, till my fancy hears 
The clang of swords, the crash of 
spears ’ 

These grates, these walls, shall vanish 
then, 

For the fair field of fighting men, 

And my free spirit burst away, 

As if It soar’d from battle fray ’ 

The trembling Bard with awe obey’d, 
Slow on the harp his hand he laid , 
But soon remembrance of the sight 
He witness’d from the mountain’s 
height. 

With what old Bertram told at night, 
Awaken’d the full power of song. 

And bore him m career along — 

As shallop launch’d on river’s tide. 
That slow and fearfukleaves the side. 
But, when it feels the middle stream. 
Drives downward swift as lightning’s 
beam 

XV 

BATTLE OF BEAL’ AN DUINE 

* The Minstrel came once more to view 
The eastern ridge of Benvenue, 

For, ere he parted, he would say 
Farewell to lovely Loch Achray 
Where shall he find, in foreign land. 
So lone a lake, so sweet a strand > 
There is no breeze upon the fern. 
Nor ripple on the lake , 

Upon her eyry nods the erne. 

The deer has sought the brake , 
The small birds will no^ sing aloud. 
The spnngmg trout lies still, 

So darkly glooms yon thunder cloud. 
That swathes, as with a purple 
shroud, 

Benledi’s distant hill 
Is it the thunder’s solemn sound 
That mutters deep and dread, 

Or echoes from the groaning ground 
The warrior’s measured tread ^ 


Is It the lightning’s quivering glance 
Th^ on the thicket streams, 

Or do they flash on spear and lance 
The sun’s retiring beams ^ 

I see the dagger crest of Mar, 

I see the Moray’s silver star 
Wave o’er the cloud of Saxon war. 
That up the lake comes winding far < 
To hero bound for battle-strife. 

Or bard of martial lay, 

’Twere worth ten years of peaceful 
life. 

One glance at their array • 

XVI 

* Their light-arm’d archers far and 
near 

Survey’d the tangled ground , 
Their centre ranks, with pike and 
spear, 

A twilight forest frown’d , 

Their barbed horsemen, m the rear. 
The stern battalia crown’d 
No cymbal clash’d, no clarion rang, 
Still were the pipe and drum , 
Save heavy tread, and armour’s 
clang, 

The sullen march was dumb 
There breathed no wind their crests 
to shake. 

Or wave their flags abroad , 
Scarce the frail aspen seem’d to 
quake. 

That shadow’d o’er their road 
Theirvaward scouts no tidings bnng. 
Can rouse no lurking foe. 

Nor spy a trace of living thing, 
Save when they stirr’d the roe , 
The host moves like a deep sea 
wave, 

Where rise no rocks its pride to 
brave. 

High-swelling, dark, and slow 
The lake is pass’d, and now they gam 
A narrow and a broken plain. 

Before the Trosachs’ rugged jaws , 
And here the horse and spearmen pause, 
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While, to explore the dangerous glen, 
Dive through the pass the arclfer-men 

XVII 

‘ At once there rose so wild a 3»’ell 
Within that dark and narrow dell, 

As all the fiends, from heaven that fell, 
Had peal’d the banner-cry of hell ^ 
Forthfromthe pass in tumult driven. 
Like chaffbefore the wind of heaven, 
The archery appear , 

For life ' for life ! their plight they 
ply— 

And shriek, and shout, and battle cry. 
And plaids and bonnets wavmghigh, 
And broadswords flashing to the sky, 
Are maddening in the rear 
Onward they drive, in dreadful race. 
Pursuers and pursued , 

Before that tide of flight and chase. 
How shall it keep its rooted place, 
The spearmen’s twilight wood ? 
**Down, down,” cried Mar, ‘‘your 
lances down • 

Bear back both friend and foe * ” 
Like reeds before the tempest’s 
frown. 

That serried grove of lances brown 
At once lay levell’d low , 

And closely shouldering side to side. 
The bristling ranks the onset bide 
« We ’ll quell the savage moun- 
taineer, 

As their Tinchel cows the game* 
They come as fleet as forest deer. 
We’ll drive them back as tame ” 

XVIII 

‘ Bearing before them, m their course. 
The relics of the archer force, 

Like wave with crest of sparklingfoam, 
Rigiit onwaid did Clan Alpine come 
Above the tide, each broadsword 
bright 

Was brandishing like beam of light. 
Each targe was dark below , 

And with the ocean’s mighty swing. 
When heaving to the tempest swing, 
They hurl’d them on the foe 


I heard the lance’s shivering crash, 

As when the whirlwind rends the ash, 
1 heard the broadsword s deadly clang. 
As if an hundred anvils rang * 

But Moray wheel’d his rearward rank 
Of horsemen on Clan- Alpine’s flank, 

“ banner-man, advance ’ 
Isee,”hecried, “theircolumn shake 
Now, gallants • for your ladies’ sake, 
Upon them with the lance*” 

The horsemen dash’d among the 
rout, 

As deer break through the broom, 
Their steeds are stout, their swords 
are out. 

They soon make lightsome i oom 
Clan- Alpine’s best are backward 
borne * 

Where, where was Roderick 
then 2 

One blast upon his bugle horn 
Were worth a thousand men ! 
And refluent through the pass of fear, 
The battle’s tide was pour’d , 
Vanish’d the Saxon’s struggling 
spear. 

Vanish’d the mountain-sword 
As Bracklinn’s chasm, so black and 
steep, 

Receives her roaring linn, 

As the dark caverns of the deep 
Suck the wild whirlpool in. 

So did the deep and darksome pass 
Devour the battle’s mingled mass 
None linger now upon the plain, 

Save those who ne'er shall fight again 

XIX 

‘ Now westward rolls the battle’s 
dm. 

That deep and doubling pass within 
Minstrel, away, the work of fate 
Is bearing on its issue wait, 

Where the rude Trosachs’ dread defile 
Opens on Katrine’s lake and isle 
Grey Benvenue I soon re pass d, 

Loch Katrine lay beneath me cast 
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The sun is set , the clouds are met, 
The lowering scowl of heaven 
An inky hue of hvid blue 
To the deep lake has given , 
Strange gusts of wind from mountain- 
glen 

S’wept o’er the lake, then sunk agen 
I heeded not the eddying surge, 

Mine eye but saw the Trosachs’ gorge, 
Mine ear but heard the sullen sound, 
Which like an earthquake shook the 
ground, 

And spoke the stern and desperate 
strife 

That parts not but with parting life, 
Seeming, to minstrel ear, to toll 
The dirge of many a passing soul 
Nearer it comes , the dim-wood glen 
The martial flood disgorged agen. 

But not in mingled tide , 

The plaided warriors of the North 
High on the mountain thunder forth 
And overhang its side , 

While by the lake below appears 
The dark’ning cloud of Sa'^on spears 
At weary bay each shatter’d band, 
Eyeing their foemen, sternly stand , 
Their banners stream like tatter’d sail. 
That flings its fragments to the gale. 
And broken arms and disarray 
Mark’d the fell havoc of the day 

XX 

Wiewing the mountain’s ndge a- 
skance, 

The Saxon stood in sullen trance, 

Till Moray pointed with his lance. 
And cried — ‘ Behold yon isle ’ 

See f none are left to guard its strand. 
But women weak, that wnng the hand 
Tis there of yore the robber band 
Their booty wont to pile , 

My purse, with bonnet pieces store. 
To him will swim a bow-shot o’er, 
And loose a shallop from the shore 
Lightly we ’ll tame the war-wolf then, 
Lords of his mate, and bi ood, and den ’ 


Forth from the ranks a spearman 
sprung, 

On earth his casque and corslet rung, 
He plunged him in the wave 
All saw the deed, the purpose knew. 
And to their clamours Benvenue 
A mingled echo gave , 

The Saxons shout, their mate to cheer, 
The helpless females scream for fear, 
And yells for rage the mountaineer 
*Twas then as by the outcry riven, 
Pour’d down at once the lowering 
heaven 

A whirlwind swept Loch Katnne’s 
breast. 

Her billows rear’d their snowy crest 
Wellfortheswimmersweirdtheyhigh, 
To mar the Highland maiksman’s eye , 
For round him shower’d, ’mid ram 
and hail, 

The vengeful arrows of the Gael 
In vain , he nears the isle, and lo * 
His hand is on a shallop’s bow 
Just then a flash of lightning came. 

It tinged the waves and strand with 
flame, 

I mark’d Duncraggan’s widow’d dame, 
Behind an oak I saw her stand, 

A naked dirk gleam’d in her hand 
It darken’d, but, amid the moan 
Of waves, I heard a dying groan , 
Another flash * — the spearman floats 
A weltering corse beside the boats. 
And the stern matron o’er him stood. 
Her hand and dagger streaming blood 

XXI 

Revenge ’ revenge*” the Saxons 
cned, 

The Gaels’ exulting shout replied 
Despite the elemental rage, 

Again they hurried to engage , 

But, ere they closed in desperate fight. 
Bloody with spurring came a knight. 
Sprung from his horse, and, from 
a crag, 

Waved ’twixt the hosts a milk white 
flag 
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Clarion and trumpet by his side 
Rung forth a truce-note high aSad wide, 
While, in the Monarch’s name, afar 
An herald’s voice forbade the war. 
For Bothwell’s lord, and Roderick 
bold. 

Were both, he said, in captive hold * 

But here the lay made sudden stand • 
The harp escaped the Minstrel’s hand* 
Oft had he stolen a glance, to spy 
How Roderick brook’d his minstrelsy 
At first, the Chieftain, to the chime, 
With lifted hand, kept feeble time , 
That motion ceased, yet feeling strong 
Vaned his look as changed the song , 
At length, no more his deafen’d ear 
The minstrel melody can hear , 

His face grows sharp, his hands are 
clench’d. 

As if some pang his heart-stnngs 
wrench’d , 

Set are his teeth, his fading eye 
Is sternly fix’d on vacancy , 

Thus, motionless, and moanless, drew 
His parting breath, stout Roderick 
Dhu > 

Old Allan bane look’d on aghast, 
While grim and still his spirit pass’d 
But when he saw that life was fled, 
He pour’d his wailing o’er the dead 

xxn 

LAMENT 

^ And art thou cold and lowly laid. 
Thy foeman’s dread, thy people’s aid, 
Breadalbane’s boast, Clan -Alpine’s 
shade ! 

For thee shall none a requiem say? 
For thee, who loved the minstrel’s lay. 
For thee, of Bothwell’s house the stay, 
The shelter of her exiled line, 

* E’en m this prison-house of thine, 

I’ll wail for Alpine’s honour’d Pine I 

* What groans shall yonder valleys fill < 
Whatshneks ofgriefshall rendyon hill > 
What tears of burning rage shall thnll, 


When mourns thy tribe thy battles 
done, 

Thy fall before the race was won, 
Thy sword ungirt ere set of sun » 
There breathes not clansman of thy line, 
But would have given his life for thine 
O woe for Alpine’s honour’d Pine > 

' Sad was thy lot on mortal stage f 
The captive thrush may brook the cage, 
The prison’d eagle dies for rage 
Brave spirit, do not scorn my strain * 
And, when its notes awake again. 
Even she, so long beloved in vain. 
Shall with my harp her voice combine, 
And mix her woe and tears with mine, 
To wail Clan Alpine’s honour’d Pine ’ 

XXIII 

Ellen the while with bursting heart 
Remain’d in lordly bower apart, 
Where play’d with many colour’d 
gleams, 

Through stoned pane the rising beams 
In vam on gilded roof they fall, 

And lighten’d up a tapestried wall, 
And for her use a menial tram 
A rich collation spread in vain 
The banquet pi oud, the chamber gay, 
Scarce drew one curious glanceastray. 
Or, if she look’d, ’twas but to say. 
With better omen dawn’d the day 
In that lone isle, where waved on high 
The dun-deer’s hide for canopy , 
Where oft her noble father shared 
^The simple meal her care prepared, 
While Lufra, crouching by her side 
Her station claim’d with jealous pride, 
And Douglas, bent on woodland game. 
Spoke of the chase to Malcolm Grseme, 
Whose answer, oft at random made, 
The wandenng of his thoughts 
betray’d 

Those who such simple joys have 
known. 

Are taught to prize them when they’i e 
gone 
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But sudden, see, she lifts her head < 
The window seeks with cautious tread 
What distant music has the power 
To win her in this woful hour ’ 

^Twas from a turret that overhung 
H er latticed bower, the strain was sung 

XXIV 

LAY OF THE IMPRISONED HUNTSMAN 

* My hawk is tired of perch and hood, 
My idle greyhound loathes his food, 
My horse is weary of his stall, 

And I am sick of captive thrall 

I wish I were, as I have been, 
Hunting the hart in forest green, 

With bended bowandbloodhoundfree, 
For that 's the life is meet for me 

I hate to learn the ebb of time 
From yon dull steeple’s drowsy chime. 
Or mark it as the sunbeams crawl. 

Inch after inch, along the wall 

The lark was wont my matins ring, 
The sable rook my vespers sing , 
These towers, although a king’s they be, 
Have not a hall of joy for me 

No more at dawning morn I rise, 

And sun myself in Ellen’s eyes, 

Drive the fleet deer the forest through, 
And homeward wend with evening 
dew , 

A blithesome welcome blithely meet, 
And lay my trophies at her feet, 
While fled the eve on wing of glee , 
That life is lost to love and me 

XXV 

The heart-sick lay was hardly said. 
The list’ner had not turn’d her head, 
It trickled still, the starting tear, 
When light a footstep struck her ear, 
And Snowdoun’s graceful knight was 
near 

She turn’d the hastier, lest again 
The prisoner should renew his strain 
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‘O welcome, brave Fitz- James’’ she 
said, 

‘ How may an almost orphan maid 

Pay the deep debt’ ‘ O say not so ’ 

To me no gratitude you owe 
Not mine, alas’ the boon to give, 

And bid thy noble father live , 

I can but be thy guide, sweet maid, 
With Scotland’s king thy suit to aid 
No tyrant he, though ire and pride 
May lay his better mood aside 
Come, Ellen, come ’ ’tis more than time, 
He holds his court at morning pnme ’ 
With beating heart, and bosom wrung, 
As to a brother’s arm she clung 
Gently he dried the falling tear, 

And gently whisper’d hope and cheer, 
Her faltenng steps half led, half staid, 
Through gallery fair, and high arcade, 
Till, at his touch, its wings of pride 
A portal arch unfolded wide 

XXVI 

Within ’twas brilliant all and light, 

A thronging scene of figures bright , 

It glow’d on Ellen’s dazzled sight, 

As when the setting sun has given 
Ten thousand hues to summer even, 
And from their tissue fancy frames 
Aerial knights and fairy dames 
Still by Fitz James her footing staid , 
A few famt steps she forward made, 
Then slow her drooping head she 
raised, 

And fearful round the presence gazed , 
For him she sought, who own’d this 
state. 

The dreaded pnnee whose will was 
fate 

She gazed on many a princely port, 
Might well have ruled a royal court , 
On many a splendid garb she gazed, 
Then turn’d bewilder’d and amazed, 
For all stood bare , and, in the room, 
Fitz-James alone wore cap and plume 
To him each lady’s look was lent. 

On him each courtier’s eye was bent , 
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Midst furs, and silks, and jewels sheen, 
He stood, in simple Lincoln Qgreen, 
The centre of the glittering ring 
And Snowdoun s Knight is Scotland’s 
King I 

XXVII 

As wreath of snow, on mountain 
breast. 

Slides from the rock that gave it rest, 
Poor Ellen glided from her stay, 

And at the Monarch’s feet she lay , 
No word her choking voice commands , 
She show’d the ring, she clasp’d her 
hands 

0 ’ not a moment could he brook, 
The generous prince, that suppliant 

look* 

Gently he raised her , and, the while, 
Check’d with a glance the circle’s smile. 
Graceful, but grave, her brow he kiss’d, 
And bade her terrors be dismiss’d 
‘Yes, fair, the wandering poor Fitz- 
James 

The fealty of Scotland claims 
To him thy woes, thy wishes, bnng. 
He \\ ill redeem his signet ring 
Ask nought for Douglas , yester even. 
His prince and he have much forgiven 
Wrong hath he had from slanderous 
tongue, 

I, from his rebel kinsmen, wrong 
We would not, to the vulgar crowd, 
Yield what they craved with clamour 
loud , 

Calmly we heard and judged his cause. 
Our council aided, and our laws 

1 stanch’d thy father’s death feud stern 
With stout De Vaux and Grey Glen- 

cairn , 

And Bothwell s Lord henceforth we 
own 

The friend and bulwark of our Throne 
But, lovely infidel, how now ^ 

What clouds thy misbelieving brow ^ 
Lord James of Douglas, lend thmeaid 
Thou must confirm this doubting maid ’ 


XXVllI 

Then forth the noble Douglas sprung, 
And on his neck his daughter hung 
The Monarch drank, that happy hour, 
The sweetest, holiestdraught of Power, 
When it can say, with godlike voice. 
Arise, sad Virtue, and rejoice • 

Yet would not James the general eye 
On Nature’s raptui es long should pry , 
He stepp’d between — ‘ Nay, Douglas, 
nay, 

Steal not my proselyte away < 

The riddle ’tis my right to read, 

That brought this happy chance to 
speed 

Yes, Ellen, when disguised I stray 
In life’s more low but happier way, 
’Tis under name which veils ray power, 
Noi falsely veils, for Stirling’s tower 
Of yore the name of Snowdoun claims, 
And Normans call me James Fitz- 
James 

Thus watch I o’er insulted laws. 

Thus learn to right the injured cause ’ 
Then, in a tone apart and low, — 

‘ Ah, little traitress ' none must know 
What idle dream , whatlighter thought. 
What vanity full dearly bought, 
Join’d to thine eye’s dark witchcraft, 
drew 

My spell-bound steps to Benvenue, 

In dangerous hour, and all but gave 
Thy Monarch’s life to mountain 
glaive * ’ — 

Aloud he spoke — ‘ Thou still dost hold 
That little talisman of gold, 

Pledge of my faith, Fitz-James’s ring, 
What seeks fair Ellen of the King?’ 

XXIX 

Full well the conscious maiden guess’d 
He probed the weakness of her breast. 
But, with that consciousness, there 
came 

A lightening of her fears for Graeme, 
And moreshe deem’d the Monarch’s ire 
Kindled ’gainst him, who, for her sire. 
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Rebellious broadsword boldly drew , 
And, to her generous feeling true, 
She craved the grace of Roderick Dhu 

* Forbear thy suit the King of kings 
Alone can stay life’s parting wings 

I know his heart, I know his hand, 
Have shared his cheer, and proved 
his brand 

My fairest earldom would I give 
To bid Clan- Alpine’s Chieftain live < 
Hast thou no other boon to crave 1 
No other captive friend to save ? ’ 
Blushing, she turn’d her from the King, 
And to the Douglas gave the ring, 

As if she wish’d her sire to speak 
The suit that stain’d her glowing 
cheek — 

‘ Nay, then, my pledge has lost its force, 
And stubborn justice holds her couise 
Malcolm, come forth »’ And at the word, 
Down kneel’d the Graeme to Scotland’s 
Lord 

* For thee, rashyouth, no suppliant sues 
From thee may Vengeance claim her 

dues, 

Who, nurtured underneath our smile, 
Hast paid our care by treacherous wile. 
And sought, amid thy faithful clan, 

A refuge for an outlaw’d man. 
Dishonouring thus thy loyal name 
Fetters and warder for the Graeme ’ ’ 
Hxs chain of gold the King unstrung, 
The links o’er Malcolm s neck he flung. 
Then gently drew the glittering band. 
And laid the clasp on Ellen’s hand 


Harp of the North, farewell » The hills 
grow dark, 

On purple peaks a deeper shade 
descending , 

In twilight copse the glow-worm lights 
her spark, 

The deer, half seen, are to the covert 
wending 


Resume thy wizard elm ^ the fountain 
tending, 

And the wild breeze, thy wilder 
minstrelsy , 

Thy numbers sweet with nature’s 
vespers blending, 

With distant echo from the fold and 
lea, 

And herd-boy’s evening pipe, and hum 
of housing bee 

Yet once again farewell, thou Minstrel 
harp * 

Yet once again forgive my feeble 
sway, 

And little reck I of the censure sharp 

May idly cavil at an idle lay 

Much have I owed thy strains on life’s 
long way, 

Through secret woes the world has 
never known, 

When on the weary night dawn’d 
wearier day. 

And bitterer was the grief devour’d 
alone 

That I o’erlive such woes. Enchantress f 
IS thine own 

Hark » as my lingering footsteps slow 
retire, 

Some Spirit of the Air has waked 
thy string 1 

’Tis now a seraph bold, with touch of 
fire, 

’Tis now the brush of Fairy’s frolic 
wing 

Receding now, the dying numbers ring 

Fainter and fainter down the rugged 
dell, 

And now the mountain breezes scarcely 
bring 

A wandering witch^note of the dis- 
tant spell — 

And now, ’tis silent all » — Enchantress, 
fare thee well • 


END OF THE LADY OF THE LAKE 
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INTRODUCTION TO THE EDITION OF 1830 


After the success of ‘Marmion,' I felt 
inclined to exclaim iMth Ulysses m the 
* Odyssey - 

OCros fiev Srj aedAo? aaaros eKTereXeaxaL 
Nvv adre (TKOtrou aKXov Odys X ^ 5 

One venturous game my hand has won to day— 

Another, gallants, yet remains to phy 

The ancient manners, the habits and cus 
toms of the aboriginal race by whom the 
Highlands of Scotland were inhabited, had 
always a^eared to me peculiarly adapted to 
poetry The change m their manners, too, 
had taken place almost within my own time, 
or at least I had learned many particulars 
concerning the ancient state of the Highlands 
from the old men of the last generation I 
had always thought the old Scottish Gael 
highly adapted for poetical composition 
The feuds, and political dissensions, which 
hall a century earlier, viould ha\e rendered 
the richer and wealthier part of the kingdom 
indisposed to countenance a poem, the scene 
of which was laid m the Highlands, were 
now sunk in the generous compassion which 
the English, more than any other nation, 
feel for the misfortunes of an honourable foe 
The Poems of Ossian had, by their popularity, 
sufficiently shown, that if writings on High 
land subjects were qualified to Interest the 
reader, mere national prejudices were, m the 
present day, very unlikely to interfere with 
their success 

I had also read a great deal, seen much, 
and heard more, of tnat romantic country, 
where 1 was m the habit of spending some 
time every autumn , and the scenery of Loch 
Katrine was connected w ith the recollection 
of many a dear friend and merrv expedition 
of former days This poem, the action of 
which lay among scenes so beautiful, and so 


deeply imprinted on my recollection, was 
a labour of love , and it was no less so to 
recall the manners and incidents introduced 
The frequent custom of James IV, and par 
ticularly of James V, to walk through their 
kingdom in disguise, afforded me the hint of 
an incident, which never fails to be interesting, 
if managed with the slightest address or 
dexterity 

I may now confess, however, that the 
employment, though attended with great 
pleasure, was not without its doubts and 
anxieties A lady, to whom I was nearly 
related, and with whom I h\ed, during her 
whole life, on the most brotherly terms of 
affection, was residing with me at the time 
when the work was in progress, and used to 
ask me, what I could possibly do to rise so 
early in the morning (that happening to be 
the most convenient time to me for com- 
position) At last I told her the subject of 
my meditations , and I can ncA er forget the 
anxiety and affect on expressed m her reply 
*Do not be so rash,* she said, ‘my dearest 
coubin You are already popular — more so, 
perhaps, than you yourself will believe, or 
than e\en I, or other partial friends^ can 
fairly allow to y our merit You stand high — 
do not rashly attempt to climb higher, and 
incur the risk of a fall , for, depenef upon it, 
a fa\ourite will not be permitted even to 
stumble with impunity* I replied to this 
affectionate expostulation in the words of 
Montrose — 

He either fears his fate too much 
Or his deserts are small 

'Who dares not put it to the touch 
To gain or lose it all. 

‘ If I fail,’ I said, for the dialogue is strong 
m my recollection, ‘ it is a sign that I ought 
never to have succeeded, and I will wnte 
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prose for life you shall see no change in my 
temper, nor will I eat a single meal the worse 
But if I succeed, 

** Up ■with the bonnie blue bonnet, 

The dirk, and the feather and a 1 

Afterwards, I showed my affectionate and 
anxious critic the first canto of the poem, 
which reconciled her to my imprudence 
Nevertheless, although I answered thus con- 
fidently, with the obstinacy often said to be 
proper to those viho bear my surname, 

I acknowledge that my confidence was con 
siderably shaken by the warning of her 
excellent taste and unbiassed friendship 
Nor was I much comforted by her retracta 
tion of the unfavourable judgment, when 
I recollected how likely a natural partiality 
w as to effect that change of opinion In such 
cases, affection rises like a light on the 
canvas, improves any favourable tints which 
it formerly exhibited, and throws its defects 
into the shade 

I remember that about the same time 
a friend started in to ‘ heexe up my hope, Mike 
the ‘ sportsman with his cutty gun ’ m the old 
song He was bred a farmer, but a man 
of powerful understanding, natural good 
taste, and warm poetical feeling, perfectly 
competent to supply the wants of an im 
perfect or irregular education He was 
a passionate admirer of field sports, which we 
often pursued together 

As this friend happened to dine with me at 
Ashestiel one day, I took the opportunity of 
reading to him the first canto of ‘The Lady 
of the I^ke,’ in order to ascertain the effect 
the poem was likely to produce upon a person 
who was but too favourable a representative 
of readers at large It is, of course, to be sup- 
posed that I determined rather to guide my 
opinion by what my friend might appear to 
feel, than by what he might think fit to say 
His reception of my recitation, or prelection 
was rather singular He placed his hand 
across his brow and listened with great 
attention through the whole account of the 
stag hunt, till the dogs threw themselves into 
the lake to follow their master, who embarks 
with Ellen Douglas He then started up 
with a sudden exclamation, struck hiSL, 
hand on the table, and declared, in a A^oice 
of censure calculated for the occasion, that 
the dogs must ha\e been totally ruined 
by being permitted to take the water after 
such a severe chase 1 own I was much 
encouraged by the species of reverie which 
had possessed so xealous a follower of the 
sports of the ancient Nimrod, who had been 
completely surprised out of all doubts of the 
reality of the tale Another of hts remarks 
gave me less pleasure He detected the 
identity of the King with tne wandering 
knight, Fitz-James, when he winds his bugle 
to summon his attendants He was prob 
ably thinking of the lively, but somewhat 
licentious, old ballad, in which the denoue 


ment of a royal intrigue takes place as 
follows 9 

He took a hugle frae his side 
He blew both loud and shrill 
And four and twenty belted knig:hts 
Came skipping oiver the hill 
Then he took out a little knife. 

Let a his duddies fa 
And he was the brawest gentleman 
That was amang them a* 

And we 11 go no more a roving &c l 

This discovery, as Mr Pepys says of the 
rent in his camlet cloak, was but a trifle, yet 
It troubled me , and I was at a good deal of 
pains to efface any marks by which I thought 
my secret could be traced before the con 
elusion when I relied on it with the same 
hope of producing effect, with which the Irish 
postboy IS said to reserve a ‘trot for the 
avenue ' 

I took uncommon pains to verify the 
accuracy of the local circumstances of this 
story I recollect, in particular, that to 
ascertain whether I was telling a probable 
tale, I went into Perthshire, to see whether 
King James could actually nave ridden from 
the Danks of Loch Vennachar to Stirling 
Castle within the time supposed in the Poem, 
and had the pleasure to satisfj myself that it 
was quite practicable 

After a considerable delay, * The Lady of 
the Lake ’ appeared m May 1810 , and its 
success was certainly so extraordinary as to 
induce me for the moment to conclude that 
I had at last fixed a nail in the proverbially 
inconstant wheel of Fortune whose stability 
in behalf of an mdn idual who had so boldly 
courted her favours for three successiv e times, 
had not as yet been shaken I had attained, 
perhaps, that degree of public reputation at 
which prudence, or certainly timidity, would 
have made a halt, and discontinued efforts 
by which I was far more likely to dimmish 
my fame than to increase it But, as the 
celebrated John "Wilkes is said to have 
explained to his late Majesty, that he him- 
self, amid his full tide of popularity, was 
never a Wilkite, so I can, with honest truth, 
exculpate myself from having been at any 
time a partisan of my own poetry, even when 
It was in the highest fashion with the 
million It must not be supposed, that I was 
either so ungrateful, or so superabundantly 
candid, as to despise or scorn the value of 
those whose voice had elevated me so much 
higher than my own opinion told me I de- 
served I felt, on the contrary, the more 
grateful to the public, as receiv ing that from 
partiality to me, which I could not have 
claimed from merit, and I endeavoured to 
deserve the jpartiality, by continuing such 
exertions as I was capable of for their amuse- 
ment 

It may be that I did not, in this continued 
course of scribbling, consult either the interest 


1 The Tolly Beggar attnbuted to King James V — 
Herd s CoUeetton^ 1776 
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of the public or my own But the former 
had effectual means of defending themselves, 
and could, by their coldness, sufficiently 
check any approach to intrusion, and for 
myself, I had now for several years dedicated 
my hours so much to literary labour, that 
I should have felt difficulty in employing 
mjself otherwise, and so, like Dogbeny, 
I generously bestowed all my tediousness on 
the public, comforting m> self with thereflec 
tion, that if posterity should think me 
undesen ing of the favour with which I was 
regarded by my contemporaries, ‘ they could 
not but say I /lad the crown,’ and had 

2 ed for a time that popularity which is so 
co\ eted 

I conceived, howexer, that I held the dis 
tinguished situation 1 had obtained, howexer 
unworthily, rather like the champion of 
pugilism, on the condition of being alwaxs 
ready to show proofs of mj skill, than in the 
manner of the champion of chivalry, xxho 
performs his duties only on rare and solemn 
occasions I xvas in any case conscious that 
I could not long hold a situation which the 
caprice, rather than the judgment, of the 
public, had bestowed upon me and preferred 
being deprived of my precedence by some 
more worthy rival, to sinking into contempt 
for my indolence, and losing my reputation 
by what Scottish lawyers call the negative 
proscription Accordingly, those who choose 
to look at the Introduction to Rokeby, in the 
resent edition, wall be able to trace the steps 
y which I declined as a poet to figure as 
a novelist, as the ballad says. Queen 


Eleanor sunk at Charing Cross to rise again 
at Queenhithe 

It only remains for me to say that, during 
my short pre eminence of popularity, I faith 
fully observed the rules of moderation which 
I had resolved to follow before I began my 
course as a man of letters If a man is 
determined to make a noise m the world, he 
IS as sure to encounter abuse and ridicule, as 
he who gallops furiously through a village, 
must reckon on being followed by the curs in 
full cry Experienced persons know, that in 
stretching to flog the latter, the rider is very 
apt to catch a bad fall , nor is an attempt to 
chastise a malignant critic attended with less 
danger to the author On this principle, I let 
parody, burlesque, and squibs, find their own 
lev el , and while the latter hissed most 
fiercely, I was cautious never to catch them 
up, as schoolboys do, to throw them back 
against the naughty boy who fired them off, 
wisely lemembermg that they are, in such 
cases, apt to explode in the handling Let 
me add that my reign (since Byron has so 
called itlwas marked by some instances of 
good nature as well as patience I never 
refused a Iiteraiy person of merit such 
services in smoothing his way to the public 
as were in my power and I had the advan 
tage, rather an uncommon one with our 
irritable race, to enjoy general favour, 
without incurring permanent ill will, so far 
as is known to me, among any of my con 
temporaries 

w s 

Abbotsford, April iS$o 


NOTES 


Note I 

t/ie heights of Uam Var^ 

And roused the cavern^ where^ His told^ 
A giant made his den of old — P 208 

Va var, as the name is pronounced, or more 
properly Uatghmor^ is a mountain to the 
northeast of the village of Callender in 
Menteith, deriving its name, w'hich signifies 
the great den, or cavern, from a sort of retreat 
among the rocks on the south side, said, by 
tradition, to have been the abode ot a giant 
In latter times, it was the refuge of robbers 
and banditti, who have been only extirpated 
within these forty or fifty years Stnctly 
speaking, this stronghold is not a cave, as 
the name would imply, but a sort of small 
enclosure, or recess, surrounded with large 
rocks, and open above head It may have 
been originally designed as a toil for deer, 
who might get m from the outside, but would 
find It difficult to return This opinion pre 
vails among the old sportsmen and deer 
stalkers m the neighbourhood 


Note II 

Two dogs of black Saint Huberts breeds 
Unmatcltd for murage^ breathy and spem 
—P 209 

‘ The hounds which we call Saint Hubert’s 
hounds, are commonly all blacke, yet neuer- 
theless, the race is so mingled at these days, 
^ that we find them of all colours These are 
the hounds which the abbots of St Hubert 
haue always kept some of their race or kind, 
in honour or remembrance of the saint, which 
was a hunter with S Eustace. Whereupon 
we may conceiue that (by the grace of God) 
all good huntsmen shall follow them into 
paradise To return vnto my former purpose, 
this kind of dogges hath bene dispersed 
through the counties of Henault, Lorayne, 
Flanders, and Burgoyne They are mighty 
of body neuertheless their legges are low and 
short, likewise they are not swift, although 
they be very good of sent, hunting chaces 
which are farre straggled, feanng neither 
water nor cold, and doe more couet the 




chaces that smell, as foxes, bore, and such 
like, than other, because they find themselves 
neither of sw iftness nor courage to hunt and 
kill the chaces that are lighter and swifter 
The bloodhounds of this colour proue good, 
especially those that are cole olacke, but 
I made no great account to breed on them, 
or to keepe the kind, and yet I found a book 
which a hunter did dedicate to a prince of 
Lorayne, which seemed to loue hunting much, 
wherein was a blason which the same hunter 
gaue to his bloodhound, called Souyliard, 
which was white — 

My name came first from holy Hubert s race 

Souj llard my sire a hound of singular grace " 

Whereupon we may presume that some of 
the kind proue white sometimes, but they are 
not of the kind of the Grefflers or Bouxes, 
which we haue at these dayes ’ — TAe noble 
Art of Venerte or Hunting^ translated and 
collected for the Use of all Noblemen and 
Gentlemen Lond 1611, 4to, p 15 


Note III 

For the death wound and death halloo 
Muster'd hts breathy hts whinyard drew 
— P 209 

“WTien the stag turned to bay, the ancient 
hunter had the perilous task of going in upon, 
and killing or disabling the desperate animal 
At certain times of the year this was held 
particularly dangerous, a wound received 
from a stags horn being then deemed 
poisonous, and more dangerous than one 
from the tusks of a boar, as the old rh3rme 
testifies — 

If thou be hurt with hart it bnngs thee to thy bier 
But barber s hand will boar s hurt heal therefore 
thou need st not fear 

At all times, however, the task was danger- 
ous, and to be adventured upon w isely and 
wanly, either by getting behind the stag 
while he was gazing on the hounds, or by 
watching an opportunity to gallop roundly in 
upon him, and kill him with the sword 
See many directions to this puipose in the 
Book? of Hunting, chap 41 Wilson the 
historian has recorded a providential escape 
which befell him m this hazardous sport, while, 
a youth and follower of the Earl of Sussex 
‘Sir Peter Lee, of Lime, m Cheshire, 
invited mf lord one summer to hunt the 
stagg And having a great stagg in chase, 
and many gentlemen m the pursint, the stagg 
took soyle And divers, whereof I was one, 
alighted, and stood with sw ords drawne, to 
have a cut at him, at liis coming out of the 
water The staggs there being wonderfully 
fierce and dangerous, made us youths more 
eager to be at him But he escaped us all 
And It was my misfortune to be hindered of 
my coming nere him, the way being slipene, 
by a falle, which gave occasion to some, 
who did not know mee, to speak as if I had 
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falne for feare. Which being told mee, I left 
the stagg and followed the gentleman who 
[first] sp^ke it But I found him of that cold 
temper, that it seems his words made an 
escape from him, as by his denial and 
repentance it appeared But this made mee 
more violent in the pursuit of the stagg, to 
recover my reputation And I happened to 
be the only horseman in, when the dogs 
sett him up at bay , and approaching near 
him on horsebacke, he broke through the 
do^s, and run at mee, and tore my horse s 
side with his homes, close by mj thigh 
Then I quitted my horhe, and grew more 
cunning (for the dogs had sette him up 
agame), stealing behind him with my sword, 
and cut his hamstrings , and then got upon 
his back, and cut his throate, w'hich, as 
I was doing, the company came in, and 
blamed my rashness for running such a 
hazard Desiderata Curtasa^ 11 464 


Note IV 

And now^ to issue from the glen^ 

No pathway meets the wanderer’s ken. 
Unless he chmb^ with footing 
A far projecting precipice — P 2 1 1 

Until the present road was made through 
the romantic pass which I have presump 
tuously attempted to describe in the preceding 
stanzas, there was no mode of issuing out of 
the defile called the Trosachs, excejpting by 
a sort of ladder, composed of the branches 
and roots of trees 


Note V 

To meet with Highland plunderers here^ 

Were worse than loss of steed or deer 

— P 211 

The clans who inhabited the romantic 
regions in the neighbourhood of Loch Katrine 
were, even until a late period, much addicted 
to predatory excursions upon their Lowland 
neighboure ‘ In former times, those parts of 
this district, which are situated beyond the 
Grampian range, were rendered almost mac 
ceasible by strong barriers of rocks, and 
mountains, and Takes It was a border 
country, and, though on the very verge of 
the low country, it was almost totally se 
questered from the world, and, as it were, 
insulated with respect to society ’Tis well 
knowm that in the Highlands, it was, m for- 
mer tunes, accounted not only lawful, but 
honourably among hostile tribes, to commit 
depredations on one another , and these 
habits of the age were perhaps strengthened 
in this district, by the circumstances which 
have been mentioned It bordered on a 
country, the inhabitants of which, while they 
were rfcneu’, were less warlike than they, and 
widely differenced by language and manners * 
—■Graham’s Sketches ^Scenery in Perth 
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sktre Edin 1806, p 97 The reader -will 
therefore be pleased to remember, that the 
scene of this poem is laid in a time, 

When looming faulds or sweeping of a glen 
Had still been held the deed of gallant men 


Note VI 

A grey hair'd sire^ whose eye intent 

Was on the vision" d future bent — P 213 

If force of evidence could authorise us to 
belie%e facts inconsistent with the general 
laws of nature, enough might be produced in 
favour of the existence of the Second sight It 
IS called m Gaelic Taishiiaraugh^ from 
Taish^ an unreal or shadowy appearance , 
and those possessed of the faculty are called 
Xaishairin^ which may be aptly translated 
visionaries Martin, a steady behe\er m the 
second sight, gives the following account of 
xt — 

‘ The second sight is a singular faculty, 
of seeing an otherwise invisible object, with 
out any previous means used by the person 
that used it for that end the vision makes 
such a lively impression upon the seers, that 
they neither see, nor think of anything else, 
except the vision, as long as it continues , 
and then they appear p ensue or jovial, ac 
cording to the object that was represented to 
them 

‘ At the sight of a vision, the eyelids of the 
person are erected, and the eyes continue 
staring until the object vanish This is 
obvious to others who are by, w.hen the 
persons happen to see a vision, and occurred 
more than once to my own observation, and 
to others that were with me 

‘ There is one in Skie, of whom his acquaint- 
ance observed, that when he sees a vision, the 
inner part of his eyelids curns so far upwards, 
that, after the object disappears, he must 
draw them down with his fingers and some 
times employ others to draw them down, 
which he finds to be the much easier way 

‘ This faculty of the second sight does not 
lineally descend in afamil} , as some imagine, 
for 1 know several parents who are endowed 
with it, but their children not, z.vAvice versa j 
neither is itacquired b> anyjpre\ lous compact 
And, after a strict enquiry , 1 could never learn 
that this facult3r was communicable any wa> 
whatsoever 

‘ The seer knows neither the object, time 
nor place of a vision, before it appears and 
the same object is often seen by different 
persons lu ing at a considerable distance from 
one another The true way of judging as to 
the time and circumstance of an object, is by 
observation , for several persons of jud^ent, 
without this faculty, are more capable to 
judge of the design of a vision, than a novice 
that IS a seer If an object appear m the day 
or lught, It will come to p^s sooner or 
later accordingly 

* If an object is seen early lu the morning 


r 

(which isnotfre<ment)itwilI be accomplished 
m a few hours afterwards If at noon, it will 
commonly be accomplished that very day If 
in the evening, perhaps that night , if after 
candles be lighted, it will be accomplished 
that night the later always m accomplish 
ment, by weeks, months, and sometimes 
years, according to the time of night the 
vision is seen 

‘ When a shroud is perceived about one, it is 
a sure prognostic of death , the time is judged 
according to the height of it about the person , 
for if it IS seen above the middle, death is not 
to be expected for the space of a year, and 
perhaps some months longer, and as it is 
Irequently seen to ascend higher towards the 
head, death is concluded to oe at hand with 
in a few days, if not hours, as daily expen 
ence confirms Examples of this kind were 
shewn me, when the persons of whom the 
observ ations w ere then made, enjoyed perfect 
health 

‘ One instance was lately foretold by a seer, 
that was a nov ice, concerning the death of One 
of my acquaintance , this was communicated 
to a few onlv and with great confidence , I 
being one of the number, did not in the least 
regard it, until the death of the person, 
about the time foretold did confirm me of 
the certainty of the prediction The novice 
mentioned above, is now a skilful seer, as 
appears from many late instances , he lives 
m the parish of St Mary’s, the most northern 
in Skie 

If a woman is seen standing at a man's 
left hand, it is a presage that she will be his 
wife, whether they be married to others, or 
unmarried at the time of the apparition 

‘ If two or three women are seen at once 
near a man’s left hand, she that is next him 
will undoubtedly be his wife first, and so on, 
whether all three, or the man, be single or 
married at the time of the vision or not , of 
which there are several late instances among 
those of my acquaintance It is an ordinary 
thing for them to see a man that is to come 
to the house shortly after and if he is not of 
the seer s acquaintance, yet he gives such a 
lively description of his stature complexion, 
habit &.C that upon his arrival he answers 
the character given him m all respects 
f * If the person so appearing be one of the 
seer’s acquaintance, he will tell his name, as 
well as other particulars , and he can tell by 
his countenance whether he comeS in a good 
or bad humour 

* I have been seen thus myself by seers of 
both sexes, at some hundred miles’ distance , 
some that saw me m this manner had never 
seen me personally, and it happened ac 
cording to their v ision, without any previous 
design of mine to go to those places, my 
coming there being purely accidental 

* It IS ordinary with them to see houses, 
gardens, and trees, m places void of all three , 
and this m progress of time uses to be ac 
complished as at Mogshot, in the Isle of 
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Skie, where there were but a few sorry cow 
houses, thatched with straw, yet in a very few 
years ^ter, the vision, which appeared often, 
was accomplished, by the builaing of several 
good houses on the \ ery spot represented by 
the seers, and by the planting of orchards 
there. 

‘To see a spark of fire fall upon one’s arm 
or breast is a forerunner of a dead child to be 
seen in the arms of those persons , of which 
there are several fresh instances 

‘ To see a seat empty at the time of one’s 
sitting m It, IS a presage of that person's 
death Soon after 

‘When a novice, or one that has lately ob 
tamed the second sight, sees a vision in the 
night time without doors, and he be near a 
fire, he presently falls into a swoon 

‘ Some find themselves as it were in a crowd 
of people, having a corpse which they carry 
along with them , and after such visions, the 
seers come in sweating, and describe the 
people that appeared if there be any of their 
acquaintance among ’em, they give an account 
of their names, as also of the bearers, but 
they know nothing concerning the corpse 

‘ All those who have the second sight do not 
always see these visions at once, though they 
be ti^ether at the time But if one who has 
this facult>, designedly touch his fellow seer 
at the instant of a vision s appearing, then the 
second sees it as well as the first , and this is 
sometimes discerned by those that are near 
them on such occasions ’ — Martin’s De 
scription of ihe Western Islands^ 1716, 8vo, 
p ^ooetseg 

1 o these particulars innumerable examples 
might be added, all attested by grave and 
credible authors But, in despite of evidence 
which neither Bacon, Boyle, nor Johnson 
were able to resist, the TatscA, with all its 
visionary properties, seems to be now uni 
versally abandoned to the use of poetry 
The exquisitely beautiful poem of Lochiel 
will at once occur to the recollection of every 
reader 


Note VII 

Here^for retreat in dangerous hour^ 

Some chief had framed a rustic bower 

— P 214 ^ 

The Celtic chieftains, whose lives were con 
tinually exposed to peril, had usually, m the 
most retired spot of their domains, some 
place of retreat for the hour of necessity, 
which, as circumstances would admit, was a 
tower, a cavern, or a rustic hut, m a strong 
and secluded situation One of these last 
gave refuge to the unfortunate Charles Ed 
ward, m his perilous wanderings after the 
battle of Cttlloden 

‘ It was situated in the face of a very rough, 
high and rocky mountain, called Letter- 
nihchk, still a part of Benalder, full of great 
stones and crevices, and some scattered wood 


interspersed The habitation called the 
Cage, in the face of that mountain was with- 
in a small thick bush of wood There were 
first some rows of trees laid down, in order 
to level the floor for a habitation , and as the 
place was steep, this raised the lower side to 
an equal height with the other and these 
trees, in the way of joists or planks, were 
levelled with earth and gravel There were 
betwixt the trees, grow ing naturally on their 
own roots, some stakes fixed in the earth, 
which, witn the trees, were interwoven with 
ropes, made of heath and birch tw igs, up to 
the top of the Cage, 1 1 being of a rouna or 
rather oval shape, and the whole thatched 
and covered over with fog The whole 
fabric hung as it were, by a large tree, which 
reclined from the one end, all along the roof, 
to the other, and which gave it the name of 
the Cage , and by chance there happened to 
be two stones at a small distance from one 
another, in the side next the precipice, re 
sembling the pillars of a chimney, where the 
fire was placed The smoke had its vent out 
here, all along the fall of the rock, which was 
so much of the same colour, that one could 
discover no difference in the clearest day ’ — ^ 
Home’s History of the Rebellion^ Lond. 
1802, 4to, p 381 


NoteVIII 

My sire's tall form might grace the fart 

Of Ferragus or Ascabart — P 215 

These two sons of Anak flourished in 
romantic fable The first is well known to 
the admirers of Ariosto, by the name of 
Ferrau He was an antagonist of Orlando, 
and was at length slain by him in single 
combat There is a romance in the Auchin 
leek MS, m which Ferragus is thus de 
scribed — 

* On a day come tiding 
Unto Charls the King 
A 1 of a doughti knight 
Was comen to Navers 
Stout he was and fers> 

Vemagu he hight 
Of Babiloun the soudan 
Thider him sende gan 
With King Charls to fight. 

So hard he was to fond i 
That no dint of brond 
No greued him, aphght 
He hadde twenti men strengthe 
And forti fetoflen^he 
Thilke pamim bede 2 
And four feet in the face, 
y meten 3 in the place 
And fifteen in brede * 

His nose was a fot and more , 

His brow as bristles wore S 
He that it seigheit sede. 

He loked lotheliche, 

And was swart « as any piche 
Of him men might adrede 
Romance of Charlemagne II 461-4B4. 

Auchvnleek MS foho 265 

I Found proved a Had * Measured. 

« Breadth fi Were « Blade. 
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Ascapart, or Ascabart, makes a very 
material figure in the History of Bevis of 
Hampton, by whom he was conquefed His 
effig'ies may be seen guarding one side of 
a gate at Southampton, while the other is 
occupied by Sir Bevis himself The dimen 
sions of Ascabart were little inferior to those 
of Ferragus, if the following description be 
correct — 

They raetten with a geaunt 
With a lothehche semblaunt 
He was ivonderhche strong, 

Kome 1 thretti fote long, 

His herd was hot gret and rowe 2 
A space of a fot betweene is browc 
His dob was to j eue 4 a strok 
A hte bodi of an oaks 

Beues hadde of him wonder gret. 

And askede him what a het 
And yaf 7 men of h s contre 
Were ase meche ase was he 
* Me name, a sede is Ascopard, 

Garci me sent hiderward 
tor to bring this quene ayen 
And the Beues her of slen lo 
Incham Garci isH champioun 
And was i driue out of me 12 toun 
A 1 for that ich was so lite 
Eueri man me wolde smite, 

Ich was so lite and so merughU 
Euen man me depede dwerughis 
And now icham in this londe 
I wax mor is ich understonde. 

And stranger than other teneW 
And that schel on us be sene 

Sir Sevts of Hampton i 3512 
Auchtnleck VS , fol 189 


Note IX 

Though all unasked his birih and name 
-P 215 

The Highlanders, who carried hospitality 
to a punctilious excess are said to have 
considered it as churlish, to ask a stranger 
his name or lineage, before he had taken re 
freshment Feuds -were so frequent among 
them, that a contrary rule would m many 
cases ha\e produced the discovery of some 
circumstance which might hate excluded 
the guest from the benefit of the assistance 
he stood m need of 


NoteX 

and still a harp unseen 

Fill'd up the symphony between 

— P 215 

‘They’ (meaning the Highlanders) ‘de 
light much in musicke, but chiefly in harps 
and clairschoes of their own fashion The 


X Fully a Hough 3 His 4 Give « The 
stem of a little oak tree He hight was called 

7 If « Great » He said )0 Slay HHis 
la My 13 Little. W Lean Dwarf 

Greater taller W Tear 


strings of the clairschoes are made of brass 
wire, and the strings of the harps of smews , 
which strings they strike either with their 
nayles, growing long, or else with an instru 
ment appointed for that use They take 
great pleasure to decke their harps and 
clairschoes with silver and precious stones , 
the poore ones that cannot attayne hereunto, 
decke them with christall They sing verses 
prettily compound, contayning (for the most 
part) prayses of valiant men There is not 
almost any other argument, whereof their 
rhymes intreat They speak the ancient 
French language altered a little 1 ’ — ‘The 
harp and clairschoes are now only heard of 
in tlxe Highlands in ancient song At what 
period these instruments ceased to be used, 
IS not on record , and tradition is silent on this 
head But, as Irish harpers occasionally 
visited the Highlands and Western Isles till 
lately, the harp might have been extant so 
late as the middle of the last century Thus 
far we know, that from remote times down 
to the present, harpers were received as wel 
come guests, particularly m the Highlands 
of Scotland , and so late as the latter end of 
the sixteenth century, as appears by the 
above quotation, the harp was in common use 
among the nati\ es of the Western Isles How 
it happened that the noisy and unharmonious 
bagpipe banished the soft and expressive 
harp, we cannot say, but certain it is, that 
the bagpipe is now the only instrument that 
obtains unnersalh intht Highland districts ’ 
— Campbell’s Journey through North 
Britain Lond 1808 4to 1 17^ 

Mr Gunn, of Edinburgh, has lately pub 
lished a curious Essay upon the Harp and 
Harp Music of the Highlands of Scotland 
That the instrument was once in common use 
there is most certain Cleliand numbers an 
acquaintance with it among the few accom- 
plishments which his satire allows to the 
Highlanders — 

In nothing they re accounted sharp 

Except in bagpipe or in harp 


Note XI 

"Morn’' s genial tnjluence roused a minstrel 
grey ^'2 217 

That Highland chieftains, to a late period, 
retained in their service thebard, as a family 
officer, admits of very easy proof The 
author of the Letters from the North of Scot 
land, an ofldeer of engineers, quartered at 
Inverness about 1720, who certainly cannot 
be deemed a favourable witness, gives the 
following account of the office, and of a bard 
whom he heard exercise his talent of recitan 


J Vide * Certayne Matters concerning the Realme 
of Scotland &c. as they were Anno Dommi X597 
Lond. 1603, 4to 
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tion — ‘The bard is skilled in the geaealogy 
of all the Highland families, sometimes pre 
ceptor to the young laird, celebrates m Irish 
verse the original of the tribe, the famous 
warlike actions of the successive heads, and 
sings his own lyncks as an opiate to the chief 
when indisposed for sleep , but poets are not 
equally esteemed and honoured in all coun 
tnes I happened to be a witness of the dis 
honour done to the muse at the house of one 
of the chiefs, where two of these bards were 
set at a good distance, at the lower end of a 
long table, with a parcel of Highlanders of no 
extraordinary appearance, over a cup of ale 
Poor inspiration* They were not asked to 
drink a glass of wine at our table, though 
the whole company consisted only of the 
great man^ one of his near relations, and my 
self After some little time, the chief ordered 
one of them to sing me a Highland song 
The bard readily obeyed, and with a hoarse 
voice, and in a tune of few various notes, be 
gan, as I was told, one of his own lyncks , 
and when he had proceeded to the fourth or 
fifth stanza, I percened, by the names of 
several persons, glens, and mountains, which 
I had known or heard of before, that it was 
an account of some clan battle But in his 
going on the chief (who piques himself upon 
His school learning), at some particular 
passage, bid him cease, and cried out, 
‘There’s nothing like that in Virgil or 
Homer ” I bowed, and told him I bdieved 
so This you may believe was very edifying 
and delightful — Letters^ ii 167 


Note XII 

The Gresnu — P 219 

The ancient and powerful family of Graham 
(which for metrical reasons, is here spelt 
after the Scottish pronunciation) held ex 
tensive possessions in the counties of Dum 
barton and Stirling Few families can boast 
of more historical renown, having claim to 
three of the most remarkable characters m 
the Scottish annals Sir John the Graeme, 
the faithful and undaunted partaker of the 
labours and patriotic warfare of Wallace, fell 
m the unfortunate field of Falkirk, in 1298 
The celebrated Marquis of Montrose in whom 
De Retz saw realized his abstract idea of the 
heroes of antiquity, was the second of these 
w orthies And, notwithstanding the seventy 
of his temper, and the rigour with which he 
executed the oppressive mandates of the 
princes whom he served, I do not hesitate to 
name as a third, John Graeme of Claverhouse, 
Viscount of Dundee, whose heroic death in 
the arms of victory may be allowed to cancel 
the memory of his cruelty to the Noncon 
formists during the reigns of Charles II and 
James II 


Note XIII 

Thisharp^ which erst Saint Modan sway'd 
— P 219 

I am not prepared to showthat Saint Modan 
was a performer on the harp It was, how- 
ever, no unsamtly accomplishment , for Saint 
Dunstan certainly did play upon that instru 
ment, which retaining, as was natural, a por 
tion of the sanctity attached to its master’s 
character, announced future events by its 
spontaneous sounds ‘But labouring once 
in these mechanic arts for a devout matrone 
that had sett him on work, his violl, that 
hung by him on the wall, of its own accord, 
without anie man’s helpe, distinctly sounded 
this anthime — Gaudeni in coelis animae 
sanctorum qut Ckristi vestigia suntsecuti , 
et quia pro eius atnore sanguinem suum 
fuaeruni^ idea cum Christo gaudent 
aeternum Whereat all the companie being 
much astonished, turned their eyes from 
beholding him working, to looke on that 
strange accident Not long after, manie 
of the court that hitherunto had borne 
a kind of fayned friendship towards him, 
began now greatly to envie at his progress 
and rising in goodnes, using manie cromced, 
backbiting meanes to diffame his vertues with 
the black maskes of hypocrisie And the 
better to authorize their calumnte, they 
brought in this that happened m the violl, 
affirming it to have been done by art magick 
W hat more’ This wicked rumour encreased 
dayly till the king and others of the nobilitie 
taking hould thereof, Dunstan grew odious 
in their sight Therefore he resolued to 
leauethe court and go to Elphegus, sumamed 
the Bauld, then Bishop of Winchester, who 
was his cozen Which his enemies under 
standing, they layd way t for him m the way, 
and hauing throwne him off his horse^ beate 
h m, and dragged him in the durt in the most 
miserable manner, meaning to have slaine 
him, had not a companie of mastiue dogges 
that came unlookt uppon them defended 
and redeemed him from their cruel tie When 
with sorrow he was ashamed to see dogges 
more humane than they And giuing thankes 
to Almightie God, he sensibly agame per 
ceiued that the tunes of his violl had giuen 
him a warning of future accidents — Flower 
of the Lives of the most renowned Saincts 
of England. Scotland., and Ireland.^ by ike 
R. Father Hierome Porter Dow ay, 1632, 
4to, tome i p 438 

The same supernatural circumstance is 
alluded to by the anonymous author of ‘ Gnm, 
the Colher of Croydon * 

' [Dunstan s hary sounds on the toall ] 

Forest Hark, hark my lords, the holy abbot s harp 
Sounds by itself so hangringr on the wall ! 

Dttnstan Unhallow d man that scorn st the sacred 
rede 

Hark, how the testimony of my truth 
Sounds heavenly music with an angel s hand 
To testify Dunstan 5 integrity 
And prove thy active boast of no effect 
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Note XIV 

Ere Douglases io rutn driven^ 

Were exiled from their native heaven 
— P 219 

The downfall of the Douglases of the 
house of Angus during the reign of James V 
IS the event alluded to in the text The 
Earl of Angus, it will be remembered, had 
married the queen dowager, anda\atlea him 
self of the right which he thus acquired, as 
well as of ms extensive power, to retain 
the king in a sort of tutelage, which ap- 
proached very near to captivity Several 
open attempts were made to rescue James 
from this thraldom, with which he was well 
known to be deeply disgusted , but the \ alour 
of the Douglases and their allies gave them 
the victory in every conflict At length the 
kmg, while residing at Falkland, contrived 
to escape by night out of his own court and 
palace, and rode full speed to Stirling Castle, 
where the governor, who was of the opposite 
faction, joyfully received him Being thus 
at liberty, James speedily summoned around 
him such peers as he knew to be most in 
imical to the domination of Angus— and laid 
his complaint before them, says Pitacottie, 
‘with great lamentations, showing to them 
how he w as holden m subjection, thir years 
bygone, by the Earl of Angus and his km 
and friends who oppressed the whole country 
and spoiled it, under the pretence of justice 
and his authority , and had slammanj of his 
liegts, kinsmen and fnends, because they 
would have had it mended at their hands 
and put him at libertv as he ought to have 
been, at the counsel of his whole lords, and 
not have been subjected and corrected with 
no particular men, bj the rest of his noble® 
Therefore, said he I desire, my lords, that I 
may be satisfied of the said earl, his kin and 
friends , for I av ow that Scotland shall not 
hold us both while [1 e till] I be revenged on 
him and his 

‘ The lords, hearing the king’s complaint and 
lamentation, and also the great rage, fury, 
and malice that he bore tow ard the Earl of 
Angus, his km and friends, they concluded 
all, and thought it best that he should be 
summoned to underly the law , if he found 
no caution, nor jet compear himself that he 
should be put to the horn, with all his km 
and friends so many as w ere contained in the 
letters And farther, the lords ordained, bj 
advice of his majestj, that his brother and 
fnends should be summoned to find caution 
to underly the law wuhin a certain day, or 
else be put to the horn But the earl ap- 
peared not, nor none for him , and so he 
■was put to the horn, with all his kin ana 
friends so manj as were contained in the 
summons that compeared not were banished, 
and holden traitors to the king ’ 


Note XV 

In Holy Rood a Knight he slew — P 220 

This was by no means an uncommon 
occurrence in the Court of Scotland , nay, the 
prcbence of the sovereign himself scarcely 
restrained the ferocious and inveterate 
feuds which were the perpetual source of 
bloodshed among the Scottish nobility The 
following instance of the murder of Sir 
William Stuart of Ochiltree, called The 
Bloody^ by the celebrated Francis, Earl of 
Bothwell, may be produced among many, 
but as the offence given in the royal court 
will hardly bear a vernacular translation, 
I shall leave the story in Johnstone’s Latin, 
referring for further particulars to the naked 
simplicity of Birrell’s Diary, July 30, 1588 

^ Mors im^rohi hominis non tarn ifsa 
immerita^guampessimo exe nplo tnpuhh 
cum^faedeperfetraia Guhelmus Stuar- 
tus Alkiltrius, Aram frater^ naturd ac 
fnoribuSy cujus saepius memini^ vulgo 
propter sitem sanguinarms dictus^ 

a Bothveho^ in Sanctae Cruets Regia ex 
ardescente tra^ mendacii prohro lacessiius^ 
obscaenum osculum hberius retorquebatf 
Bothvehus hanc coniumeham taciius iuhty 
sed ingentum irarum molem ammo con 
cepit Utrinque postridie Edinburgi con 
ventum^ totiaem numero comitibusarmaUs^ 
Praesidit causa^ et acriter pugnatum est, 
caeterzs amicts et dientibus metu torpenti 
buSy aut vi absterritis, ipse Stuartus for 
tissime dtmtcai tandem exettsso gladio d 
Bothvelio^ Scythica feritaie transfodiiiir^ 
sine cujusquam mtsencordia , habuit ita 
que quern dcbuii ex turn Dtgnus erat 
Stuartus gut paierctur, Bothvehus qui 
faceret Vtdgus sanguinem sanguine prae 
dicabd ot horum cruore innocuorum ma 
7 iibus egregte parentatum' — Johnstom 
Historia Rerum Brttannzcarum^ ab anno 
1572 ad annum 1628 Amstelodami 1665, 
fol , P 135 


Note XVI 

The Douglas, like a stricken deer. 

Disown a by every noble peer — P 220 

The exile state of tins powerful race is not 
exaggerated in this and subsequent passages 
The Hatred of James against the race of 
Douglas was so inveterate, that numerous 
as their allies were and disregarded as the 
regal authority had usually been m similar 
cases, their nearest fnends, even in the most 
remote parts of Scotland, durst not entertain 
them, unless under the strictest and closest 
disguise James Douglas son of the ban 
ished Earl of A.ngus, afterwards well known 
by the title of Earl of Morton, lurked dunng 
the exile of his family, in the north of Scotland, 
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under the assumed name of James Innes 
otherwise James the Grieve (1 e Reve or 
Baililf) ‘And as he bore the name,’ says 
Godscroft, ‘so did he also execute the office 
of a grieve or overseer of the lands and rents, 
the corn and cattle of him with whom he 
lived’ From the habits of frugality and 
observation which he acquired in his humble 
situation, the historian traces that intimate 
acquaintance witli popular character which 
enabled him to nse so high m the state, and 
that honourable economy by which he re 
paired and established the shattered estates 
of Angus and Morton — History of the House 
of Douglas^ Edinburgh, 1743 %ol 11 p 160 


Note XVII 

Maronnan's cell — P 221 

The parish of Kilmanonock, at the eastern 
extremity of 1/Och Lomond, denves its name 
from a cell or chapel, dedicated to Saint 
Maronock, or Marnock, or Maronnan, about 
whose sanctity very little is now remembered 
There is a fountain deioted to him m the 
same parish , but its \irtues, like the merits 
of its patron, have fallen into oblivion 


Note XVIII 

Brackhntt' s thundering wave — P 221 

This IS a beautiful cascade made by a moun 
tain stream called the Keltic, at a place called 
the Bndge of Bracklmn, about a mile from 
the village of Callender m Menteith Above 
a chasm, where the brook precipitates itself 
from a height of at least fifty feet, there is 
thrown, for the convenience of the neighbour 
hood, a rustic footbridge, of about three feet 
in breadth, and without ledges, which is 
scarcely to be crossed by a stranger without 
awe and apprehension 


Note XIX. 

For Tine man forged by fairy lore — P 221 

Archibald, the third Earl of Douglas, was 
so unfortunate in all his enterprises, that he 
acquired the epithet of Tine man, because he 
tined^ or lost, his followers in every battle 
which he fought He was vanquished, as 
eveiy reader must remember, in the bloody 
battle of Homildon hill, near V ooler, w here 
he himself lost an eye, and was made prisoner 
by Hotspur He was no less unfortunate 
when allied with Percy, being wounded and 
taken at the battle of Shrew^ury He was 
so unsuccessful in an attempt to besiege 


Roxburgh Castle, that it was called thei^<7«/ 
JRatdy or disgraceful expedition His ill for 
tune left him indeed at the battle of Beauge, 
in France, but it was only to return with 
double emphasis at the subsequent action of 
Vernoil, rhe last and most unlucky of his 
encounters, in which he fell, with the flower 
of the Sco'^tish chivaliy, then serving as 
auxilianes in France, andfabout tw o thousand 
common soldiers, A D 1424 


Note XX 

Did^ self unscabbarded^fof eshow 

The footsie f of a secret foe — P 221 

The ancient warriors, whose hope and con 
fidence rested chiefly m their blades, were 
accustomed to deduce omens from them, 
especially from such as were supposed to 
have been fabricated by enchanted skill, of 
which we have ^'a^ous instances in the 
romances and legends of the time The 
wonderful sword Skofnung, wielded by the 
celebrated Hrolf Kraka was of this descnp 
tion It was deposited in the tomb of the 
monarch at his death, and taken from thence 
by Skeggo, a celebrated pirate, w ho bestowed 
It upon his son in law, Kormak, with the 
follow mg cunous directions — ‘ “The manner 
of using It will appear strange to you 
A small bag is attached to it, which take 
heed not to violate Let not the rays of the 
sun touch the upper part of the handle, nor 
unsheathe it unless thou art ready for battle 
But when thou comest to the place of fight, 
go aside from the rest, grasp and extend the 
sword, and breathe upon it Then a small 
worm will creep out of the handle , lower the 
handle, that he may more easily return into 
It” Kormak, after having received the 
sword, returned home to his mother He 
showed the sword, and attempted to draw it 
as unnecessarily as ineffectually, for he could 
not pluck It out of the sheath His mother, 
Dalla, exclaimed, “Do not despise the 
counsel given to thee, my son ” Kormak, 
however, repeating his efforts pressed dowm 
the handle with his feet, and tore off the bag, 
when Skofnung emittea a hollow groan but 
still he could not unsheathe the sword Kor- 
mak then went out with Bessus, whom he 
had challenged to fight with him, and drew 
apart at the place of combat He sat down 
UTOn the ground, and ungirding the sword, 
which he bore above his vestments, did not 
remember to shield the hilt from the rays 
of the sun In vain he endeavoured to draw 
It, till he placed his foot against the hilt, 
then the worm issued from it But Kormak 
did not nghtly handle the weapon, in con 
sequence whereof good fortune deserted it 
As he unsheathed Skofnung, it emitted 
a hollow murmur ’ — Barthohm de Causis 
Contemfiae a Dams adhuc Genithbus 
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Ltbri Tres Hofmae^ 1689, 4to, 

1*0 the history of this sentient and prescient 
weapon, I beg leive to add, from memory, 
the following legend, for which I cannot 
produce any better authority A young 
nobleman of high hopes and fortune, chanced 
to lose his way m the town which he in 
habited, the capital, if I mistake not, of 
a German pro\mce He had accidentally 
involved himself among the narrow and 
w inding streets of a suburb, inhabited by the 
lowest order of the people, and an approach 
ing thundershower determined him to ask 
a short refuge in the most decent habitation 
that was near him He knocked at the 
door, which was opened by a tall man, of 
a grisly and ferocious aspect, and sordid 
dress The stranger was readil> ushered to 
a chamber, where swords, scourges, and 
machines, which seemed to be implements 
of torture, were suspended on the wall 
One of these swords dropped from its scab 
bard, as the nobleman, after a moment’s 
hesitation, crossed the threshold His host 
immediately stared at him w ith such a m arked 
expression, that the young man could not 
help demanding his name and business, and 
the meaning ofiiis looking at him so fixedly 
‘I am,* answered the man, ‘the public 
executioner of this city , and the incident 
ou have observed is a sure augury that 

shall, m discharge of my duty, one day 
cut off your head with the weapon which 
has just now spontaneously unsheathed it 
self ’ The nobleman lost no time in leaving 
his place of refuge , but. engaging in some 
of the plots of the penod, was shortly after 
decapitated by that very man and instrument 

Lord Lovat is said, by tlie author of the 
Letters from Scotland, to have affirmed, 
that a number of swords that hung up in 
the hall of the mansion house, leaped of 
themselves out of the scabbard at the instant 
he was born The story passed current 
among his clan, but, like that of the story 
I have just quoted, proved an unfortunate 
omtxi-~-Z^iters front ScotlandyVoX 11 p 214 


Note XXI 

Xhose ihrtlhnff sounds^ that call the mig'ht 
Of old Clan Alpine to ike fight — P 222 

The connoisseurs in pipe-music affect to 
discover in a well composed pibroch, the 
imitative sounds of march, conflict, fight 
pursuit, and all the ‘ current of a heady fi^t ' 
To this opinion Dr Beattie has given his 
suffrage, in the following elegant passage — 
‘ A 0 broch IS a species of tune, peculiar, 
I think, to the Highlands and Western Isles 
of Scotland It is performed on a bagpipe, 
and differs totally from all other music its 


rhythm is so irregular, and its notes, espe. 
cially m the quick movement, so mixed and 
huddled together, that a stranger finds it 
impossible to reconcile his ear to it, so as to 
perceive its modulation Some of these 
pibrochs, being intended to represent a 
battle, begin w ith a grave motion resembling 
a march , then gradually quicken into the 
onset, run off with noisy confusion, and 
turbulent rapidity, to imitate the conflict 
and pursuit , then swell into a few flourishes 
of triumphant joy , and perhaps close with 
the wild and slow wailings of a funeral pro- 
cession ''—Essay on Laughter and Ludicrous 
Comj>ositzon^ chap ui Note 


Note XXII 

Roderigh Vtch Alpine dhu^ ho! leroe f 
— P 223 

Besides his ordinary name and surname, 
which were chiefly used in the intercourse 
with the Lowlands, every Highland chief had 
an epithet expressive of his patriarchal dignity 
as head of the clan, and w nich was common 
to all his predecessors and successors, as 
Pharaoh to the kings of Fgypt, or Arsaces 
to those of Parthia This name was usually 
a patronymic, expressiv e of his descent from 
the founder of the family Thus the Duke 
of Argyle is called MacCallum More, or the 
son of Colin the Great Sometimes, how 
ever, it is derived from armorial distinctions, 
or the memory of some great feat, thus 
Lord Seaforth, as chief of the Mackenzies, 
orClan Kennet, bears the epithet of Caber fae, 
or BucEs Head^ as representative of Cohn 
Fitzgerald, founder of the family, w ho saved 
the Scottish king when endangered by a stag 
But besides this title, which Belonged to his 
office and dignity, the chieftain had usually 
another peculiar to himself, which distin 
guished him from the chieftains of the same 
race This was sometimes derived from 
complexion, as dhu or roy , sometimes from 
size, as beg or more^ at other times from 
some peculiar exploit, or from some peculi 
“arity of habit or appearance The line of 
the text therefore signifies, 

‘ Black Rodenck the descendant of Alpine.' 

The song itself is intended as an imitation 
of the JorramSy or boat songs, of the 
Highlanders, which were usually composed 
in honour of a favourite chief They are so 
adapted as to keep time with the sweep of 
the oars, and it is easy to d stinguish between 
those intended to be sung to the oars of 
a galley, where the stroke is lengthened and 
doubled, as it were, and those which were 
timed to the rowers of an ordinary boat 
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Note XXHI 

best of Lock Lorttond he dead on her side 

-P 323 

The Lennox, as the district is called, which 
encirclesthe lower extremity of Loch Lomond, 
was peculiarly exposed to the incursions of the 
mountaineers, who inhabited the inaccessible 
fastnesses at the upper end of the lake, and 
the neighbouring^ district of Loch Katrine 
These were often marked by circumstances 
of great ferocity, of which the noted conflict 
of Glen fruin is a celebrated instance This 
was a clan battle, in which the Macgregors, 
headed by Allaster Macgregor, chief of the 
clan, encountered the sept of Colquhouns, 
commanded by Sir Humphry Colquhoun of 
Luss It IS on all hands allowed that the 
action was desperately fought, and that the 
Colquhouns were defeated with great slaugh- 
ter, leaving two hundred of their name 
dead upon the field But popular tradition 
has added other horrors to the tale It is 
said, that Sir Humphry Colquhoun, who 
was on horseback, escaped to the castle of 
Benechra, or Banochar, and was next day 
dragged out and murdered by the “v ictonous 
MacGregors m cold blood Buchanan of 
Auchmar, however, speaks of his slaughter 
as a subsequent event, and as perpetrated by 
the Macfarlanes Again, it is reported that 
the Maegregors murdered a number of 
youths, whom report of the intended battle 
had brought to be spectators, and whom the 
Colquhouns, anxious for their safety, had 
shut up in a barn to be out of danger One 
account of the Maegregors denies this cir 
cumstance entirely another ascribes it to 
the sa\ age and bloodthirsty disposition of a 
single individual, the bastard brother of the 
Laird of Macgregor, who amused himself 
with this second massacre of the innocents, 
in express disobedience to the chief by whom 
he was left their guardian during the pursuit 
of the Colquhouns It is added, that Mac 
gregor bitterl> lamented this atrocious action, 
and prophesied the rum which it must bring 
upon their ancient clan The following 
account of the conflict which is indeed 
drawn up by a friend of the Clan Gregor, 
IS altogether silent on the murder of 
the youths *In the spring of the year* 
z 6 o 2, there happened great dissensions and 
trouDles between the laird of Luss, chief of 
the Colquhouns, and Alexander, laird of 
Macgregor The original of these quarrels 
proceeded from injuries and provocations 
mutually gi\en and received, not long before 
Macgregor, however, wanting to ha\e them 
ended in friendly conferences, marched at the 
head of two hundred of his clan to Leven, 
which borders on Luss, his country, with 
a view of settling matters by the mediation 
of friends but Luss had no such intentions, 
and projected his measures with a different 
view, for he privately drew together a body 
of 300 horse and 500 foot, composed partly 


of his own clan and their followers, and 
partly of the Buchanans, his neighbours, and 
resolved to cut off Macgregor and his party to 
a man, in case the issue of the conference did 
not answer his inclination But matters fell 
otherwise than he expected, and though 
Macgregor had previous information of ms 
insidious design yet dissembling his resent 
ment, he kept the appointment, and parted 
good friends m appearance 

*No sooner was he gone, than Luss, 
thinking to surprise him and his party in full 
secun^, and without any dread or apprehen- 
sion ofhis treachery, followed with all speed, 
and came up with him at a place called 
Glenfroon Macgregor, upon the alarm, di- 
vided his men into two parties, the greatest 
part whereof he commanded himself, and the 
other he committed to the care ofhis brother 
John, who, by his orders, led them about 
another way, and attacked the Colquhouns 
in flank Here it was fought with great 
bravery on both sides for a considerable time , 
and, notwithstanding the vast disproportion 
of numbers, Macgregor, in the end, obtained 
an absolute victory So great was the rout 
that 200 of the Colquhouns were left dead 
upon the spot most of the leading men were 
killed, and amultitude of prisoners taken But 
what seemed most surprising and incredible 
in this defeat, was, that none of the Mac 
gregors were missing, except John, the laird’s 
brother, and one common fellow, though 
indeed many of them were wounded ’—Pro- 
fessor Rosss History of the Family of 
Sutherland^ 1631 

The consequences of the battle of Glen- 
frum were very calamitous to the family of 
Macgregor who had already been considered 
as an unruly clan The w idows of the slam 
Colquhouns, sixty, it is said, in number 
appeared in doleful procession before the 
king at Stirling, each riding upon a white 
palfrey, and bearing in her hand the bloody 
shirt of her husband displayed upon a pike. 
James VI was so much mo\ed by the com- 
plaints of this ‘choir of mourning dames,’ 
that he let loose his vengeance against 
the Maegregors, without eifter bounds or 
moderation The very name of tlie clan was 
proscribed, and those by whom it had been 
borne were given up to sword and fire, and 
absolutely hunted down bv bloodhounds 
like wild beasts Argylc and the Campbells, 
on the one hand, Montrose, with the Gra- 
hames and Buchanans, cn the other, are said 
to have been the chief instruments in sup 
pressing this devoted clan The Laird of 
Macgregor surrendered to the former, on 
condition that he woula take him out of 
Scottish ground But, to use Birrel s expres- 
sion, he kept ‘ a Highlandman’s promise ’ 
and, although he fulfinexi his word to the 
letter, by carrying him as far as Berwick, he 
afterwards brought him back to Edinburgh, 
where he was executed with eighteen of his 
clan —Birrel’S Diary ^ Oct 2, 1603 The 
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Clan Gregor being thus dnven to utter 
despair, seem to have renounced the laws 
from the benefit of which they were excluded, 
and their depredations produced new acts 
of council, confirming the seventy of their 
proscription, which had only the effect of 
rendering them still more united and des 
perate It is a most cxtraordinaiy proof of 
the ardent and invincible spirit of clanship, 
that, notw ithstanding the repeated proscnp 
tions providently ordained by the legislature 
‘for the timeous prevenhng the disorders 
and oppression that may fall out by the said 
name and clan of Macgregors, and their 
followers ’ they were m i*fiK and i74‘; a po 
tent clan, and continue to subsist as a distinct 
and numerous race 


Note XXIV 

The King's vindictive pride 

Boasts to have tarned the Border-side 
— P 226 

In 1529 James V made a convention at 
Edinburgh for the purpose of considering the 
best mode of quelling the Border robbers, 
who, during the license of his minority, and 
the troubles which followed, had committed 
many exorbitances Accordingly, he assem- 
bled a flying army of ten thousand men, 
consisting of his principal nobility and their 
followers, who were directed to bring their 
hawks and dogs with them, that the monarch 
might refresh himself with sport during the 
intervals of military execution With this 
array he swept through Ettrick Forest, where 
he hanged over the gate of hxs own castle. 
Piers Cockbum of Henderland, who had 
prepared, according to tradition, a least for 
ins reception He caused Adam Scott of 
Tushielaw also to be executed^ who was 
distinguished by the title of King of the 
Border But the most noted \ ictim of justice 
danng that expedition, was John Armstrong 
of Gilnockie, famous m Scottish song, who, 
confiding in his own supposed innocence, met 
the King, with a retinue of thirty six persons, 
all of whom were hanged at Carlenng, near 
the source of the Teviot The effect of this 
seventy was such, that as the vulgar ex 
pressed it, * the rush bush kept the cow,’ and 
'‘thereafter was great peace and rest a long 
time, wherethrough the King had great profit, 
for he had ten thousand sheep going in the 
Ettnck Forest in keeping by Andrew Bell, 
who made the King as good count of them 
as they had gone in the bounds of Fife ’ — 
PiTSCOTTiE’s History^ p 153 


Note XXV 

WJmt graix for Highland Chiefs^ judge ye 
By fate of Border chivalry — P 226 
James was m fact equally attentive to re 
strain rapine and feudal oppression m every 
part of his domimons ‘ The king past to the 


Isles, and there held justice courts, and 
punished both thief and traitor according to 
their demerit And also he caused great 
men to show their holdings, wherethrough he 
found many of the said fends m non-entry , 
the which he confiscate and brought home to 
his own use, and afterwards annexed them 
to the crown, as ye shall hear Syne brought 
many of the great men of the Isles captive 
with him, such as Mudyart, M’Connel, 
M’Loyd of the Lewes, M’Neil, M Lane, 
M’Intosh, John Mudyart, M’Kay, M’Kenzie, 
with many other that I cannot rehearse at 
this time Some of them he put in ward and 
some m court, and some he took pledges for 
good rule m tune coming So he brought 
the Isles, both north and south, in good rule 
and peace, wherefore he had great profit, 
serv ice and obedience of people a long time 
thereafter , and as long as he had the heads 
of the country in subjection, they lived m 
great peace and rest, and there was great 
riches and policy by the king’s justice 
PiTSCOTTIE, P 152 


Note XXVI 

Rest safe till morning, pity ''iwere 
Such cheek should feel the midnight air 
— P 228 

Hardihood was m every respect so essential 
to the character of a Highlander, that the 
reproach of effeminacy was the most bitter 
which could be thrown upon him Yet it 
was sometimes hazarded on what we might 
presume to think slight grounds It is re 
ported of Old Sir Ewen Cameron of Lochiel, 
when upwards of se\enty, that he was sur 
prised by night on a hunting or military 
expedition He wrapped him in his plaid, 
and lay contentedly down upon the snow, 
with which the ground happened to be 
coiered Among nis attendants, who were 
preparing to take their rest m the same man 
ner, he observed that one of his grandsons, 
for his better accommodation, had rolled 
a large snowball, and placed it below his 
head The wrath of the ancient chief was 
awakened by a symptom of what he conceived 
40 be degenerate luxury ‘ Out upon thee,’ 
said he, kicking the frozen bolster from the 
head which it supported , ‘art thou so effem 
mate as to need a pillow’’ The officer of 
engineers, whose curious letters from the 
Highlands have been more than once quoted, 
tells a similar story of Macdonald of Keppoch, 
and subjoins the following remarks — ‘ This 
and many other stones are romantick , but 
there is one thing, that at first thought might 
seem very romantick, of which I have been 
credibly assured, that when the Highlanders 
are constrained to lie among the hills, in 
cold dry windy weather, they sometimes soak 
the plaid in some river or 'ourn (1 e brook), 
and then, holding up a corner of it a little 
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above their heads, they turn tfteniselves round 
and round, till they are enveloped by the 
whole mantle They then lay themselves down 
on the heath, upon the leeward side of some 
hill where the wet and the warmth of their 
bodies make a steam like that of a boiling 
kettle The wet, they say, keeps them warm 
by thickening the stuff and keeping the wind 
from penetrating I must confess I should 
have been apttoquestionthisfact, had I notfre 
quently seen them wet from morning to night, 
and e\en at the beginning of the rain, not 
so much as stir a few jards to shelter, but 
continue in it w ithout necessity, till they were, 
as we say, wet through and through And 
that IS soon effected by the looseness and 
spungmess of the plaiding, but the bonnet 
IS frequently taken off andwrunglike a dish 
clout, and then put on again They have been 
accustomed from their infancy to be often 
wet, and to take the water like spaniels, 
and this is become a second nature, and 
can scarcely be called a hardship to them, 
insomuch that I used to say, they seemed to 
be of the duck kind, and to love water as 
well Though I never saw this preparation 
for sleep in windy weather yet, setting out 
early in a morning from one of the huts, I 
have seen the marks of their lodging, where 
the ground has been free from rime or snow, 
whidi remained all round the spot where they 
had lam ’ — JLeiters from Scotland^ Lond 
1754, 8vo, 11 p 108 


Note XXVII 

hts henchman came — P 228 

‘This officer is a sort of secretary, and is 
to be ready, upon all occasions, to venture 
his life m defence of his master, and at 
drinking bouts he stands behind his seat, at 
his haunch, from whence his title is derived, 
and watches the conversation, to see if anyone 
offendshis patron An English officerbeingin i 
company with a certain cmeftain and se^ era! j 
other Highland gentlemen, near Killichumen, 
had an argument with the ^reat man , and 
both being well warmed with usky, at last 
the dispute grew ver> hot A youth who was^ 
henchman, not understanding one word of 
English, imagined his chief was insulted, and 
thereupon drew his pistol from his side, 
and snapped it at the officer’s head but the 
pistol missed fire, otherwise it is more than 
probable he might have suffered death from 
the hand of that little 1 ermin But it is very 
disagreeable to an Englishman over a bottle, 
with the Highlanders, to see e\ eiy one of them 
have his giTly, that is his servant, standing 
behind him all the while, let what will be the 
subject of conversation ^—Le^jfer^/rom Sc<?^ 
land^ a 159 


Note XXVIII 

A 7 id while the Fiery Cross glanced^ like 
a tneieor^ round — P 229 

W hen a chieftain designed to summon his 
clan upon any sudden or important emer 
genc\, he slew a goat, and making across of 
any light wood, seared its extremities in the 
fire, and extinguished them m thi blood of the 
animal This was called the Fiery Cross^ 
also Crean Tari£rh^ or the Cross of Shame 
because disobedience to what the symbol 
implied, inferred infamy It was delivered 
to a swift and trusty messenger, who ran 
full speed with it to the next hamlet, where 
he presented it to the principal person, with 
a single word, implying the place of ren 
dezvous He who received the symbol was 
bound to send it forward, with equal de 
spatch, to the next village , and thus it passed 
with incredible celerity through all the dis- 
trict which owed allegiance to the chief, 
and also among his allies and neighbours, 
if the danger was common to them At 
sight of the Fiery Cross, every man, from 
sixteen years old to sixty, capable of bear- 
ng arms, was obliged instantly to repair, 
m his best arms and accoutrements, to the 
place of rendezvous He who failed to appear 
suffered the extremities of fire and sword, 
which were emblematically denounced to 
the disobedient by the bloody and burnt 
marks upon this warlike signal During the 
civil war of i74*)'-6, the Fiery Cross often 
made its circuit, and upon one occasion it 
passed through the whole district of Bread- 
albane, a tract of thirty two miles, m three 
hours The late Alexander Stewart, Esq, 
of Invernahyle, described to me his having 
sent round the Fiery Cross through the 
distnct of Appine, during the same com- 
motion The coast was threatened by a 
descent from two English frigates, and the 
flower of the young men were with the 
army of Prince Charles Edward, then m 
England , yet the summons was so effectual, 
that even old age and childhood obeyed 
It, and a force was collected in a few 
hours, so numerous and so enthusiastic, 
that all attempt at the intended diversion 
upon the country of the absent warriors 
was m prudence abandoned, as desperate 

This practice, like some others, is common 
to the Highlanders with the ancient Scandi- 
navians, as will appear by the following ex- 
tract from Olaus Magnus — 

* When the enemy is upon the sea-coast, 
or within the limits of northern kmgdomes, 
then presently, by the command of the 
pnnci^l govemours, with the counsel and 
consent 01 the old soldiers, who are notably 
skilled m such like business, a staff of three 
hands length, m the common sight of them 
all, is carried, by the speedy running of some 
active young man, unto that village or city, 
with tins command, — that on the third, 
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fourth, or eighth day, one, two, or three, or else 
every man in particular, from fifteen years old, 
shall come with his arms, and expenses for 
ten or twenty days, upon pain that his or 
their houses shall Debumt(which is intimated 
by the burning of the staff,) or else the 
master to be hanged (which is signified by 
the cord tied to it,) to appear speedily on 
such a bank, or field, or valley, to hear the 
cause he is called, and to hear orders from 
the said provincial governours what he shall 
do Wherefore that messenger, swifter than 
any post or waggon, having done his com 
mission, comes slowly back again, bringing 
a token with him that he hath done all 
legally, and every moment one or another 
runs to every village and tells those places 
what they must do The mes 

sengers, therefore, of the footmen, that are to 

f ive warning to the people to meet for the 
attail, run fiercely and sw iftly , for no snow, 
no ram, nor heat can ston them, nor night 
hold them , but they will soon run the race 
they undertake The first messenger tells 
It to the next village, and that to the next , 
and so the hubbub runs all over till they 
all know it in that stift or territory, where, 
when and wherefore they must meet’ — 
Olaus Magnus’ History of the Goth^^ 
englishedbyj S Lond 1058, book iv chap 
3i 4 


Note XXIX 

That monk^ of savage form and face 
— P 230 

The state of religion in the middle ages 
afforded considerable facilities for those 
whose mode of life excluded them from 
regular worship, to secure, nevertheless, the 
ghostly assistance of confessors, perfectly 
willing to afapt the nature of their doctrine 
to the necessities and peculiar circumstances 
of their flock Robin Hood, it is well 
known had his celebrated domestic chap 
lam, Fnar Tuck And that same curtal 
friar was probably matched in manners 
and appearance by the ghostly fathers of 
the TyneJale robbers who are thus de 
scribed m an excommunication fulminated 
against their patrons by R chard Fox, 
Bishop of Durham, tempore Hennci VHI 
*We have furtlier understood, that there 
are many chap’ains in the said temtories 
ofTyncaale and Redesdale who are public 
and open maintainers of concubmage, ir 
regular, suspended, excommunicated, and 
interdicted persons, and withal so utterly 
Ignorant of letters, that it has been found 
Iw those who objected this to them, that 
there were some who having celebrated 
mass for ten years, were still unable to 
read the sacramental service. have 


also understood there are persons among 
them who, although not ordained, do ta’xe 
upon them the offices of priesthood , and, 
in contempt of God, celebrate the divine 
and sacred rites, ana administer the sacra 
ments, not only in sacred and dedicated 
places, but in tnose which are profane and 
interdicted, and most wretchedly ruinous , 
they themselves being attired m ragged, 
torn and most filthy vestments, altogether 
unfit to be used in divine or even in temporal 
offices The which said chaplains do ad- 
minister sacraments and sacramental rights 
to theaforesaidmanifest and infamous thieves, 
robbers, depredators, receivers of stolen 
goods, and plunderers, and that without resti 
tution, or intention to restore, as evinced 
by the act, and do also openly admit 
them to the rites of ecclesiastical sepulchre, 
without exacting security for restitution, 
although they are prohibited from doing 
so by the sacred canons, as well as by 
the institutes of the saints and fathers All 
which infers the heavy peril of their own 
souls, and is a pernicious example to the 
other believers in Christ, as well as no slight, 
but an aggravated injury, to the numbers 
despoiled and plundered of their goods, 
gear, herds, and chattels 1 ’ 

To this lively and picturesque description 
of the confessors and churchmen of predatory 
tribes, there may be added some curious 
particulars respecting the priests attached 
to the several septs of native Irish, during 
the reign of Queen Elizabeth These friars 
had indeed to plead, that the incursions, 
which they not only pardoned, but even 
encouraged, were made upon those hostile 
to them, as well in religion as from national 
antipathy, but by Protestant wi iters they 
are uniformly alleged to be the chief in 
struments of Irish insurrection, the very 
well spring of all rebellion towards the 
English government Lithgow, the Scottish 
traveller, declares the Irish wood kerne, or 
predatory tribes, to be but the hounds of 
their hunting priests, who directed their in- 
cursions by their pleasure, partly for sus 
tenance, partly to gratify animosity, partly 
to foment general division, and alwaj s for 
the better secun^ and easier domination 
•of the friars 2 Derrick, the liveliness and 
minuteness of whose descriptions may fre 
quently apologize for his doggerel verses, 
after describing an Irish feast, and the en 
couragement given, by the songs of the 
bards, to its termination m an incursion 
upon the parts of the country more im- 
mediately under the dominion of the Eng- 


1 The Monition against the Robbers of Tynedale 
and Redesdale with which I was favoured by my 
friend Mr Surtees of Mamsforth may be found in 
the original Latin in the Appendix to the Intro- 
duction to the Border Minstrelsy No VIL vot 1 

*^»*?jithgows Travels, first edition p 431 
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lish records the no less pow erful arguments 
used bj the friar to excite their animosity — 

* And more t au^ent the flame 
and rancour of their harte 
The frier of his counsells vile 
to rebelles doth imparte» 

AfSrmmg that it is 
an almose deede to God 
To make the English subjectes taste 
the Irish rebells rodde 
Tospoile to kill toburne» 
tins fner s counsell is 
And for the doing of the same 
he warrantes heavenhe blisse 
He tells a holie tale 
the white he tournes to black 
And through the pardons in his male^ 
he workes a knavishe knacke. 

The \sreckfal invasion of a part of the 
English pale is then described with some 
spirit, the burning of houses, driving off 
cattle, and all pertaining to such predatory 
inroads, are illustrated by a rude cut The 
defeat of the Irish, by a party of English 
soldiers from the next garrison, is then com 
memorated, and in like manner adorned 
■with an engraving, m which the fner is 
exhibited mourning over the slam chieftain , 
or, as the rubnc expresses it, 

* The fHer then that treacherous knave , with ough 
ough hone lament 

To see his cousin Devill s son to have so foul e%ent. 
The matter is handled at great length in 
the text, of which the following verses are 
more than sufficient sample 
The fner seyng this 
laments that lucklesse parte 
And curseth to the pitte of hell 
the death man s sturdie hearte 
Yet for to quight them with 
the fnertaketh pame 
For al the synnes that ere he did 
remission to obtaine 
And therefore serves his booke 
the candell and the bell 
But thinke you that such apishe toies 
bring damned souls from hell! 

It longs not to my parte 
mfemall thmgs to knowe , 

But I beleve tiU later daie 
thei nse not from belowe 
Yet hope that fners give 
to this rebellious rout 
If that their souls should chaunce m hell 
to bringe them quicklie out 
Doeth m^e them lead suche hves 
as neither God nor man 
Without revenge for their desartes 
permitte or suffer can 
Thus friers are the cause 
the fountain and the spring 
Of hurleburles m this lande 
of eche unhappie thing 
Thei cause them to rebell 
against their soveraigne queue 
And through rebellion often tymes 
their hves do vanish dene 
So as by friers meanes 
m whom all foU e swimme 
The Inshe kame doe often lose 
the life with hedde and limine ^ 

1 This curious picture of Ireland was inserted by 
tiie author m the republication of Somers Tracts, 
vok 1 m which the plates have been also mserted 
from the only impressions known to exist belonging 
to the copy m the Advocates library See Somer? 
Tracts vol i pp 591, 594 


As the Irish tribes and those of the 
Scottish Highlands are much more intimately 
allied, by language, manners, dress, and cus- 
toms than the antiquanes 01 either country 
have been willing to admit, I flatter myself 
I have here produced a strong -warrant for 
the character sketched in the text The 
following picture, though of a different kind, 
serves to establish the existence of ascetic 
religionists, to a comparatn ely late period, in 
the JHighlands and Western Isles There 
IS a great deal of simplicity in the description, 
for which, as for much similar information 
I am obliged to Dr John Martin, who visited 
the Hebrides at the suggestion of Sir 
Robert Sibbald, a Scottish antiquarian of 
eminence, and early m the eighteenth cen 
tury published a description of them, which 
rocured him admission into the Royal 
ociety He died in London about 1719 
His work IS a strange mixture of learning, 
observation and gross credulity 

‘ I remember,’ says this author, ‘ I have 
seen an old lay-capuchm here (m the island 
of Benbecula), called in their language 
Braktr bochi^ that is, Poor Brother^ which 
IS literally true , for he answers this char- 
acter, having nothing but what is given 
him , he holds himseU* fully satisfied with 
food and rayment, and lives in as great 
simplicity as any of his order , his diet is 
very mean, and he drinks only fair water , 
his habit IS no less mortifying than that of 
his brethren elsewhere he wears a short 
coat, which comes no farther than his 
middle, with narrow sleeves like a waist- 
coat he wears a plad above it, girt about 
the middle, which reaches to his knee the 
plad IS fastened on his breast with a w ooden 
pm, his neck bare, and his feet often so 
too , he wears a hat for ornament, and the 
string about it is a bit of a fisher’s line, 
made of horse hair This plad he wears in 
stead of a gown worn by those of his order 
in other countries I told him he wanted 
the flaxen girdle that men of his order 
usually wear , he answered me, that he 
wore a leathern one, which was the same 
thing Upon the matter, if he is spoke to 
when at meat, he answers again , which is 
contrary to the custom of his order This 
^oor man frequently diverts himself with 
angling of trouts , he lies upon straw, and 
has no bell (as others have) to call him to 
his de\otions, but only his conscience, as 
he told me ’ — Martin’s Description of the 
Western Highlands^ p 82 


Note XXX. 

Of Brian's birth strange tales were told 
— P 2^0 

The legend which follows is not of the 
author's Invention It is possible he may 
differ from modern critics, in supposing 
that the records of human superstition, « 
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peculiar to, and characteristic of, the 
country in which the scene is laid, are a 
legitimate subject of poetry He gives, 
however, a ready assent to the narrower 
proposition which condemns all attempts 
of an irregular and disordered fancy to ex 
cite terror, by accumulating a tram of 
fantastic and incoherent horrors, whether 
borrowed from all countries, and patched 
upon a narrative belonging to one which 
knew them not, or denvea from the author’s 
own imagination In the present case, 
therefore, I appeal to the record which I 
have transcribed with the variation of a 
very few words, from the geographical col- 
lections made fay the Laird of Macfarlane 

I know not whether it be necessary to re 
mark, that the miscellaneous concourse of 
youths and maidens on the night and on 
the spot where the miracle is said to have 
taken place, might, even in a credulous age, 
ha\e somewhat diminished the wonder 
which accompanied the conception of Gilli 
Doir Magrevollich 

* There is bot two myles from Inverloghie, 
the church of Kilmalee, in Lochyeld In 
ancient tymes there was ane church builded 
upon ane hill, which was above this church, 
which doeth now stand in this toune , 
and ancient men doeth say, that there 
was a battell foughten on ane litle hill 
not the tenth part of a myle from this 
church, be certame men which they did 
not know what they were And long tyme 
thereafter, certame herds of that toune, and 
of the next toune, called Unnatt, both wenches 
and youthes, did on a tyme conveen with 
others on that hill , and the day being some- 
what cold, did gather the bones of the dead 
men that were slayne long tyme before in 
that place, and did make a fire to warm 
them At last they did all remove from 
the fire, except one maid or wench, which 
was vene cold and she did remaine there 
for a space She being quyetlie her alone, 
without anie other corapanie, took up her 
cloaths above her knees, or thereby, to 
warm her , a wind did come and caste the 
ashes upon her, and she was conceived of 
ane man-chyld Several 1 tymes thereafter 
she was vene sick, and at last she was knowne 
to be with chvld And then her parents did ask*' 
at her the matter heirolf, which the wench 
could not weel answer which way to satisfie 
them At last she resolved them with ane 
answer As fortune fell upon her concerning 
thisroarvellous miracle the chyld beingbome, 
his name was called (xt/t doir Maghrevolhck^ 
that IS to 8^, the Black Child^ Son to 
ihe Boms So called, his grandfather sent 
him to school, and so he was a good 
schoUar, and godlie He did build this 
church which doeth now stand m Lochyeld, 
called Kilmalie.’— Macfarlane, ut su^ra^ 
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Note XXXI 

Yet nder again to braid her hair 
The virgin snood did Alice wear 
— P 231 

The snood^ or riband, with which a Scottish 
lass braided her hair, had an emblematical 
signification, and applied to her maiden 
character It was exchanged for the curch^ 
toy^ or coif, when she passed, by marriage, 
i nto the m atron state But if the damsel was 
so unfortunate as to lose pretensions to the 
name of maiden, without gaming a nght to 
that of matron, she was neither permitted 
to use the snood, nor advanced to the 
graver dignity of the curch In old Scot 
tish songs there occur many sly allusions 
to such misfortune, as in the old words to 
the popular tune of ‘ Ower the muir amang 
the heather ’ 

Down amang the broom the broom, 

Down amang the broom my deane 
The lassie lost her silken snood 
That gard her greet till she was wearie 


Note XXXII 

The desert gave him visions wild^ 

Such as might suit ihe spectre's child 
— P 231 

In adopting the legend concerning the 
birth of tne founder of the Church of Kil 
malic the author has endeavoured to trace 
the effects which such a belief was likely to 
produce, in a barbarous age, on the person 
to whom It related It seems likely that 
he must have become a fanatic or an im- 
postor, or that mixture of both which forms 
a more frequent character than either of 
them, as existing separately In truth, 
mad persons are frequently more anxious 
to impress upon others a faith in their 
visions, than they are themselves confirmed 
in their reality , as on the other hand, it 
IS difiJcult for the most cool beaded impostor 
long to personate an enthusiast, without in 
some degree believing what he is so eager 
to have believed It was a natural attribute 
of such a character as the supposed hermit, 
that he should credit the numerous super- 
stitions with which the minds of ordinaiy 
Highlanders are almost always imbued 
A few of these are slightly alluded to in 
this stanza The River demon, or River- 
horse, for It is that form which he commonly 
assumes, is the Kelpy of the Lowlands, art 
evil and malicious spirit, delighting to for- 
bode and to witness calamity He frequents 
most Highland lakes and rivers , and one 
of his most memorable exploits was per- 
formed upon the banks of Loch Vcnnachar, 
in the very distnct which forms the scene 
of our action it consisted m the destruction 
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of a funeral procession with all its attend 
ants The ‘noontide hag-,’ called m Gaelic 
Glashck^ a tall, emaciated, gigantic female 
figure, IS supposed in particular to haunt the 
district of ICnoidart A goblin, dressed in 
antique armour, and having one hand covered 
with blood, called from that circumstance, 
JLkam dearg'^ or Red hand, is a tenant of 
the forests of Glenmore and Rothiemurcus 
Other spirits of the desert, all frightful in 
shape and malignant in disposition, are 
believed to frequent different mountains 
and glens of the Highlands, where any 
unusual appearance, produced by mist, or 
the strange lights that are sometimes throve n 
upon particular objects, never fails to pre 
sent an apparition to the imagination of the 
solitary and melancholy mountaineer 


Note XXXIII 

The fatal Ben Shte^s bocCmg scream 
-P 231 

Most great families in the Highlands were 
supposed to ha\e a tutelar, or rather a 
domestic spirit, attached to them, who took 
an interest in their prosperity, and intimated, 
^ Its wailings, any approaching disaster 
That of Grant of Grant was called May 
MouUachy and appeared in the form of a 

e rl, who had her arm covered with hair 
rant of Rothiemurcus had an attendant 
called Bodach an dun^ or the Ghost of the 
Hill, and many other examples might be 
mentioned The Ban Schie implies a female 
Fairy, whose lamentations were often sup 
posed to precede the death of a chieftain 
of particular families When she is visible, 
it IS in the form of an old woman, with a 
blue mantle and streaming hair A super 
stition of the same kind I believe, uni 
versally received by the inferior ranks of the 
native Irish 

The death of the head of a Highland 
family is also sometimes supposed to be 
announced by a chain of lights of different 
colours, called Dreugy or death of the 
Druid The direction which it takes, marks 
the place of the funeral [See the Essay 
on Fairy Superstitions m the Border Min 
strelsy 3 

Note XXXIV 

Soundsy teOy had come tn tmdmghi hlasty 
Of charj^inr sieedsy careering- fast 
Alonsr BenJtarrow's shingly side. 

Where mortal horseman nder might ride 
— P 231 

A presage of the kind alluded to m the 
text IS still believed to announce death 
to the ancient Higliland family of M’Lean 
of Lochbuy The spirit of an ancestor slain 
m battle is heard to gallop along a stony 


bank, and then to ride thnce around the 
family residence, ringing his faiiy bridle, 
and thus intimating the approaching calamity 
How easily the eye, as well as the ear, 
may be deceived upon such occasions, is 
evident from the stories of armies m the 
air, and other spectral phenomena with 
which history abounds. Such an apparition 
is said to have been witnessed upon the 
side of Southfell mountain, between Pennth 
and Keswick, upon the 23rd June 17^ by 
two persons William Lancaster of Blake- 
hills, and Daniel Stncket, his servant 
whose attestation to the fact, with a full 
account of the apparition, dated the 21st 
July I7a«;, is printed in Clarke’s Survey of 
the Lakes The apparition consisted, of 
several troops of horse moving in regfular 
order, with a steady rapid motion, making 
a curved sweep around the fell, and seeming to 
the spectators to disappear over the ndge of 
the mountain Many persons witnessea this 
henomenon, and observed the last, or last 
ut one, of the supposed troop, occasionally 
leave his rank, and pass at a gallop to the 
front, when he resumed the same steady 
pace This curious appearance, making the 
necessaiy allowance for imagination, may 
be perhaps sufficiently accounted for by 
optical deception — Survey of the JLakeSy 
P 25 

Supernatural intimations of approaching 
fate are not, I believe, confined to Highland 
families Howel mentions having seen, at 
a lapidary’s, m 16^2, a monumental stone, 
prepared for four persons of the name of 
Oxenham, before the death of each of whom, 
the inscription stated a white bird to have 
appeared and fluttered around the bed while 
the patient was in the last agony — Familiar 
LeiterSy edit 1726, 247 Glanville mentions 
one family the members of which received 
this solemn sign by music, the sound of which 
floated from the family residence, and seemed 
to die in a neighbouring wood , another, 
that of Captain Wood of Bampton, to 
whom the signal was given by knocking 
But the most remarkable instance of the 
kind occurs in the MS Memoirs of Lady 
Fanshaw, so exemplary for her conjugal 
affection Her husband Sir Richard, and 
She, chanced during their abode m Ireland 
to visit a friend, the head of a sept, who 
resided in his ancient baronial castle, sur- 
rounded with a moat At midnight she was 
awakened by a ghastly and supernatural 
scream, and, looking out of bed, beheld, by 
the moonlight, a female face and part of the 
form, hovering at the window The distance 
from the ground, as well as the circumstance 
of the moat, excluded the possibility that 
what she beheld was of this world The 
face was that of a young and rather handsome 
woman, but pale, ana the hair, which was 
reddisE was loose and dishevelled. The dress, 
which llady Fanshaw’s terror did not prevent 
her remarking accurately, was that of the 
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ancient Irish This apparition continued to 
exhibit itself for some time, and then vanished 
with two shrieks, similar to that which had 
first excited Lady Fanshaw’s attention In 
the momingf, with infinite terror, she com 
municated to her host what she hadf witnessed, 
and found him prepared not only to credit 
but to account tor the apparition ‘A near 
relation of my family ’ said he, ‘expired last 
night m this castle We disguised our certain 
expectation of the event from you, lest it 
should throw a cloud over the cheerful 
reception which was due to you Now, before 
such an event happens in this family and 
castle the female spectre whom you have 
seen always is visible She is believed to be 
the spirit of a woman of inferior rank, whom 
one of my ancestors degraded himself by 
manying, and whom afterwards, to expiate 
the dishonour done his family, he caused to 
be drowned in the castle moat.‘ 


Note XXXV 

Whose parents in Inch Catlltach -wave 
Thetr shadows o'er Clan Alpine's ^ave 
— T 2S2 

Inch Cailhach^ the Isle of Nuns, or of Old 
Women, is a most beautiful island at the 
lower extremity of Loch Lomond The 
church belonging to the former nunnery was 
long used as the place of worship for the 
parish of Buchanan, but scarce any vestiges 
of It now remain The burial ground con- 
tinues to be used, and contains the family 
places of sepulture of several neighbouring 
clans The monuments of the lairds of 
Macgregor, and of other families, claiming 
a descent from the old Scottish King Alpine, 
are most remarkable The Highlanders are 
as zealous of their rights of sepulture, as 
may be expected from a people whose whole 
laws and government, if clanship can be 
called so, turned upon the single principle of 
family descent ‘ May his ashes be scattered 
on the water,’ was one of the deepest and 
most solemn imprecations which they used 
against an enemy [See a detailed descnption 
of the funeral ceremonies of a Highland 
chieftain in the Fair Maid of Perth Wavers 
ley Novels^ \ol 43, chapa x. and xi Edit 
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Note XXXVI 

the dun deer's hide 

On Jketer foot was never tied — P 233 

The present brogue of the Highlanders is 
made of halfdned leather, with holes to 
admit and let out the water, for walking 
the moors dry-shod is a matter altogether 
out of the question The ancient buskin 
was still ruder, being made of undressed 
deer’s hide, with the hair outwards , a cir- 
cumstance which procured the Highlanders 


the well known epithet of Redshanks The 
process is very accurately described by one 
Elder (himself a Highlander) m the project 
for a union between England and Scotland, 
addressed to Henry VHf ‘ We go a hunting, 
and after that we have slam red-deer, vie 
flay off the skm by and-by, and setting of 
our bare foot on the inside thereof, for want 
of cunning shoemakers by your grace’s 
pardon, we play the cobblers, compassing 
and measuring so much thereof as shall 
reach up to our ankles, pricking the upper 
part thereof with holes, that the water may 
repass where it enters and stretching it up 
with a strong thong of the same above our 
said ankles So, and please your noble 
grace, we make our shoes Therefore, we 
using such manner of shoes, the rough hairy 
side outwards, in your grace’s dominions of 
England, we be called Roughfooted Scots 
Pinkerton’s History, vol u p 397. 


Note XXXVII 

The dismal coronach — P 234 

The Coronach of the Highlanders, like 
the Ululaius of the Romans, and the Ululoo 
of the Irish, was a wild expression of lamenta- 
tion, poured forth by the mourners oier the 
body of a departed friend When the words 
of It were articulate, they expressed the 
praises of the deceased, and tne loss the 
clan would sustain by his death The fol- 
lowing IS a lamentation of this kind, literally 
translated from the Gaelic, to some of the 
ideas of which the text stands indebted The 
tune is so popular, that it has since become 
the war march, or Gathering of the clan 

Coronach on Sir Laxtchlan Chief of Mactean 

Which of all the Senachies 

Can trace thy line from the root up to Paradise 

But Macvuinh the son of Fergus? 

No sooner had thine ancient stately tree 

Taken firm root m Albion 

Than one of thy forefathers fell at Harlaw — 

Twas then we lost a chief of deathless name 

Tis no base weed— no planted tree. 

Nor a seedling of last Autumn , 

Nor a sapling planted at Beltain^ 

Wide wide around were spread its lofty branches— 
But the topmost bough is towly laid I 
Thou bast forsaken us before Sawames. 

Thy dwelling is the winter house — 

Loud sad sad and mighty is thy death song X 
Oh 1 courteous champion of Montrose I 
Oh 1 stately warrior of the Celtic Isles I 
Thou shalt buckle thy harness on no more ' 

The coronach has for some years past 
been superseded at funerals by the use of 
the bagpipe , and that also is, like many 
other Highland peculiarities, falling into 
disuse, unless m remote districts 
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Note XXXVIII 

JBenUdt saw ike Cross ofFtre^ 

li glanced hke hghining up Strath Ire 
—P 23s 

Inspection of the provincial map of Perth 
shire, or any large map of Scotland, will 
trace the progress of the signal through the 
small district of lakes and mountains, which, 
in exercise of my poetical privilege, I have 
subjected to the authority of my imaginary 
chieftain, and which, at the period of my 
romance, was really occupied by a clan who 
claimed a descent from Alpine, a clan the 
most unfortunate, and most persecuted, but 
neither the least distinguished, least power- 
ful, nor least brave, of the tribes of the Gael 

Shoch non riofrhndh duchaisach 
Bha shios an Dun Staiobhinish 
Aig an roubh crun na Halba othus 
Stag a cheil duchas fast ri$ 

The first stage of the Fieiy Cross is to 
Duncraggan, a place near the Bngg of Turk, 
where a short stream divides Loch Achray 
from Loch Vennachar From thence, it 
passes towards Callender, and then, turning 
to the left up the pass of Leny, is consigned 
to Norman at the chapel of Saint Bride, 
which stood on a small and romantic knoll 
m the middle of the valley, called Strath Ire 
Tombea and Arnandave, or Ardmandave, 
are names of places in the vicinity The 
alarm is then supposed to pass along the 
lake of Lubnaig and through the various 
glens in the district of Balquidder, including 
the neighbouring tracts of Glenfiulas and 
Strathgartney 


Note XXXIX. 

Not faster o''er iky heathery draes, 

Balgutdder^ speeds the mtdmghi blaze 
— P 237 

It maybe necessaiy to inform the southern 
reader, that the heath on the Scottish moor 
lands IS often set fire to, that the sheep may 
have the ad%antage of the young herbage 
produced, in room of the tough old heather 
plants Thiscustom (execrated by sportsmen) 
produces occasionally the most beautiful 
nocturnal appearances, similar almost to the 
discharge of a volcano This simile is not 
new to poetry The charge of a warrior, in 
the fine Dallad of Hardyknute, is said to be 
‘ like fire to heather set ’ 


Note XL 

No oath, but by kis chief iattls hand, 

No law^ but Roderick Dhu^s command 
—P 237 

The deep and implicit respect paid by the 
Highland clansmen to their chief, rendered 
this both a common and a solemn oath In 
other respects they were like most savage 
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nations, capricious in their ideas concerning 
the obligatory power of oaths. One solemn 
mode of swearing was by kissing the dirk^ 
imprecating upon themselves death by that, 
or a similar weapon, if they broke their vow 
But for oaths in the usual form, they are 
said to ha\e had little respect As for the 
reverence due to the chief, it may be guessed 
from the following odd example of a Highland 
point of honour 

‘The clan whereto the above mentioned 
tribe belongs, is the only one I have heard 
of, which IS without a chief, that is, being 
divided into families, under several chieftains. 
Without any particular patriarch of the whole 
name And this is a great reproach, as may 
appear from an affair that fell out at my 
table, in the Highlands, between one of that 
name and a Cameron The pro\ocation 
given by the latter was, “ Name your chief” 
— The return of it at once was, “You are 
a fool ” They went out next morning, but 
having early notice of it, I sent a small ]^rty 
of soldiers after them, which, m all proba 
bility, prevented some barbarous mischief 
that might ha\e ensued for the chiefless 
Highlander, who is himself a petty chieftain, 
w as going to the place appointed with a small 
sword and pistol, whereas the Cameron (an 
old man) took with him only his broadsword, 
according to the agreement 

‘When all was over? and I had, at least 
seemingly, reconciled them, I was told the 
words, of which I seemed to think but 
slightly, were, to one of the clan, the greatest 
of all provocations ^—Letters from Scotland^ 
vol 11 p 221 


NoteXLL 

a low and lonely cell 

By many a bard^ in Celtic tongue^ 
lias Coir nan Uriskin bun sung — P 237 

This IS a very steep and most romantic 
hollow m the mountain of Benvenue, over 
hanging the south-eastern extremity of Loch 
Katrine It is surrounded with stupendous 
rocks and overshadowed with birch trees, 
mingled with oaks, the spontaneous pro 
duction of the mountain, even where its 
cliffs appear denuded of soil A dale in so 
wild a situation, and amid a people whose 
genius bordered on the romantic, did not 
remain without appropriate deities The 
name literally implies the Com, or Den, of 
the Wild or Shaggy men Perhaps this, as 
conjectured by Aft Alexander Campbell^, 
may have originally only implied lis being 
the haunt of a ferocious banditti But tra 
dition has ascribed to the Urisk^ who gives 
name to the cavern, a figure between a goat 
and a man, in short, howe\er much the 
classical reader may oe startled, precisely 
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that of the Grecian Satyr The Urtsk seems 
not to have inherited, with the form, the 
wtulance of the sylvan deity of the classics 
his occupation, on the contrary, resembled 
those of Milton’s Lubbar Fiend or of the 
Scottish Brownie though he differed from 
both in name and appearance ‘ The Urzsks^ ’ 
says Dr Graham, ’were a set of lubberly 
supematurals, who, like the Brownies, could 
be gained over by kind attention, to perform 
the drudgery of the farm, and it was believed 
that many of the families m the Highlands 
had one of the order attached to it They 
were supposed to be dispersed o\er the 
Highlands, each m his own wild recess, but 
the solemn stated meetings of the order were 
regularly held in this Cave of Ben venue This 
current superstition, no doubt alludes to 
some circumstance m the ancient history of 
this country ’ — Scenery on ihe Southern 
Confines of Perthshire^ p 19, 1806 —It must 
be owned that the Coir^ or Den, does not, m 
its present state, meet our ideas of a subter- 
raneous grotto, or cave, being only a small 
and narrow cavity, among huge fragfments 
of rocks rudely piled together But such 
a scene is liable to convulsions of nature, 
which a Lowlander cannot estimate, and 
which may have choked up what was 
originally a cavern At least the name and 
tradition warrant the author of a fictitious 
tale to assert its h 9 ,\ing been such at the 
remote period in which this scene is laid 


Note XLII 

The Wild fass of Beal nam bo — P 238 

Bealach nam bo, or the pass of cattle, is 
a most magnificent glade, overhung with 
aged birch trees, a little higher up the moun- 
tain than the Coir nan Unskm, treated of in 
a former note The whole composes the 
most sublime piece of scenery that imagination 
can conceive. 


Note XLIII 

A single faffe^ to bear hts sword^ 

Alone attended on his lord — P 238 ' 

A Highland chief, being as absolute m his 
patnardial authonty as any prince, had 
a corresponding number of officers attached 
to his person He had his bodyguards, 
called Luichttack^ picked from his clan for 
strength, activity and entire devotion to his 
person These, according to their deserts, 
were sure to snare abundantly in the rude 
profusion of hts hospitality It is recorded, 
for example, by tradition, that Allan Mac 
Lean, chief of that clan, happened upon 
a time to hear one of these favounte re 
tamers observe to his comrade, that their 
duef grew old ‘ Whence do you infer that ’ ’ 
teph^ the other — 'When was it,* rejoined 


the first, ‘that a soldier of Allan’s was 
obliged, as I am now, not only to eat the 
flesh from the bone, but even to tear off the 
inner skin, or filament ’ ’ The hint was quite 
sufficient, and MacLean next morning, to 
relieve his followers from such dire necessity, 
undertook an inroad on the mainland, tfie 
ravage of which altogether effaced the 
memory of his former ejcpeditions for the like 
purpose 

Our officer of Fngmeers, so often quoted, 
has given us a distinct list of the domestic 
officers who, independent of Luichtfach^ or 
gardes de corhs^ belonged to the establish- 
ment of a Highland Chief These are, 

1 The Henchman See these notes, p 287, 

2 The Bard See pp 280-1 3 Bladter^ or 

spokesman 4 or sword-bearer, 

alluded to in the text Gillie casfiue. who 
carried the chief, if on foot, over the fords 
6 Gillie comsiratne^ who leads the chiefs 
horse 7 Gtlhe Trushanartnsh^ the bag- 
gage man 8 The piper 9 The piper"s 
gillie or attendant, who carries the bagpipe 1 
Although this appeared, naturally enougli, 
very ridiculous to an English officer who 
considered the master of such a retinue as 
no more than an English gentleman of 500 
a year, yet in the circumstances of the chiei^ 
whose strength and importance consisted in 
the number and attachment of his followers, 
It was of the last consequence, in point of 
policy, to have m his gift subordinate offices, 
which called immediately round his person 
those who were most devoted to him, and, 
being of value in their estimation, were also 
the means of rewarding them. 


Note XLIV 

The Taghatrm calPd, by which, afar^ 

Our sires foresaw the events of war 

— P 240. 

The Highlanders, like all rude people, had 
various superstitious modes of inquiring into 
futurity One of the most noted was the 
Taghairtn, mentioned m the text A person 
was wrapped up in the skm of a newly slam 
bullock, and deposited beside a waterfall, or 
at the bottom ot a precipice, or m some other 
strange, wild, and unusual situation, where 
the scenery around him sug|fested nothing 
but objects of horror In this situation, he 
revolved in his mind the question proposed , 
and whatever was impressed upon him by his 
exalted imagination, passed for the inspiration 
of the disembodiea spirits, who haunt the 
desolate recesses In some of these Hebndes, 
they attributed the same oracular power to 
a large black stone by the sea shore, which 
they approached with certain solemnities, 
and considered the first fancy which came 
into their own minds, after they did so, to be 
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the undoubted dictate of the tutelar deity of 
the stone, and as such, to be, if possible, 
punctually complied with Martin has re- 
corded the following curious modes of High- 
land augury, in which the Taghairm, and its 
effects upon the person who was subjected to 
it, may serve to illustrate the text 

‘ It was an ordinary thing among the over- 
curious to consult an invisible oracle, con- 
cerning the fa^e of families and battles, &c 
This was performed three different ways 
the first was by a company of men, one of 
whom, being detached by lot, was afterwards 
carried to a river, whicn was the boundary 
between two villages , four of the company 
laid hold on him, and, having shut his eyes, 
they took him by the legs and arms, and 
then, tossing him to ana again, struck his 
hips with force against the bank One of 
thfem cried out. What is it you have got 
here’ another answers, A log of birch wood 
The other cries again. Let his imisible 
friends appear from all quarters, and let 
them relieve him by gn mg an answer to our 
present demands and in a few minutes 
after, a number of little creatures came from 
the sea, who answered the question, and 
disappeared suddenly The man was then 
set at liberty, and they all returned home, to 
take their measures according to the pre- 
diction of their false prophets , but the poor 
deluded fools were abused, for their answer 
was still ambiguous This was always prac 
tised m the night, and may literally be called 
the works of darkness 

‘ I had an account from the most intelligent 
and judicious men in the Isle of Skie, that 
about sixty two years ago, the oracle was 
thus consulted only once, and that was m 
the parish of Kilraartm, on the east side, by 
a wicked and mischie\ous race of people, 
who are now extinguished, both root and 
branch 

‘ The second way of consulting the oracle 
was by a party of men, who first retired to 
solitary places, remote from any house, and 
there they singled out one of their number, 
and wrapt him m a big cow’s hide, which 
they folded about him ,nis whole body was 
covered with it, except his head, and so left 
in this positure all night, until his invisible 
fnends relieved him, by giving a proper* 
answer to the question in hand, which he 
received, as he fancied, from several persons 
that he found about him all that time His 
con&orts returned to him at the break of 
day, and then he communicated his news to 
them, which often proved fatal to those 
concerned in such unwarrantable enquiries 

‘There was a third way of consulting, 
which was a confirmation of the second 
above mentioned The same company who 
put the man into the hide, took a live cat, 
and put him on a spit, one of the number 
was employed to turn the spit, and one of 
his consorts enquired of him, What are you 
doing’ he answered, I roast this cat, until 


his fnends answer the question, which must 
be the same that was proposed by the man 
shut up m the hide. And afterwards, a very 
big cat^ comes, attended by a number of 
lesser cats desiring to relieve the cat turned 
upon the spit, and then answers the question 
If this answer proved the same that was 
given to the man in the hide, then it was 
taken as a confirmation of the other, which, 
m this case, was believed infallible 

‘Mr Alexander Cooper, present minister 
of North Vist, told me, that one John Erach, 
in the Isle of Lewis, assured him, it was his 
fate to have been led by his curiosity with 
some who consulted this oracle, and that he 
was a night within the hide, as above 
mentioned , during which time he felt and 
heard such terrible things, that he could not 
express them , the impression it made on 
him was such as could never go off and he 
said, for a thousand worlds he would never 
again be concerned m the like performance, 
for this had disordered him to a high degree 
He confessed it ingenuously, and with an 
air of great remorse, and seemed to be very 
penitent under a just sense of so great 
a enme he declared this about five years 
since, and is still living in the Lewis for anj 
thing I know ’ — Description of the Western 
Isles, p 110 See also Pennant’s Scottish 
Tour^ vol 11 p 361 


NoteXLV 

The choicest of ike prey we had. 

When swept our merry-men Gallangad 
— P, 240. 

I know not if it be worth observ mg, that 
this passage is taken almost literal^ from 
the mouth of an old Highland Kern or 
Ketteran, as they were calfed He used to 
narrate the merry doings of the good old 
time when he was follower of Rob Roy 
MacGregor This leader, on one occasion, 
thought proper to make a descent u^n the 
lower part of the Loch Lomond district, 
and summoned all the heritors and farmers 
to meet at the Kirk of Drymen, to pay him 
black mail, 1 e tribute for forbearance and 
protection As this invitation was supported 
by a band of thirty or forty stout fellows, 
only one gentleman — an ancestor, if I mis- 
take not, of the present Mr Grahame of 
Gartmore— ventured to decline compliance 
Rob Roy instantly swept his land of all he 
could drive away, and among the spoil was 
a bull of the old Scottish wild breed, whose 
ferocity occasioned great plague to the 
Ketterans ‘But ere we had reached the 
Row of Dennan,’ said the old man, ‘a child 


1 The reader may have met with the story of the 
* Kuig of the Cats in Lord Littleton s Letters It is 
imown m the Highlands as a nursety tale. 
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might have scratched his ears ^ ’ The cir- 
cumstance IS a minute one, but it paints the 
times when the poor beeve was compelled 

• To hoof It o er as many weary miles 
With goading pikemen hollowing at his heels 
As e er the bravest antler of the woods 

Etkvmld 


Note XLVI 

•^—^tkai huge whose ample verge 
XrodtHon calls tM Hero's Targe — r 240 

There is a rock so named in the Forest of 
Glenfinlas, by which a tumultuaiy cataract 
takes Its course This wild place is said in 
former times to have afforded refuge to an 
outlaw, who was supplied with provisions by 
a woman, who lowered them down from the 
brink of the precipice above His water he 
procured for himself, by letting down a flagon 
tied to a string, into the black pool beneath 
the fall 


Note XLVII 

Or raven on the blasted oak^ 

That^ watching while the deer is broke^ 
His morsel claims with sullen croak > 

— P 241 

quartered Everything belong- 
ing to the chase was matter of solemnity 
among our ancestors , but nothing w'as more 
so than the mode of cutting up, or, as it was 
technically called, breakings the slaughtered 
stag The forester had his allotted portion , 
the nounds had a certain allowance , and, to 
make the division as general as possible the 
"leiy birds had their share also ‘There is 
a little gristle,’ says Turberville, ‘which is 
upon the spoone of the bnsket, which we call 
the raven’s bone, and I ha\e seen in some 
places a raven so wont and accustomed to it, 
that she would never fail to croak and cry 
for it all the time you were in breaking up of 
the deer, and would not depart till she bad 
It ’ In the very ancient metrical romance of 
Sir Tnstrem, that peerless knight who is said 
to have been the very deviser 01 all rules of 
chase, did not omit the ceremony — 

The rauen he yaue his yiftes 
Sat on the fourched tre 

Sir Tristrem 

The raven might also challenge his rights 
by the Book of St Albans, for thus says 
Dame Juliana Berners — 

Slitteth anon 

The bely to the side from the corbyn bone 
That IS corb}rns fee at the death he will be 


2 This anecdote was, in former editions inaccurately 
asenbed to Gregor Maegregor of Glengyle called 
Uhlune DhUf or Black knee a relation of Rob Roy, 
but, as X have been assured not addicted to his 
predatory excesses —Note to Third Edition 


Jonson, in ‘The Sad Shepherd,’ gives 
a more poetical account of the same cere 
mony — 

Marian He that undoes him 

Doth cleave the brisket bone upon the spoon 
Of which a little g^stle grows— you call it— 

Robin Hood —The raven s bone 
Marian Now o er head sat a raven 

On a sere bough a grown great bird and hoarse 
Who all the while the deer was breaking up 
So croak d and cned for t as all the huntsmen 
Especially old Scathlock thought it ominous 


Note XLVIII 

Which spills the foremost foeman's Ife, 
That party conquers in the strife ' — P 241 

Though this be m the text described as 
a response of the Taghairm, or Oracle of the 
Hide, It was of itself an augury frequently 
attended to The fate of the battle was often 
anticipated in the imagination of the com 
batants, by observing which party first shed 
blood It is said that the Highlanders under 
Montrose were so deeply imbued with this 
notion, that, on the morning of the battle of 
Tippermoor, they murdered a defenceless 
herdsman, whom they found m the fields, 
merely to secure an advantage of so much 
consequence to their party 


Note XLIX 
Alice Brand — P 243 

This little fairy tale is founded upon a very 
curious Danish ballad, which occurs in the 
Kcempe Viser, a collection of heroic songs, 
first published in 1591 and reprinted in 1695, 
inscribed by Anders Sofrensen, the collector 
and editor, to Sophia Queen of Denmark 
I have been favoured with a literal translation 
of the original, by my learned friend Mr 
Robert Jamieson, whose deep knowledge of 
Scandinavian antiquities will, I hope, one 
day be displayed in illustration of the history 
of Scottish Ballad and Song, for which no 
man possesses more ample materials The 
story will remind the readers of the Border 
Minstrelsy of the tale of Young Tamlane 
But this is only a solitary and not vejy 
marked instance of coincidence, whereas 
several of the other ballads m the same 
collection find exact counterparts m the 
Kcempe Viser Which may have been the 
originals, will be a question for future anti 
quanes Mr Jamieson, to secure the power 
of literal translation, has adopted the old 
Scottish idiom, which approaches so near to 
that of the Danish, as almost to give word for 
word, as well as line for line, and indeed m 
many verses the orthography alone is altered 
As Wester Haf mentioned in the first 
stanzas of the ballad, means the West Sea^ 
in opposition to the Baltic, or East Sea^ 
Mr Jamieson inclines to be of opinion, that 
the scene of the disenchantment is laid in one 
of the Orkn^, or Hebnde Islands To each 
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verse m the original is added a burden, 
having a kind of meaning of its own, but not 
applicable, at least not uniformly applicable, 
to the sense of the stanza to which it is sub- 
joined this IS \ery common both m Danish 
and Scottish song 


THE ELFIN GRAY 

TRANSLATED FROM THE DANISH ILEMPE \ ISER 
p 143 AND FIRST PUBLISHED IN 1591 


ter ligser en void t Vester Haf 
Der ajdter en bonde at hygj^e 
Handfbrer dtd baade ko£r og hund, 

Og agter der om vznteren at Izggi 
<DE VILDE DIUR OG DIURENE UDI SKOFVEN ) 


I There liggs a wold in Wester Haf 
There a husbande means to bigg 
And thither he carries baith hawk and hound» 
There meinmg the winter to Iigg 
(The Wild deer and dues t the show out ) 

s. He tabs wi him baith hound and cock 
The langer he means to stay 
The wild deer in the shaws that are 
May sairly rue the day 
( The -wild deer, ire ) 

3. He s hew d the beech and he s fell d the aik 

Sae has he the poplar gray 
And gnm m mood was the grewsorae elf 
That be sae bald he may 

4. He hew d him kipples he hew d him bawks 

'V\ 1 mickle moil and haste 
Syne speer d the Elf 1 the knock that bade 
Wha s hacking here sae fast ! 

5 Syne up and spak the weiest Elf 

Crean d as an immert sma 

* It s here is come a Christian man — 

I U fley him or he ga 

6 It s up syne started the Ursten Elf 

Ana glower d about sae grim 
It s we II awa to the husbande s house 
And hald a court on him. 

7 Here hews he down baith skugg and shaw 

And works us skaith and scorn 
His huswife he sail gie to me — 

They s rue the day they were bom j 

8 The Elfen a 1 the knock that were 

‘Gaed dancmg m a string , 

They ntghed near the husband s house 
Sae long their tails did hmg 

9. The hound he yowls 1 the yard 
The herd toots in his horn 
The earh scraighs, and the cock craws 
As the husbande has gi en him his com 

10 The Elfen were five score and se>en 
Sae laidly and sae gnm 
And they the husbande s guests maun be 
To eat and dnnk wx him 

SI The husbande out o Villenshaw 
At his winnock the Elves can see 

* Help me now Jesu Mary s son 
Thir Elves they mmt at me 1 

la. In every nook a cross he coost, 

In his chahner maist ava 
The Elfen a were fley d thereat 
And flew to the wild wood shaw 


13 And some flew east, and some flew west 

And some to the norwart flew 
And some they flew to the deep dale down. 
There still they are I trow 

14 It was then the weiest Elf 

In at the door braids he 
Agast was the husbande for that Elf 
For cross nor sign wad flee 

1$ The huswife she was a canny wife 
She set the Elf at the board 
She set before him baith ale and meat, 

Wi mony a weel Woled word 

16 Hear thou Gudeman 0 Villenshaw 
What now I say to thee 

Wha bade thee bigg withm our bounds 
Without the leave o me? 

17 But an thou in our bounds will bigg 
And bide as well as may be 

Then thou thy dearest huswife maun 
To me for a lemman gie 

z8 Up spak the luckless husbande then 
As God the grace him gae 
Elme she is to me sae dear 
Her thou may nae gate hae. 

19 Till the Elf he answer d as he couth 

Let but my huswife be 
And tak whate er o gude or gear 
Is mme ana wi thee — 

20 Then I II thy Elme tak and thee 
Aneath my feet to tread 

And hide thy goud and white monie 
Aneath my dwelling stead. 

2z The husbande and his household a 
In sary rede they join 
* Far better that she be now forfairn, 

Nor that we a should tyne 

S2 Up Will of rede the husbande stood 
Wx heart fu sad and sair 
And he has gien his huswife Ehne 
W 1 the joung Elfe to fare 

23 Then blyth grew he and sprang about 
He took her m bis arm 
The rud it left her comely cheek 
Her heart was clem d wi harm 

24. A waefu woman then she was ahe, 

And the moody tears loot fa 
God rew on me unseely wife 
How hard a weird I fa 1 

23 My fay I plight to the fairest w ight 
That man on mold mat see — 

Maun I now mellwi a laidly El 
His light lemman to be ? 

26 He minted ance— he minted twice 

Wae wax d her heart that syth 
Syne the laidliest fiend be grew that e er 
To mortal ee did kyth 

27 When he the thirden time can mmt 

To Mary s son she pray d 
And the laidly Elf was dean awa 
And a fair knight in his stead 

28 This fell under a linden green. 

That again his shape lie found 
O wae and care was the word nae main 
A were sae glad that stound 

29 O dearest Ehne hear thou this 

And thou my wife sail be 
And a the goud m merry England 
Sae freely I U gi e thee 1 

30 ‘ Whan I was but a little wee bairn. 

My mither died me fra 
My stepmither sent me awa fra her 
1 turn d till an £ljdn Gray 
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to 


31 * To thy husbande I a gift wll gie 

'Wi mickle state and gear 
As mends for Elme hjs huswife — . 

Thou s be my heartis dear — 

3a. * Thou nobil knyght, we thank now God 
That has freed us frae skaith 
Sae wed thou thee a maiden free. 

And joy attend ye baith I 

33 * Sin I to thee nae maik can be 

My dochter may be tinne 
And thy gud will right to fulfill 
L.at this be our propine — 

34 *I thank thee Elme thou wise woman. 

My praise thy worth sail ha e 
And thy love gm I fail to win 
Thou here at hame sail stay 

3S. The husbande biggit now on his oe. 

And nae ane wrought him wrang 
His dochter wore crown in Fngeland 
And happy lived and lang 
36 Vow Eline the husbande s huswife has 
Cour d a her grief and harms , 

She s mither to a noble queen 
That sleeps m a kmgis arms. 

GLOSSARY 

Stanza x /Fa/tf a wood , woody fastness, /fwx 
from the Dan Aar with and a villain 

or bondsman who was a cultivator of the ground 
and could not quit the estate to which he was at 
tached without the permissior of his lord This is 
the sense of the word m the old Scottish records In 
the Scottish Burghe Laws trandated from the 
J/ajes/ (Auchmleck MS m the Adv Lib ) it is used 
indiscriminately with the Dan and Swed. ioftde 
JStg£ build. Ltgg he Does does. 

3 Show wood. Satrly sorely 
3 oak Grewsome temole Said bold 
4. Ktfpies (couples) beams joined at the top for 
supporting a roof in building SawJks balks cross 
beams Moil laborious Industry Speer d asked 
hillock 

5 Wetest smallest Creand shrunk dimmished 
from the Gaelic crzau very small Jmmert emmet 
ant Christian used m the Danish ballads &c 
in contradistinction to dernoniac as it is m Eng 
land m contradistinction to drute m which sense 
a person of the lower class in England would call 
a yew or a Turh a Christian fley, fnghten 
5 GloioFdf stared. Hald hold 
7 Sku££r shade Skaith harm 
8. Noghed approached 

9 Yowls howls Toots -An the Dan. tnde is 
applied both to the howling of a dog and the sound 
of a horn Scraighs screams 
xo Laidly, loathly disgustmgly ugly Grtmt 
fierce 

XI Wtnnock window Mint atm at 
Z 3 Coost cast Chalmert chamber Maisl 
most Ava of all 

13. Nor-wart northward. Trow beheve 

14. Braids strides quickly forward Wad would 
IS Canny, adroit Many, many Weel waled 

well>chosen. 

X7 An if Btde abide. mistress. 

z8i A'iaegiz/'e, nowise 

19. Couth, conM. knew how to. let alone 

Gude, goods property 

30 Aneath, beneath. Dwalhng stead, dwelling 
place 

3X Sary sorrowful Rede counsel consultation 
forlorn, lost gone (verb neut), 

be lost perish 

32 Wul of reds bewildered m thought in the 
Dan^ original vildraadage , Lat mops consihi , 
Gr cuFopidv This expression is left among the 
desiderata In the Glossary to Ritson s Romances, and 
has never been eicplamed. It is obsolete in the 
Danish as well as In English. Bare, go. 


23. Rud red of the cheek. Clem d in the Danish 
hlemi (which in the north of England is still in use 
as the word starved is with us) brought to a dymg 
state It IS used by our fid comedians Harm 
grief as in the original and in the old Teutonic 
English and Scottish poetry 
34 Wae/u strongly and wilfully 

E assjonate Rew, take ruth pity Unseely un 

appy unblest Weird fate Fa (Isl Dan 
and Swed ) take get acquire procure have for 
my lot —This Gothic verb answers in its direct and 
secondary significations, exactly to the Latin capio 
and Allan Ramsay was right in his definition of it It 
IS quite a different word from fa an abbreviation of 
fall or befall and is the prmcipal root in FANGEN 
to fang take or lay hold of 
25 Fay faith Mold mould earth Mat mote 
might Maun must Mell mix El an Elf 
Tms term m the Welsh signifies what has m itself 
the power of motion a moving principle an in 
telligence a spirit an angel In the Hebrew it 
bears the same import 

j6 Minted attempted meant , showed a mtnd 
or mtertion to The origmal is— 


*Hand >mndte hende forst— og anden gang — • 
Hun giordis 1 hiortet sa vee 
End blef hand den lediste deif vel 
Mand kunde med oyen see 
Der hand vilde minde den tredie gang &,c 


Syth tide time Hyth appear 

28 Stound hour time moment 

29 Merry (old Teut mere) famous , renowned 
answering in its etymological meaning exactly to the 
Latm mactus Hence merry nun as the address 
of a chief to his followers meaning not men of mirth 
but of renown The term is found in its original sense 
m the Gael mara and the Welsh mawr great and 
in the oldest Teut Romances *nar mer, and mere 
have sometimes the same signification 

3Z Mends amends recompense 

33 AfeiA, match peer equal pledge, 

gift 

35 oe an island of the second magnitude an idand 
of thefrst magnitude being called a land, and one 
of the third magnitude a holm 

36 Courd recover d 


THE GHAIST S WARNING 

TRANSLATED FROM THE DANISH KLFMPE 
VISER p 7SI 

By the permission of Mr yamuson this ballad is 
added from the same curious Collection. It 
contains some passages of great pathos 


Svend Dyring hand rider sig op under ^ 
[Farejeg selver ung) 

Derfaste hand sigsaa ven en moe 
( Mig lyster udt lunden at ride ) &c. 


I, Child Dynng has ridden him up under oo\ 
{And O gin I were young ') 

There wedded he him sae fair 2 a majy 
(/ the greenwood it lists me to rule ) 


1 Under oe —The original expression has been 
preserved here and elsewhere, because no other could 
be found to supply its place There is just as much 
meaning in it in the translation as m the original , but 
It IS a standard Danish ballad phrase , and as such, it 
IS hoped, will be allowed to pass 

2 Fair —The Dan. and Swed ven votn or venne, 
and the GaSL ban, m the oblique cases bh&n {v&n), 
IS the origin of the Scottish bonny, which has so much 
puzzled all the etymologists. 
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2. Thegither they hved for se-verx lang year 

{AndO < 3 *«r) 

And they seven baims hae gotten in fere 
{/ the greetvwood <&*<:) 

3. Sae Death s come there intill that stead. 

And that winsome lily flower is dead 

4. That swain he has ridden him up under oe, 

And syne he has married anither may 

5 He s married a maj and he s fessen her hame 
But she was a grim and a laidly dame 

6 When mto the castell court drave she 

The seven bairns stood wi the tear in their ee 

7 The baims they stood wi dule and dout — ■ 

She up wi her foot and she kick d them out 

8 Nor ale nor mead to the baimies she gave 

But hunger and hate frae me ye s nave 

9 She took frae them the bowster blae 
And said Ye sail ligg 1 the bare strae ' 

10 She took frae them the groff wax light 
Says, Now ye sail ligg 1 the mirk a night 1 

zx Twas lang 1 the night and the baimies grat 
Their mither she under the mools heard that , 

12 That heard the wife under the card that lay 
For sooth maun 1 to my baimies gae I 

13. That wife can stand up at our Lord s knee 
And May 1 gang and my baimies see! 

14 She prigged sae sair and she prigged sae lang 
That he at the last ga e her leave to gang 

1 $. And thou sail come back when the cock does craw 
For thou nae longer sail bide a\^a. 

16. Wi her banes sae stark a bowt she gae 
She s riven baith wa and marble gray > 

17 Whan near to the dwalling she can gang 
The dogs they wow d till the lift it rang 

18 When she came till the castell yett 
Her eldest dochter stood thereat. 

19 Why stand ye here dear dochter mine * 

How are sma'^bnthers and sisters thme ” — 

20 For sooth ye re a woman baith fair and fine , 

But ye are nae dear mither of mine 

21 Och * how should I be fine or fair? 

My cheek it is pale, and the ground s my lair •— 

22 My mither was white w? cheek sae red 
But thou art VI an and liker ane dead — 

23 Och I how should I be white and red, 

Sae lang as 1 ve been cauld and dead ! — 

24. When she cmn till the chalmer m 
Down the baims cheeks the tears did rin. 

25. She bu^it the tane and she brush d it there 
She kem d and plaited the tither s hair 


1 The ongmal of this end the foUowmg stanza is 
very fine. 

* Hun skdd op sm& modigS been 
Der revenede muur og graa marmorsteen. 

Der hungik igennem den by 
JDe kund^ dc tucOt saa hojt t sky * 


26 The thirden she doodl d upon her knee 
And the fourthen she dichted sae cannilie, 

27 She s ta en the fifthen upon her lap, 

And sweetly suckled it at her pap 

28 Till her eldest dochter syne said she 

Ye bid Child Dyring come here to me 

29 Whan he cam till the chalmer in 
Wi angry mood she said to huu 

30 * I left you routh o ale and bread 

My baimies quail for hunger and need. 

31 I left ahind me braw bowsters blae 
My bairmes are liggin 1 the bare strae 

32 I left ye sae mony a groff wax light 
My baimies hgg 1 the mirk a night 

33 Gm aft I come back to visit thee 
Wae, dowy and weary thy luck shall be 

34. Up spak little Kirstm in bed that lay 
To thy bairnies 1 11 do the best 1 may 

35 Aye when they heard the dog nirr and bell 
Sae ga e they the bairnies bread and ale 

36 Aye whan the dog did wow in haste 

They cross d and sain d themsells frae the ghaisb 

37 Aye whan the little dog yowl d with fear 

{Attd Og’tn I wereyoutt£ I ) 

They shook at the thought the dead was near 
(/ tke £ree>iuo(fd it lists me to ride ) 
or 

{Fair “words sae mony a heart they cheer ) 


GLOSSARy 

Stanza x May maid. Lists pleases 

2 Bairns children In /ere together 

3. Stead place Winsome ongagmg giving 
joy {old Tent ) 

4, Syne then 

5 Fessen fetched, brought. 

6 Drave drove 

7 Dule sorrow Dout fear 

9 Bowster, bolster, cushion, oed Blae blue 
Strae straw 

10 Groff\ great, large in girt. Mark mirk, 
dark 

11 Lang i the night late. Grat wept, Mools 
mould earth 

12 hard earth. Gae go 

14 Prigged entreated earnestly and persevermgly 
Gang go 

15 Craw crow 

16 Banes bones Stark strong Bowt bolt 
plastic spring like that of a bolt or arrow from a bow* 
Kiven split asunder JVa wall 

17 Wowd howled. Lift sky firmament, air 

18 Yett gate 

19 Sma small 

23 Cauld cold. 

24. Till to Rin, run 

2$ Buskit dxessed. JCem d, combed. Tither 
the other 

30 Louth, plenty Quail, are quelled, die. 
Need, want. 

31 Ahmdt'behmd, Braw brave fine, 

33 sorrowful 

35 Ntrr, snarl Bell bark, 

36 .Sam blessed literally signedwiSh sign 
of the cross Before the introduction of Christianity 
Runes were used in saining as a spell against the 
power of enchantment and evil genu Ghaist 
ghost. 
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Note L 

tk& moody Elfin King 243 

In a lonjgf dissertation upon the Fairy 
Superstitions, published in the Minstrelsy of 
the Scottish Border, the most valuable part 
of 'fthich was supplied by my learned and 
indefatigable fnena, Dr John Leyden, most 
of the circumstances are collected which can 
throw light upon the popular belief which 
even yet prevails respecting them in Scotland 
Dr Grahame, author of an entertaining- work 
upon the Scenery of the Perthshire Highlands, 
already frequently quoted, has recorded, with 
great accuracy, the peculiar tenets held by 
the Highlanders on this topic, m the vicinity 
of Loch Katrine The learned author is in 
dined to deduce the whole mythology from 
the Druidical system, — an opinion to which 
there are many objections 

‘The Daoine Sni\ or Men of Peace of the 
Highlanders, though not absolutely malevo 
lent, are believed to be a peevish, repining 
race of beings, who, possessing themselves but 
a scanty portion of happiness, are supposed 
to envy mankind their more complete and 
substantial enjoyments They are supposed 
to enjoy in their subterraneous recesses a sort 
of shadowy happiness, — a tinsel grandeur , 
which, however, they would wiflingly ex 
change for the more solid joys of mortality 

‘They are believed to innaoit certain round 
grassy eminences, -where they celebrate their 
nocturnal festivities by the light of the moon 
About a mile beyond the source of the Forth 
above Lochcon, there is a place called 
Coirshi'arty or the Coi e of the Men of Peace, 
which is still supposed to be a favourite place 
of their residence In the neighbourhood are 
to be seen many round conical eminences , 
particularly one, near the head of the lake, 
by the skirts of which many are still afraid to 
pass after sunset It is believed, that if, on 
Hallow eve, any person, alone, goes round 
one of these hills nine times, towards the left 
hand {simsirorsum) a door shall open, by 
which he will be admitted into their subter 
raneous abodes Many, it is said of mortal 
race, have been entertained m their secret 
^recesses There they have been received into 
the most splendid apartments, and regaled 
with the most sumptuous banquets, and 
delicious wines Their females surpass the 
daughters of men in beauty The seemingly 
happy inhabitants pass their time in festivity, ’ 
and m dancing to notes of the softest music | 
JBut unhappy is the mortal w ho joins in their | 
mys, or ventures to partake of their dainties 
JBy this- indulgence, he forfeits for ever the 
society of men, and is bound down irrevocably 
to the condition of Shi'ich^ or Man of Peace 

‘ A woman, as is reported in the Highland 
tradition, was conveyed, in days of yore, into 
the secret recesses of the Men of Peace 
There she was recogmxed by one who had 
formerly been an ordinary mortal, but who 


had, by some fatality, become associated 
with the Shi'ichs This acquaintance, still 
retaining some portion of human benevolence, 
warned her of her danger, and counselled her, 
as she valued her liberty, to abstain from 
eating and drinking with them for a certain 
space of time She complied with the counsel 
of her friend , and when the period assigned 
was elapsed, she found herself again upon 
earth, restored to the society of mortals It 
IS added, that when she examined the viands 
which had been presented to her, and which 
had appeared so tempting to the eye, they 
were found, now that the enchantment was 
removed to consist only of the refuse of the 
earth’— Pp 107-111 


Note LI 

W/:y sounds yon stroke on beech and oak^ 
Our moonlight circles screen > 

Or who* comes here to chase the deer^ 
Eelovkd ofiour Elfin Queen ^ — P 243 

It has been already observed, that fairies, 
if not positively malevolent, are capricious, 
and easily offended Ihey are, like other 
proprietors of forests, peculiarly jealous of 
their rights of vert and venison^ as appears 
from the cause of offence taken, in the 
original Danish ballad This jealousy was 
also an attribute of the northern Duergar^ 
or dwarfs , to many of whose distinctions the 
fairies seem to have succeeded, if, indeed, 
they are not the same class of beings In the 
huge metrical record of German Chnalry, 
entitled the Helden Buch, Sir Hildebrand, and 
the other heroes of whom it treats, are en 
gaged rn one of their most desperate adven 
tures, from a rash violation of the rose garden 
of an Elfin, or Dwarf King 
There are yet traces of a belief m this 
worst and most malicious order of Fairies, 
among the Border wilds Dr Leyden has 
introouced such a dwarf into ms ballad 
entitled the Cout of Keeldar, and has not for 
got his characteristic detestation of the chase. 

‘The third blast that young Keeldar blew 
Still s ood the hmber feni 
Andaweexnan of swarthy hue 
Upstarted by a cairn 

His russet -vi^eeds -were brown as heath 
That clothes the upland fell 
And the hair of his head was frizzly red 
As the purple heather bell. 

An urchin, clad in prickles red 
Clung cow ring to his arm 
The hounds they howl d and backward fled. 

As struck by fairy charm. 

Why rises high the stag hound s cry 
Where stag hound ne er should be ? 

Why wakes that horn the silent morn. 

Without the leave of met 
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Brown dwarf that o er the moorland strays, 
Thy name to Keetdar tell 1 •— 

* The Brown man of the Moors who stays 
Beneath the heather belL 

** Tts sweet beneath the heather-bell 
To live in autumn brown 
And sweet to hear the lav rock s swell, 

Far far from tower and towm. 

But woe betide the shrilling horn. 

The chase s surly cheer I 
And ever that hunter is forlorn 
Whom first at morn I hear 

The poetical picture here given of the 
Duergar corresponds exactly with the follow 
mg Northumbrian legend, with which I was 
lately favoured by my learned and kind 
friend, Mr Surtees of Mamsforth, who has 
bestowed indefatigable labour upon the an 
tiquities of the English Border counties 
The subject is m itself so curious, that the 
length of the note will, I hope, be pardoned 

‘I have only one record to offer of the 
appearance of our Northumbrian Duergar 
My narratnx is Elizabeth Cockburn, an old 
wife of OffertOHj m this county, whose credit, 
in a case of this kind, will not, I hope, be 
much impeached, when I add, that she is, by 
her dull neighbours, supposed to be occasion 
ally insane, but, by herself, to be at those 
times endowed with a faculty of seeing 
\isions, and spectral appearances which shun 
the common ken 

‘ In the year before the great rebellion, two 
young men from Newcastle were sporting on 
the high moors above Elsdon, and after 
pursuing their game se\ eral hours, sat dow n 
to dine in a green glen near one of the 
mountain streams After their repast, the 
younger lad ran to the brook for water, and 
after stooping to drink, was surprised, on 
lifting his head again, by the appearance of 
a brown dwarf, who stood on a crag covered 
with brackens, across the burn This ex 
traordinary personage did not appear to be 
above half the stature of a common man, but 
was uncommonly stout and broad built, 
having the appearance of vast strength His 
dress was entirely brown, the colour of the 
brackens, and his head covered with frizzled 
red hair His countenance was expressive 
of the most savage ferocity, and his eyes 
glared like a bull It seems he addressed 
the young man first, threatening him with 
his \engeance, for having trespassed on his 
demesnes, and asking him li he knew m 
whose presence he stood ’ The youth replied, 
that he now supposed him to be the lord ot 
the moors , that he offended through ignor 
ance , and offered to bring him the game he 
had killed. The dwarf was a little raollitied 
by this submission, but remarked, that 
nothing could be more offensive to him than 
such an offer, as he considered the wild 
animals as his subjects, and never failed to 
avenge their destruction He condescended 
further to inform him, that he was, like him 
self, mortal, though of years far exceeding 


the lot of common humanity, and (what 
I should not have had an idea of) that he 
hoped for sah ation He never, he added, fed 
on anything that had life, but lived in the 
summer on wortle berries, and m winter 0x1 
nuts and apples, of which he had great atore 
m the woods. Finally, he invited his new 
acquaintance to accompany him home and 
partake his hospitality , an offer which the 
youth was on the point of accepting, and 
was just going to spring across the orook 
(which, if he had done, says Elizabeth, the 
dwarf would certainly have torn him m 
pieces), when his foot was arrested by the 
voice of Ins companion who thought he had 
tamed long , and on looking round again, 
“the wee brown man was fled “ The story- 
adds, that he was imprudent enough to slight 
the admonition, and to sport over the moors 
on his way homewards, but soon after his 
return, he fell into a lingering disorder, and 
died within the year ’ 


Note LII 

Or wJio may dare on wdid io wear 

Xhe fairies fatal green P 243 

As the Daoine or Men of Peace, wore 

green habits, they were supposed to take 
offence when any mortals ventured to assume 
their favourite colour Indeed, from some 
reason which has been, perhaps, originally 
a general superstition, is held in Scot- 
land to be unlucky to particular tribes and 
counties The Caithness men, who hold this 
belief allege as a reason, that their bands 
wore that colour when th^ were cut off at the 
battle of h lodden , and for the same reason 
they avoid crossing the Ord on a Monday, 
being the day of the week on which their ill 
omened array set forth Green is also dis- 
liked by those of the name of Ogilvy , but 
more especially is it held fatal to the whole 
clan of Grahame It is remembered of an 
aged gentleman of that name, that when his 
horse fell in a fox-chase, he accounted for it 
at once by observing, that the whippord 
attached to his lash was of this unlucky 
colour 


Note LIII 

For ihou wert christen'' d man — -P 243 

The elves were supposed greatly to envy 
the privileges acquired oy Chnstian initiation, 
and they gave to those mortals who had fallen 
into their power a certain precedence, founded 
upon this advantageous distinction Tamlane, 
in the old ballad, descnbes his own rank in 
the fairy procession — 

• For I nde on a milk -white steed 
And aye nearest the to-swi 
Because 1 was a christen d knight 
They give me that renown 
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I presume that in the Danish ballad of the 
Emn Gr(^ {s&e 2ho\e p 297), the obstinacy 
of the ‘Weiest Elf,’ who vvould not flee for 
cross or sign is to be derived from the cir 
cumstance of hts having been 'chnsten’d 
man ’ 

How eager the Elves were to obtain for 
theiroffspryig the prerogatives of Christianity 
will be proved by the following story — ‘ In 
the district called Haga, in Iceland, dwelt 
a nobleman called Sigward Forster, who had 
an intrigue with one of the subterranean 
females The elf became pregnant, and 
exacted from her lover a firm promise 
that he would procure the baptism of the 
infant At the appointed time, the mother 
came to the churchyard, on the wall of 
which she placed a golden cup, and a stole 
for the priest, agreeable to the custom of 
making an offering at baptism She then 
stood a little apart When the priest left the 
church, he enquired the meaning of what he 
saw, and demanded of Sigward if he avowed 
himself the father of the child But Sigward, 
ashamed of the connection, denied the pater- 
nity He was then interrogated if he desired 
that the child should be baptized , but this 
also he answered in the negatn e, lest, by such 
request, he should admit himself to be the 
father On w Inch the child was left untouched 
and unbaptized Whereupon the mother, in 
extreme wrath, snatched up the infant and the 
cup, and retired, leaving the priestly cope, of 
which fragments are still in preservation 
But this female denounced and imposed upon 
Sigward and his posterity, to the ninth genera 
tion, a singular disease, with which many of 
his descendants are afflicted at this day ’ 
Thus wrote Emar Dudmond, pastor of the 
parish of Garpsdale, m Iceland, a man pro 
foundly versed in learning, from whose 
manuscript it was extracted by the learned 
Torfseus ^Htsiorta Hrolji Krakti^ Hafmoe^ 

Note LIV 

Andg-azly shmes the Fatry-land-^ 

But fUl zs glistening show — P 244 

No fact respecting Fawy land seems to be 
better ascertained than the fantastic and'' 
illusory nature of their apparent pleasure and 
splendour It has been already noticed in the 
former quotations from Dr Grahame’s en 
tertaming volume and maybe confirmed by 
the following Highland tradition ‘ A w oman, 
whose new-born child had been conveyed by 
them into their secret abodes, was also earned 
thither herself, to remain, however, only until 
she should ^.ckle her infant She one day, 
dunng this period, observed the Shi’ichs 
busily employed in mixing various mgre 
dieuts in a boiling caldron , and, as soon as 
the composition was prepared, she remarked 
that they all carefully anointed their eyes 
with it, laying the remainder aside for future 


use In a moment w hen they were all absent, 

: she also attempted to anoint her eyes with 
the precious drug, but had time to apply it to 
one eye only, when the Daoine returned 
But with that eye she was henceforth enabled 
to see everything as it really passed in their 
secret abodes She saw e^ery object, not as 
she hitherto had done, in deceptive splendour 
and elegance, but in its genuine colours and 
form The gaudy ornaments of the apart- 
ment were reduced to the walls of a gloomy 
ca\ern Soon after, having discharged her 
office, she was dismissed to her own home 
Still, howe\er she retained the faculty of 
seeing, with her medicated eye, everything 
that was done, anywhere in her presence by 
the deceptue art of the order One day, 
amidst a throng of people, she chanced to 
observe the Shi'ick^ or man of peace, m whose 
possession she had left her child , though to 
every other eye invisible Prompted by 
maternal affection, she inadvertently ac- 
costed him, and began to enquire after the 
welfare of her child The man of peace, 
astonished at being thus recognized by one 
of mortal race, demanded how she had been 
enabled to discover him Aw ed by the terrible 
frown of his countenance, she acknowledged 
what she had done He spat m her eye, 
and extinguished it for ever ’ — Grahame’s 
Sketches^ pp 1 16-1 18 It is very remarkable 
that this story, translated by Dr Grahame 
from popular Gaelic tradition, is to be found 
in the Otia Imperialiaof Gervase of Tilbury 
A work of great interest might be compiled 
upon the origin of popular fiction, ana the 
transmission of similar tales from age to age, 
and from country to country The mythology 
of one period would then appear to pass into 
the romance of the next century, and that 
into the nursery tale of the subsequent ages 
Such an investigation, while it went greatly 
to diminish our ideas of the richness of human 
invention, would also show that these fictions, 
however wild and childish, possess such 
charms for the populace, as enable them to 
penetrate into countries unconnected by 
manners and language, and having no ap 
parent intercourse to afford the means of 
transmission It would carry me far beyond 
my bounds, to produce instances of this com 
munity of fable among nations who never 
borrowed from each other an3rthing intnnsi 
cally worth learning Indeed, the wide diffu 
Sion of popular fictions may be compared to 
the facility with which straws and feathers are 
dispersed abroad by the wind, while valuable 
metals cannot be transported w ithout trouble 
and labour There lives, I believe, only one 
gentleman, whose unlimited acquaintance 
with this subject might enable him to doit 
justice , I mean my friend, Mr Francis Douce, 
of theBntish Museum, whose usual kindness 
will, I hope, pardon my mentioning his name, 
while on a subject so closely connected with 
his extensive and curious researches. 
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Note L-V. 

1 sunk down tn a sinful fray ^ 

And^ ''twtxt life and deaths was snatcJCd 
away 

To the joyless Elfin dower — P 244. 

The subjects of Fairyland were recruited 
from the regions of humanity by a sort of 
crimping system, which extended to adults 
as well as to infants Many ot those who were 
in this world supposed to have discharged 
the debt of nature, had only become denizens 
of the ‘ Londe of Faery ’ In the beautiful 
Fairy Romance of Orfee and Heurodiis 
(Orpheus and Eurydice^ m the Auchinleck 
MS IS the follovting striking enumeration of 
persons thus abstracted from middle earth 
Mr Ritson unfortunately published this 
romance from a copy in which the following, 
and many other highly poetical passages, do 
not occur — 

‘Then, he gan hiholde about al 
And seighe ful liggeand with in the wal. 

Of folk that were thidder y broUj,ht 
And thought dede and nere nought , 

Some stode withooten hadde 

And sum non armes nade 

And some thurch the bodi hadde wounde , 

And some lay wodey bounde 

And sum armed on hors sete 

And sum astrangled as thai ete 

And sum war in water adrejnt 

And sura with fire al forschreynt 

Wives ther lay on childe bedde 

Sum dede andsumawedde 

And wonder fele ther lay besides 

Right as thai slepe her undertides 

Eche was thus in the warl y nome 

With fain thider y come 


Note LVI 

Who ever reck'd^ where^ how or when^ 
The prowling fox was trapp d or slain 5 
-P 249 

St John actually used this illustration when 
engaged m confuting the plea of law pro- 
posed for the unfortunate Earl of Strafford 
^ It was true, we ga\e laws to hares and deer, 
because they are oeasts of chase , but it was 
never accounted either cruelty or foul play 
to knock foxes or wohes on the head as they 
can be found, because they are beasts of prey 
In a word, the law and humanity were alike , 
the one being more fallacious, and the other 
more barbarous, than in any age had been 
vented in such an authority ’—Clarendon’s 
History of the Rebellion Oxford, 1702, fol 
vol p 183 


Note LVII 

his Highland cheer^ 

The harden^ dfiesk <f mountain deer 

-P 249 

The Scottish Highlanders in former times 
had a concise mode of cooking their venison, 
or rather of dispensing with cooking it, which 
appears greatly to have surprised the French 
whom chance made acquainted with it The 
Vidame of Charters, when a hostage m 


England, during the reign of Edward VI, 
was permitted to traiel into Scotland, and 
penetrated as far as to the remote Highlands 
{au fin fond des Sauva^es) After a great 
hunting party, at which a most wonderful 

S uantityof game was destroyed, he saw these 
'cattish Savages devour a part of their veni 
son raw, without any farther preparation 
than compressing it between two batons of 
wood, so as to force out the blood, and render 
it extremely hard This they reckoned a 
great delicacy , and when the Wdame partook 
of it, his compliance with their taste rendered 
him extremely popular This curious trait of 
manners was communicated by Mons de 
Montmorency a great friend of the Vidame, 
to Brantome, by whom it is recorded in Vies 
des Hommes iflustres^ Discours^ Ixxxix art 
14 The process by which the raw venison 
was rendered eatable is described very 
minutely m the romance of Perceforest where 
Estonne a Scottish knight errant, having 
slam a deer, says to his companion Claudius 
‘ Sire, or mangerez vous et aussi Voire 
SI nous auions de feu, dit Claudius Par 
Tame de mon pere, dist Estonne, le vous 
atoumeray et cuiray a la maniere de nostre 
pays comme pour cheuaher errant Lors 
tira son espee et sen vint a la branche dung 
arbre, ety fait vng grant trou, et puis fend la 
branche bien dieux piedx, et boute la cuisse 
du serf entredeux, et puis prent le hcol deson 
cheval, et en l>e la branche, et destraint si 
fort, que le sang et les humeurs de la chair 
saillent hors, et demeurc la chair doulce 
et seiche Lors prent la chair, et oste ms 
le cuir, et la chaire demeure aussi blanche 
comme si ce feust dung chappon Dont dist 
a Claudius, Sire, le la vous ay cuiste a la 
guise de mon pays, vous en pouez manger 
nardyement, car le mangeray premier Lors 
met sa main a sa selle en vng lieu quil y auoit, 
et tire hors sel et poudre de poiure et gin 
gembre, mesle ensemble, et le lecte dessus, 
et le frotc sus bien fort, puis le couppe a 
moytie, et en donne a Claudius I’une des 
pieces et puis mort en I’autre aussi sauou 
reussement quil est aduis que il en feist la 
pouldre v oiler Quant Claudius veit quil le 
irangeoit de tel goust, il en print grant faim, 
et commence a manger tresvoul^tiers, et 
dist a Estonne Par I’ame de moy, le ne 
mangeay oncquesmais de chair atoumee 
de telle guise mais doresenauant le ne me 
retoumeroye pas hors de mon chemin pour 
auoir la cuite. Sire, dist Estonne, quant le 
suis en desers d’Ecosse, doutie suis seigneur, 
le cheuaucheray huit lOurs ou (j^uinze que le 
n’entreray en chastel ne en maison, et si ne 
verray feu ne personne vmantfors que bestes 
sauuages, et de celles mangeray atoumees 
en ccste maniere, et mienlx me plaira que la 
viande de I’empereur Amsi sen vont man- 
geant et cheuauchant lusques adonc quilz 
amuerent sur une moult belle fontame que 
estoit en vne v alee Quant Estonne la \ it il 
dist a Claudius, allons boire a ceste fontame. 
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Qrbeuuons, dist Estonne, du boir quele grant 
dieu a pourueu a toutes gens, et queme plaist 
mieulx que I^ceruoiMs d’Anglet^re^Z^a 

forest ^ans, {531, fol tome 1 fol Iv^ers 
After all, it may be doubted whether la 
chatre nostree, for so the French called the 
venison thus summarily prepared, was any 
thing more than a mere rudekmd of deer ham 

ilroTEL\in 

Not then claim'd sovereignty his due, 
While Albany voith feeble hand 
Held borrow'd truncheon of command 
— P 252 

There is scarcely a more disorderly period 
in Scottish history than that which succeeded 
the battle of Flodden, and occupied the 
minority of James V Feuds of ancient 
standing broke out likeold wounds, and every 
quarrel among the independent nobility, 
which occurred dail}^, and almost hourly, 
gave rise to fresh bloodshed ‘ There arose, ’ 
says Pitscottie, ‘great trouble and deadly 
feuds in many parts of Scotland, both in the 
north and est parts The M aster of F orbes, 
an the north, slew the Laird of Meldrum, 
under tryst ^ ^ at an agreed and secure 

meeting ‘Likewise the Laird of Drum 
melzier slew the Lord Fleming at the hawk 
ing , and likewise there was slaughter among 
many other great lords ’—P 12 1 Nor was 
the matter much mended under the go^e^i 
ment of the Earl of Angus for though he 
caused the King to ride through all Scotland, 

* under the pretence and colour of justice, to 
punish thief and traitor, none were found 
greater than were in their own company 
And none at that time durst strive with a 
Douglas, nor yet a Douglas’s man , for if 
they would, they got the worst Therefore, 
none durst plain^e of no extortion, theft, 
reiif, nor slaughter, done to them by the 
Douglases, or their men , in that cause they 
were not heard, so long as the Douglas had 
the court m guiding ’ — Ibid p 133 

Note LIX 

» The Gael^ of plain and river heir 
Shall with strong hand redeem kts share 
— P 2^2 

The ancient Highlanders verified in their 
practice the lines of Gray — 

An iron race the mountain cliffs maintam 
Foes to the gentler genius of the plain 
For where tan weaned sinews must be found 
With side long plough to quell the flinty ground 
To turn the torrent s swift descending flood 
To tamo the savage rushing from the wood 
What wonder if to patient valour tram d 
They guard with spirit what by strength they gam d 
And while their rocky ramparts round they see 
The rough abode of want and hberty 
{As lawless force from confidence will grow ) 

Insult the plenty of the vales below * 

Fragment en the Alliance ofEchtcaiton 
and Government 


So far, indeed, was a Creagh, or foray, 
from being held disgraceful, that a young 
chief was ^ways expected to show his talents 
for command so soon as he assumed it, by 
leading his clan on a successful enterprise of 
this nature, either against a neighbouring 
sept, for which constant feuds usually fur 
nished an apology, or against the Sassenach^ 
Saxons, or Lowlanders, for which no apology 
was necessaiy The Gaels, great traditional 
historians, never forgot that the Lowlands 
had, at some remote period, been the property 
of their Celtic forefathers which furnished an 
ample vindication of all the ravages that they 
could make on the unfortunate districts which 
lay within their reach Sir James Grant of 
Grant is m possession of a letter of apology 
from Cameron of Lochiel, whose men had 
committed some depredation upon a farm 
called Moines, occupied by one of the Grants 
Lochiel assures Grant, that, how'ever the 
mistake had happened, his instructions were 
precise, that the party should foray the pro 
Vince of Moray (a Lowland district), where, as 
he coolly observes, ‘ all men take their piey ’ 


Note LX 
1 only meant 

To show the reed on which you leant, 
Deeming this path you might pursue 
Without a pass from Rodt,rick Dhu 

“P 254 

This incident, like some other passages in 
the poem, illustrative of the character of the 
ancient Gael is not imaginary, but borrowed 
from fact The Highlanders, with the incon 
sistency of most nations in the same state, 
were alternately capable of great exertions 
of generosity, and of cruel revenge and per 
fidy The following story I can only quote 
from tradition, but with such an assurance 
from those by whom it was communicated, 
as permits me little doubt of its authenticity 
E^rly in the last century, John Gunn, a noted 
Cateran, or Highland robber, infested Inver 
ness shire, and levied black mail up to the 
walls of the provincial capital A gamson 
was then maintained in the castle of that 
town, and their pay (country banks being 
"•unknown) was usually transmitted in specie, 
under the guard of a small escort It chanced 
that the officer who commanded this liftle 
party was unexpectedly obliged to halt, about 
thirty miles from Inverness, at a miserable 
inn About nightfall, a stranger, in the 
Highland dress, and of very prepossessing 
appearance, entered thesamehouse Separate 
accommodation being impossible, the English 
man offered the newly arrived guest a part 
of his supper, which was accepted with re 
luctance By the conversation he found his 
new acquaintance knew well all the passes of 
the country, which induced him eagerly to 
request his company on the ensuing morning 
He neither disguised his business and charge^ 
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iior his apprehensions of that celebrated free 
hooter, John Gunn The Highlander hesi 
tated a moment, and then frankly consented 
to be his guide Forth they set in the 
morning , and, in travelling through a solitary 
and dreary glen, the discourse again turned 
On John Gunn ‘Would you like to see 
him ’ * said the guide , andj without waiting 
an answer to this alarming question, he 
whistled, and the English officer, with his 
small party, were surrounded by a body of 
Highlanders, whose numbers put resistance 
out of question, and who were all well armed 
‘Stranger,’ resumed the guide, ‘I am that 
very John Gunn by whom you feared to be 
intercepted, and not without cause for 
I came to the inn last night with the express 
purpose of learning your route, that I and my 
followers might ease >ou of your charge by 
the road But I am incapable of betraying 
the trust you reposed in mej and having 
convinced you that you were in my power, 
1 can only dismiss you unplundered and 
uninjured He then gave the officer direc- 
tions for his journey, and disappeared with 
his party as suddenly as they had presented 
themselves 


Note LXI 

On Bockasile the mouldering lineSy 
Where Romoy the Empress ^the worlds 
Of yore her eagle wings unfurtd — P 354 

The torrent which discharges itself from 
Loch Vennachar, the lowest and eastmost 
of the three lakes which form the scenery 
admitting to the Trosachs, sweeps through 
a flat and extensive moor, called Bochastle 
Upon a small eminence, called the Dun of 
Bochastle, and indeed on the plain itself, are 
someintrenchments, which have been thought 
Roman There is, adjacent to Callender, 
a sweet villa- the residence of Captain Fair- 
foul, entitled the Roman Camp 

[‘One of the most entire and beautiful 
remains of a Roman encampment now to be 
found m Scotland, is to be seen at Ardoch, 
near Greenloaning about six miles to the 
eastward of Dunblane This encampment 
is supposed, on good grounds, to hai e been 
constructea during the fourth campaign of 
Agricola m Britain , it is io6o feet in length, 
and 900 m breadth , it could contain 36,000 
men, according to the ordinary distribution 
of the Roman soldiers in their encampments 
There appears to have been three or four 
ditches, strongly fortified, surrounding the 
camp The four entries crossing the lines 
are still to be seen distinctly The general's 
quarter rises above the level of the camp, 
but IS not exactly in the centre It is 
a regular square of twen^ yards, enclosed 
with a stone wall, andT containing the 
foundations of a house, 30 feet by 20 
There is a subterraneous communication 
with a smaller encampment at a little 
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distance, in which several Roman helmets, 
spears, &c , have been found. From this 
camp at Ardoch, the great Roman highway 
runs east to Bertha, about 24 miles distant 
where the Roman army is believed to have 
passed over the Tay into Strathmore ’ — 
Grahame] 


Note LXII 

See here all vaniageless I stands 
^rm'd like thyself with single brand 
~P 3S4 

The duellists of former times did not 
always stand upon those punctilios respecting 
equality of arms, which are now judged 
essential to fair combat It is true, that in 
former combats in the lists, the parties were, 
by the judges of the field, put as nearly as 
possible in the same circumstances But in 

S rivate duel it was often otherwise. In that 
esperate combat which was fought between 
Quelus, a minion of Henry III of France, 
and Antraguet, with two seconds on each 
side, from which only two persons escaped 
aliv^ Quelus complained that his antagonist 
had over him the advantage of a poniard 
which he used in parrying, while nis left 
hand, which he was forced to employ for the 
same purpose was cruelly mangled When 
he charged 4 .ntraguet with this odds, * Thou 
hast done wrong, answered he, ‘to forget 
thy dagger at home We are here to fight, 
and not to settle punctilios of arms’ In 
a similar duel, however, a younger brother 
of the house of Aubanye, m Angoulesme, 
behaved more generously on the like occasion, 
and at once threw away his dagger when his 
enemy challenged it as an undue advantage 
But at this time hardly anything can he 
conceived more horribly brutal and savage 
than the mode in which private quarrels were 
conducted in France Those who were most 
jealous of the point of honour, and acquired 
the title of Ruffines^ did not scruple to take 
every advantage of strength, numbers, sur- 
prisej and arms to accomplish their rev enge. 
The Sieur de Brantome, to whose discourse 
on duels I am obliged for these particulars, 
gives the following account of the death and 
principles of his friend, the Baron de Vitaux — 
‘J’ay oui conter a un Tireur d’armes, qui 
appnt a Millaud a en tirer, lequel s’appelloit 
Seigneur le Jacques Ferron, de la v ille d’Ast, 
qui avoit este a moy, il fut despuis tu€ 
a Saincte-Basille en Gascogne, fors que 
Monsieur du Mayne I’assidgea lui servant 
d’Ingdnieur, etdemalheur,je I’avois address^ 
audit Baron quelques trois mois auparavant, 
pour I’exercer a tirer, bien qu’il en S9eust 
prou , maib il ne’en fit compte , et le laissant, 
Millaud s’en servit, et le rendit fort adroit 
Ce Seigneur Jacques done me raconta, qu’il 
s’estoit monte sur un noyer, assez loing, 

E our en voir le combat, et qu’il ne v ist jamais 
omme y aller plus bravement, ny plus 
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r&olument, tyr de grace plus asseuree ny 
d^termin^e II commenya de marcher de 
cmquante pas \ers son ennemy, relevant 
souvent ses moustaches en haut d’une main , 
et estant k vingt pas de son ennemy, (non 
plustost,) il mit la mam, k I’espee qu’il tenoit 
en la mam, non on’ilTeust tiree encore, mais 
en m archant, il nt voller le fourreau en I’air, 
en le secouant, ce qui est le beau de cela, et 
qm monstroit bien une grace de combat bien 
asseuree et froide, et nullement temeraire, 
comme il y en a qui tirent leurs espees de 
cmq cents pas de rennemy, voire de mille, 
cotnme fen ay veu aucuns Ainsi mourut 
ce brave Baron, le paragon dc France, qu’on 
nommoit tel, a bien \enger ses querelles, 
par grandes et d^terminees resolutions II 
n’estoit pas seulement estimd en France, 
mais en Itahe, Espaigne, Allemaigne, en 
Boulogne et Angleterre, et desiroient fort 
les Etrangers, venant en France, le voir, 
car je Tay veu, tant sa renommee volloit II 
estoit fort petit de corps, mais fort grand de 
courage Ses ennemis disoient gu'il ne tuoit 
pas bien ses gens, que par advantages et 
superchenes Certes, ie tiens de grands 
capitaines, et mesme d’ltaliens, qm ont estez 
d*autres fois les premiers vengeurs du monde, 
m disoient ils, qui ont tenu cette 

maxirae, qu’une superchene ne se devoit 
payer que par semblable monno^ et nV 
alloit point la de dcshonneur '"•—CEuvres de 
Braniome^^T\%t 1787-8 Tomevui pp 90-92 
It may be necessary to inform the reader, 
that this paragon of France was the most 
foul assassin othis time, and had committed 
many desperate murders, chiefly by the 
assistance of his hired banditti , from which 
it may be conceived how little the point of 
honour of the penod deserved its name 
I have chosen to give my heroes, who are 
indeed of an earlier penod, a stronger 
tincture of the spirit of cnivaliy 

Note LXIII 

III fared it ilien •mih Roderick Dku^ 

That on the field his targe he ikrew^ 

For^ trained abroad hts arm%io wield^ 

Fits- James's blade was sword and skidd 
-P 25*? 

A round target of light wood, covered with 
strong leather, and studded with brass or 
iron, was a necessary part of a Highlander’s 
equipment In charging regular troops, they 
received the thrust of the bayonet in this 
buckler, twisted it aside, and used the broad- 
sword against the encumbered soldier In 
the civif war of 1741?, most of the front 
rank of the clans were thus armed and 
Captain Grose informs us, that, m 1747, the 
pnvatesof the42nd regiment, then m Flanders, 
were, for the most part, permitted to carry 
taigets.— Antiquities^ vol i jp 164 
A person thus armed had a considerable 
advantage m pnvate fray Among verses 
between Swift aad Sheridan, lately pub- 


lished by Dr Barret, there is an account of 
such an encounter, in which the circum 
stances and consequently the relative supen 
onty of the combatants, are precisely the 
reverse of those in the text — 

A Highlander once fought a Frenchman at Margate 
The weapons a rapier a backsword and target 
Brisk Monsieur advanced as fast as he could, 

But all his fine pushes were caught m the wood 
And Sawney with backsword did slash him and 
nick him 

While t other, enraged that he could not once prick 
him 

Cried Sirrah you rascal you son of a whore 
Me will fight you be gar 1 if you 11 come from j our 
door 

The use of defensive armour, and particu 
larly of the buckler or target, was general m 
Queen Elizabeth’s time, although that of 
the single rapier seems to have wen occa 
sionally practised much earlier Rowland 
Yorke, however, who betrayed the fort of 
Zutphen to the Spaniards, for which good 
service he was afterwards poisoned by them, 
IS said to have been the first who brought the 
rapier fight into general use Fuller, speak 
ing of the swash bucklers or bullies, of Queen 
Elizabeth’s time, says—' West Smithfield was 
formerly called Ruffians’ Hall, where such 
men usually met, casually or otherwise, to 
try masteries w ith sword and buckler More 
were frightened than hurt, more hurt than 
killed therewith. It being accounted unmanly 
to stnke beneath the knee But since that 
desperate traitor Rowland Yorke first intro 
duced thrusting with rapiers, sword and 
buckler are disused * In ‘ The Two Angry 
Women of Abingdon,’ a comedy, printed in 
1599 we have a pathetic complaint — ‘Sword 
and buckler fight begins to grow out of use 
I am sorry for it I shall never see good 
manhood again If it be once gone, this 
poking fight of rapier and dagger will come 
up , then a tall man, and a good sword and 
buckler man, will be spitted like a cat or 
rabbit ^ But the rapier bad upon the conti 
nentlong superseded, m private duel, the use 
of sword and shield The masters of the 
noble science of defence were chiefly Italians 
They made great mystery of their art and 
moae of instruction nev er suffered any person 
to be present but the scholar who was to be 
taught and even examined closets, beds, and 
other places of possible concealment Their 
lessons often gave the most treacherous 
advantages , for the challenger, having the 
right to choose his weapons, frequently 
sheeted some strange, unusual, and incon 
venient kind of arms, the use of which he 
practised under these instructors, and thus 
killed at his ease his antagonist, to whom it 
was presented for the first time on the field of 
battle See Brantome’s Discourse on Duels^ 
and the work on the same subject, ^sigente- 
ment ecrii^ by the venerable Dr Pans de 
Puteo The Highlanders continued to use 
broadsword and target until disarmed after 
the affair of 1745-6 
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Note LXIV 

Thy threats^ thy merp^ I defy! 

Let recreant yields who fears to du 

— P 255 

I ha\e not \entured to render this duel so 
savagely desperate as that of the celebrated 
Sir Ewan of Lochiel, chief of the clan 
Cameron, called, from his sable complexion, 
Ewan Dhu He w as the last man in Scot- 
land who maintained the royal cause during 
the great Civil War, and his constant incur 
sions rendered him a very unpleasant neigh- 
bour to the republican garrison at Inverlochy, 
now Fort William The governor of the 
fort detached a party of three hundred men 
to lay waste Lochiel s possessions, and cut 
down his trees , but, in a sudden and desper- 
ate attack made upon them by the chieftain 
with \ery inferior numbers, they were almost 
all cut to pieces The skirmish is detailed in 
a curious memoir of Sir Ewan’s life, printed 
in the Appendix of Pennant’s Scottish Tour 
‘ In this engagement, Lochiel himself had 
several wonderml escapes In the retreat of 
the English, one of the strongest and bravest 
of the officers retired behind a bush, when he 
observed Lochiel pursuing and seeing him 
unaccompanied with any, he leapt out, and 
thought him his prey They met one another 
with equal fury The combat was long and 
doubtful the English gentleman had by far 
the advantage m strength and size, but 
Lochiel, exceeding him in nirableness and 
agility, in the ena tnpt the sword out of his 
hand they closed and wrestled, till both fell 
to the ground m each other’s arms The 
English officer got above Lochiel, and 
pressed him hard, but stretching forth his 
neck, by attempting to disengage himself. 
Loch el, who by this time had his hands at 
liberty, with his left hand seized him by the 
collar, and lumping at his extended throat, he 
bit it with nis teeth quite through, and kept 
such a hold of his grasp, that he brought 
away his mouthful this he said, wa^ the 
sweetest bit he ever had tn hts hfetiTne ’ — 
Vol 1 p 375 

Note LXV 

ITe towers! within whose circuit dread 
A Douglas ^ his sovereign bled, 

And tkoUy O sad and fatal mound f 
That oft hast heard the death-axe sound 
-P 257 

An eminence on the north east of the Castle, 
where state criminals were executed Stir 
ling was often polluted with noble blood It 
IS ftus apostrophized by J Johnston — 
Discordia tristis 

Heuquoties procerum sanguine tinxit humum I 
Hoc uno mfehx etfelix cetera nusguam 

Laetior aut coeli frons genmsve solL 

The fate of William, eighth Earl of Douglas, 
whom James II stabbed in Stirling Castle 


with his own hand, and while under his royal 
safe-conduct, is familiar to all who read 
Scottish history Murdack Duke of Albany. 
Duncan Earl of Lennox, his father in law, and 
his two sons, Walter and Alexander Stuart, 
were executed at Stirling, in 142^? They 
were beheaded upon an eminence without 
the castle walls, but making part of the same 
hill, from whence they could behold their 
strong castle of Doune, and their extensive 
possessions This ‘heading hill,’ as it was 
sometimes termed, hears commonly the less 
terrible name of Hurly hacket from its 
having been the scene of a courtly amuse 
ment alluded to by Sir David Lindsay, who 
says of the pastimes in which the young king 
was engaged, 

Some harled him “to the Hurly hacket 

which consisted in sliding, in some sort of 
chair It may be supposed, from topto bottom 
of a smooth bank The boys of Edinburgh, 
about twenty years ago, used to play at the 
hurly hacket, on theCalton Hill, using for 
their seat a horse’s skull 


Note LXVI 

The burghers hold their sports to-day 
— P 257 

Every burgh of Scotland, of the least note, 
but more especially the considerable towns, 
had their solemn or festn al, when feats 

of archeiy were exhibited and prizes distri 
buted to those who excelled m wrestling, 
hurling the bar, and the other gymnastic 
exercises of the period Stirling a usual 
place of royal residence, was not hkely to be 
deScient in pomp upon such occasions, 
especially since James V was very partial to 
them His ready participation in these popu- 
lar amusements was one cause of his acquir 
ing the title of King of the Commons, or jRex 
Plebeiorum, as Lesley has latinized it The 
usual prize to the best shooter was a silver 
arrow Such a one is preserved at Selkirk 
and at Peebles At Dumfries, a silver gun 
i was substituted, and the contention trans- 
ferred to fire arms The ceremony, as there 
performed, is the subject of an excellent 
Scottish poem by Mr John Mayne entitled 
the Siller Gun, 1808, which surpasses the 
efforts of Fergusson, and comes near to those 
of Bums 

Of James’s attachment to archery, Pit- 
scottie, the faithful, though rude recorder of 
the manners of that period, has given us 
evidence — 

‘ In this year there came an embassador 
out of England, named Lord Williani 
Howard, with a bishop with him, with many 
other gentlemen, to the number of threescore 
horse, which were all able men and waled 
[picked] men for all kinds of games and 
pastimes, shooting, loupmg, running, wrest- 
ling, and casting of the stone, but they were 
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'Vi-ell 'sayed [essayed or tried] ere they passed 
oat of Scotland, and that by their own 
provocation , bat ever they tint till at last, 
the Queen of Scotland, the king’s mother, 
favoured the English men, because she was 
the Kmr of England’s sister , and therefore 
she took an enterprise of archery upon the 
Englishmen’s hands, contrary her son the 
king, and any six in Scotland that he would 
wale, either gentlemen or yeomen, that the 
Englishmen should shoot against them, 
either at pricks, revers, or buts, as the Scots 
pleased. 

‘The king, hearing this of his mother, was 
content, andgarther pawn a hundred crowns, 
and a tun of wine, upon the English men*s 
hands , and he incontinent laid down as much 
for the Scottish men The field and ground 
was chosen in St Andrews, and three landed 
men and three jeomen chosen to shoot 
against the English men.— -to wit, David 
Wemyss of that ilk David Arnot of that ilk, 
and Mr John Wedderburn, vicar of Dundee , 
the yeomen, John Thomson, in Leith, Steven 
Taburner, with a piper, called Alexander 
Bailie, they shot very near, and warred 
[worsted] the English men of the enterprise 
and wan the hundred crowns and the tun of 
wine, which made the king very merry that 
his men wan the victory ’ — 147 


NoteLXVII 
Rohm Hood-— Y 258 

The exhibition of this renowned outlaw 
and his band was a favourite frolic at such 
festivals as we are describing This sporting, 
m which kings did not disdain to be actors, 
was prohibited in Scotland upon the Refor- 
mation, by a statute of the 6tn Parliament of 
Queen Mary, c 61, A d which ordered, 
under heavy penalties, that ‘ na manner of 
person be chosen Robert Hude, nor Little 
John, Abbot of Unreason, Queen of May, 
nor otherwise.’ But in 1561, the ‘rascal 
multitude,’ says John Knox, ‘were stirred 
up to make a Robin Hude, whilk enormity 
was of many years left and damned by 
statute and act of Parliament , yet would 
they not be forbidden ’ Accordingly, they 
raised a very serious tumult, and at length 
made prisoners the magistrates who en 
deavoured to suppress it, and would not 
release them till they extorted a formal pro- 
mise that no one should be punished for his 
share of the disturbance It would seem, 
from the complaints of the General Assembly 
of the Kirk, that these profane festivities 
were continued down to 1592! Bold Robin 
was, to say the least, equally successful in 
maintaining his ground against the reformed 
clergy of England for the simple and evan 
geUcal Latimer complains of coming to a 


countiy church, where the people refused to 
hear him, because it was Rcbin Hood’s day , 
and his mitre and rochet were fain to give 
way to the village pastime Much cunous 
information on this subject may be found in 
the Prelimmaiy Dissertation to the late Mr 
Ritson’s edition of the songs respectii^ this 
memorable outlaw The game of Robin 
Hood was usually acted m May , and he was 
associated with the momce dancers, on whom 
so much illustration has been bestowed by 
the commentators on Shakespeare A very 
lively picture of these festivities, containing 
a great deal of cunous information on the 
subject of the pnvate life and amusements of 
our ancestors, was thrown, by the late in 
genious Mr Strutt, into his romance entitled 
Queenhoo Hall, published after his death, in 
1808 


Note LXVIII 

Indifferent as to archer wtght^ 

The monarch gave the arrow bright — P 258 

The Douglas of the poem is an imaginary 
person, a supposed uncle of the Earl of 
Angus But the King’s behaviour during an 
unexpected interview with the Laird of Kil- 
spmdie, one of the banished Douglases, 
under circumstances similar to those in the 
text, is imitated from a real story told by 
Hume of Godscroft I would have availed 
myself more fully of the simple and affecting 
circumstances of the old history, had they 
not been already woven into apathetic ballad, 
by my friend Mr Finlay 2 

‘His (the king’s) implacabxlty (towards 
the family of Douglas) aid also appear in his 
carriage towards Archibald of Kilspindie, 
whom he, when he was a child, loved sin- 
gularly well for his ability of body, and was 
wont to call him his Grey Steill ® Archibald, 
being banished into England, could not well 
comport with the humour of that nation, 
which he thought to be too proud, and that 
they had too high a conceit of themselves, 
joined with a contempt and despising of all 
others Wherefore, being weaned of that 
life, and remembering the king’s favour of 
old towards him, he determined to try the 
king s mercifulness and clemency So he 
comes hito Scdtland, and taking occasion of 
the king’s bunting m the park at Stirling, he 
casts himself to be m his w^, as he was 
coming home to the ca.stle So soon as the 
king saw him afar off, ere he came near, he 
guessed it was he, and said to one of his 
courtiers yonder is my Grey Steill. Archi- 
bald of Kifspmdie, if he be alive The other 
answered, that it could not be he, and that 
he durst not come into the king’s presence 
The king approaching, he fell upon his knees 

2 See Scottish Historical and Romhntic Ballads. 
Glasgow 1808 70 l u p 117 

8 A champion of popular romance. See Elites 
Romances voL m. 


I Book of the Universal Kirk, p 4x4. 
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and craved pardon, and promised from 
thenceforward to abstain from meddling m 
public affairs, and to lead a quiet and private 
life The king went by without giving him 
any answer, and trotted a good round pace 
up the hill Kilspmdie followed, and though 
he wore on him a secret, a shirt of mail, for 
his particular enemies, was as soon at the 
castle gate as the king There he sat him 
down upon a stone without, and entreated 
some of the king’s servants for a cup of 
drink, being weary and thirsty, but they, 
feanng the king’s displeasure, durst give him 
none When the king was set at his dinner* 
he asked what he had done, what he had 
said, and whither he had gone ’ It was told 
him that he had desired a cup of drink, and 
had gotten none The king reproved them 
very sharply for their discourtesy, and told 
them, that if he had not taken an oath that 
no Douglas should ever serve him, he would 
have received him into his service, for he had 
seen him sometime a man of great ability 
Then he sent him word to go to Leith, and 
expect his further pleasure Then some 
kinsman of David Falconer, the cannonier, 
that was slam at Tantallon, began to quarrel 
with Archibald about the matter, wherewith 
the king showed himself not well pleased w hen 
he heard of it Then he commanded him to 
go to France for a certain space, till he heard 
farther from him And so he did, and died 
shortly after This gave occasion to the 
King of England (Henry VIII) to blame his 
nephew, alleging the old saying, That a 
kings face should give grace For this 
Archibald (whatsoever were Angus’s or Sir 
George’s fault) had not been principal actor 
of anything nor no counsellor nor stirrer up 
but only a follower of his friends, and that 
nowa>s cruelly disposed '—Hunu of Gods- 
croft^ ii 107 


Note LXIX 

Prise of the ’wrestling match the King 
To Douglas gave a golden ring — P 258 
The usual prize of a wrestling was a ram 
and a ring, but the animal would have em 
barrassed my story Thus, m the Cokes Tale 
of Gamelyn, ascribed to Chaucer ^ 

There happed to be there beside 
Tryed a wrestling' 

And therefore there was y setten 
A ram and als a ring 

Again the Litil Geste of Robin Hood 

By a bridge was a wrestling 

And there taryed was he, 

And there was ail the best yemen 
Of aiH the west countrey 
A fuU thyre game there was set up 
A white buU up y pight, 

A great courser with saddle and hrydle, 
With gold bunu^ed full bryght 
A payre of gloves, a red golde rmge 
A pipe of W3me, good fay 
What man bereth nun best, I wis, 

The pnse shall bear away 

RiTSON’S S.obm Hood voL i 


Note LXX 

These drew not for their ^Ids the sword^ 
Like tenants of a feudal lord^ 

Nor own'd the patriarchal claim 
Of Chieftain in their leader' s name, 
Adventurers they—— — P 262 

The Scottish armies consisted chiefly of 
the nobility and barons, with their vassals, 
who held lands under them, for military 
service by themselves and their tenants The 
patriarchal influence exercised Iw the heads 
of clans in the Highlands and Borders was 
of a different nature, and sometimes at 
variance with feudal principles It flowed 
from the Patna Potestas^ exercised by the 
chieftain as representing the original father 
of the whole name, and was often obeyed in 
contradiction to the feudal superior tames 
V seems first to have introduced, m audition 
to the militia furnished from these sources, 
the service of a small number of mercenanes, 
who formed a body guard, called the Foot- 
Band The satirical poet, Sir David Lindsay 
(or the person who wrote the prologue to his 
play of the ‘ Three Estaites,’) has introduced 
Finlay of the Foot Band, who, after much 
sw^genng upon the stage, is at length put 
to ffight by the Fool, who temfies him by 
means of a sheep’s skull upon a pole I have 
rather chosen to give them the harsh features 
of the mercenary soldiers of the period, than 
of this Scottish Thraso These partook of the 
character of the Adventurous Companions 
of Froissart or the Condottien of Italy 
One of the best and liveliest traits of such 
manners is the last will of a leader, called 
Geffroy Tete Noir, who having been slightly 
wounded in a skirmish, his intemperance 
brought on a mortal disease When he 
found himself dying, he summoned to his 
bedside the adventurers whom he com- 
manded, and thusAddressed them — 

‘ Fayre sirs, quod Geffray, I knowe well 
ye hav e alwayes served and honoured me as 
men ought to serve their soverayg^ne and 
capitayne, and I shal be the gladder if ye wyll 
agre to have to your capitayne one that is 
discended of my blode Beholde here Aleyne 
Roux, my cosyn, and Peter his brother, who 
are men of armes and of my blode I require 
you to make Aleyne your capitayne, and to 
swere to hym fa'^he, obeysaunce, love, and 
loyalte, here in my presence and also to his 
brother howe be it, I wyll that Aleyne have 
the soverayne charge Sir, quod they, we 
are well content, for ye hauve ryght well 
chosen There all the companyons made 
them servyant to Aleyne Roux and to Peter 
his brother ’ — Lord Berners’ Froissart 


Note LXXL 

Thou now hast glee maiden and hirp! 
Get thee an ape^ and trudge the land^ 

The leader oJFa juggler band — P 264 
The jongleurs, or jugglers, as we learn 
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from the elaborate \tork of the late Mr 
Strutt, on the sports and pastimes of the 
people of England, used to call m the aid of 
'various assistants, to render these perform 
ances as captivating as possible The glee 
maiden was a necessary attendant ner 
duty was tumbling and dancing , and there 
fore the Anglo Saxon r ersion of Saint Mark’s 
Gospel states Herodias to have \aulted or 
tumbled before King Herod In Scotland, 
these poor creatures seem, even at a late 
period, to have been bondswomen to their 
masters, as appears from a case reported 
by Fountainhall —‘Reid the mountebank 
pursues Scott of Harden and his lady, for 
stealing away from him a little girl, called 
the tumbling lassie, that danced upon his 
stage and ne claimed damages, and pro 
duced a contract, whereby he bought her 
from her mother for Scots cut we 
have no slaves in Scotland, and mothers 
cannot sell their bairns, and physicians 
attested the employment of tumbling w ould 
kill her , and her joints were now grown stiff, 
and she declined to return , though she was at 
least a ’prentice, and so could not run away 
from her master yet some cited Moses’s 
law, that if a servant shelter himself with 
thee against his master’s cruelty thou shalt 
surely not delner him up The Lords, 
Temtente cancellario^ assoilzied Harden, on 
the 27th of Januaiy (1687) ’ — Fountain 
V-AlVs DeciSiOTtSy \o\ 1 p 439 1 
The facetious qualities of the ape soon 
rendered him an acceptable addition to the 
strolling band of the jongleur Ben Jonson, 
in his splenetic introduction to the comedy 
of ‘ Bartholomew Fair ’ is at pains to inform 
the audience ‘ that he has ne’er a sword and 
buckler man in his Fair, n<^ a juggler, with 
a well-educated ape to come over thechame 
for the King of England, and back again for 
the Prince, and sit still i»n his haunches for 
the Pope and the King of Spaine ’ 


Note LXXII 

TAai sUrrtng air that peals an htgh^ 
O'er Demud's race our victory 
Strike it f — P add 

There are several instances, at least in 
tradition, of persons so much attached to 
particular tunes, as to reqjure to hear them 
on their deathbed Such an anecdote is 
mentioned by the late Mr Riddel of Glen 
nddel, in his collection of Border tunes, 
respecting an air called the ‘Dandling of 

^ Though less to my purpose I cannot help noticingf 
a circamstance respecting another of this Mr Reid s 
attendmits which occurred dunng James II s zeal for 
Catholic proseljtism and is told by Fountamhall with 
dry Scotch irony — January yjtk 1687 —Reid the 
moimtebank is received mto the Popish church and 
one of his blackamores was persuaded to accept of 
baptism from th® Popish pnests and to turn Christian 
papist which was a sreat trophy he was called 
James aftmrthe hang and chancellor, and the Apostle 
James.— p 440. 


the Baims,* for which a certain Gallovidian 
laird IS said to have evinced this strong 
mark of partiality It is popularly told of 
a famous freebooter, that he composed the 
tune known by the name of Macpherson’s 
Rant, while under sentence of death, and 
played it at the gallows tree Some spirited 
words have been adapted to it by Burns 
A similar story is recounted of a Welsh 
bard who composed and played on his 
deathbed the air called Dafyddy Garreg^ 
Wen But the most cunous example is 
given bv Brantome, of a maid of honour at 
tne court of France, entitled, Mademoiselle 
de Limeuil ‘ Durant sa maladie, dont elle 
trespassa, jamais elle ne cessa, ains causa 
tousjours, car elle estoit fort grande par- 
leuse, brocardeuse, et tres bien et fort k pro 
pos, et tres belle avec cela Quand I’heure 
de sa fin fut venue, elle fit venir a soy son 
\alet (ainsi que le filles de la cour en ont 
chacune un), qui s’appelloit Julien, et scavoit 
tres bien jouer du violon ‘Julian,” luy dit 
elle, “prenez vostre Molon, et sonnez moy 
tousjours jusques a ce que vous me voyez 
morte (car je m’y en vais) la defaite des 
Suisses, et le mieux que vous pourrez, et 
quand vous serez sur le mot, ‘Tout est 
perdu,’ sonnez le par quatre ou cing fois le 
lut» piteusement que vous pourrez,” ce qut 
t Tautre, et ellemesme luy aidoit de la 
voix, et quand ce viut ‘‘tout est perdu,” elle 
le reitera par deux fois , et se toumant de 
I’autre costd du chevet elle dit a ses com 
pagnes ‘‘Tout est perdu a ce coup, et k bon 
escient , ” et ainsi aecdda Voila une morte 
joyeuse et plaisante fe tiens ce conte de 
deux de ses compagnes, dignes de foi, qui 
virent jouer ce i^stere ’ — CBuvres de Bran 
iomey 111 507 The tune to which this fair 
lady chose to make her final exit, was com- 

? osed on the defeat of the Swiss at Mangnano 
'he burden is quoted by Panurge, m Rabelais, 
and consists of these words imnating the 
jargon of the Swiss, which is a mixture of 
French and German 

Tout est verlore 
La Tmtelore 
Tout est verlore biGott 


Note LXXIII 

Battle of Bear an Duine — P 267 

A skirmish actually took place at a pass 
thus called in the Trosachs, and closed with 
the remarkable incident mentioned m the 
text It was greatly posterior m date to 
the reign of James V 

‘In this roughly wooded island \ the coun- 
try people secreted their wives and children, 
and their most valuable effects, from the 
rapacity of Cromwell’s soldiers, dunng their 
inroad mto this country, in the time of the 
repubhc These invaders, not venturing to 


2 That at the eastern extremity of Loch. Katrme 
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ascend by the ladders, along the side of the 
lake, tooK a more circuitous road, through 
the heart of the Trosachs, the most frequented 
path at that time, which penetrates the 
wilderness about half way between Binean 
and the lake by a tract called Yea chilleach, 
or the Old Wife’s Bog 
‘ In one of the defiles of this by road, the 
men of the country at that time hung upon 
the rear of the in\ admg enemy, and shot one 
of Cromwell s men, whose gra\e marks the 
scene of action, and gives name to that pass 
In revenge of this insult, the soldiers resolved 
to plunder the island, to violate the women, 
and put the children to death With this 
brutal intention, one of the party, more 
expert than the rest, swam towards the 
island, to fetch the boat to his comrades, 
which had earned the women to their asylum, 
and lay moored in one of the creeks His 
companions stood on the shore of the main- 
land, m full view of all that was to pass, 
waiting anxiously for his return with the 
boat But just as the swimmer had got to 
the nearest point of the island, and was 
laving hold of a black rock, to get on shore, 
a heroine, who stood on the very point where 
he meant to land, hastily snatching a dagger 
from below her apron, with one str^e 
severed his head from the bodjj^ His party 
seeing this disaster, and relinquishing all 
future hope of revenge or conquest, made 
the best of their way out of their perilous 
situation This amazon’s great grandson 
lives at Bridge of Turk, who, besides others, 
attests the anecdote,’ — Sketch of the Scenery 
near Callendar^ Stirling, 1806, p 20 I have 
only to add to this account, that the heroine’s 
name was Helen Stuart 


Note LXXIV 

And Snowdoun's Kmght ts Scotland's 
Ktng ' — P 272 

This discovery will probably remind the 
reader of the beautiful Araibian tale of 
II Bondocani Yet the incident is not 
borrow ed from that elegant stoiy, but from 
Scottish tradition James V, of whom we 
are treating, was a monarch whose good and 
benevolent intentions often rendered his» 
romantic freaks venial, if not respectable, 
since, from his anxious attention to the 
interests of the lower and most oppressed 
class of his subjects, he was, as we have seen, 
popularly termed the Kin^ of the Commons 
For the purpose of seeing that justice was 
regularly administered, and frequently from 
the less justifiable motive of gallantry, he 
used to traverse the vicinage of his several 
palaces in various disguises The two ex 
cellent comic songs, entitled, ‘TheGaberlunzie 
man,’ and ‘WeUl gae nae mair a roving,* 
are said to have been founded upon the 
success of his amorous adventures when 
travelling in the disguise of a beggar The 


latter is perhaps the best comic ballad in 
any language 

Another adventure, which had nearly cost 
James his life, is san to have taken place at 
the village of Craraond, near Edinburgh, 
where he had rendered his addresses accept- 
able to a pretty girl of the lower rank Four 
or five persons, whether relations or lovers 
of his mistress is uncertain, beset the disguised 
monarch as he returned from his rendezvous 
Naturally gallant, and an admirable master 
of his weapon, the king took post on the high 
and narrow bridge over the Almond nver, 
and defended himself bravely with his swoi^ 
A peasant, who was threshing in a neigh 
bourmg barn, came out upon the noise, and 
whether mo\ ed by compassion or by natural 
gallantry, took the weaker side, and laid 
about With his flail so effectually, as to 
disperse the assailants, well threshed, even 
according to the letter He then conducted 
the king into his bam, where his guest 
requested a basin and a towel, to remove the 
stains of the broil This being procured 
with difficulty, James employed himself m 
learning what was the summit of his de 
liverer’s earthly wishes, and found that they 
were bounded by the desire of possessing, in 
property, the farm of Braeheaa, upon which 
he laboured as a bondsman The lands 
chanced to belong to the crown , and James 
directed him to come to the palace of 
Holyrood, and enquire for the Guidman 
(i e farmer) of Ballengiech a name by which 
he was known in his excursions, ana which 
answered to the II Bondocani of Haroun 
Alraschid He presented himself accordingly, 
and found, with due a^stonishmeut that he 
had saved his monarch’s life, and that he 
was to be gratified w ith a crown charter of 
the lands of Biaehead, under the service of 
presenting a ewer, basin and towel, for the 
King to wash his hands when he shall happen 
to pass the Bridge of Cramond This person 
was ancestor of the Howisons of Braehead, 
in Mid Lothian, a respectable family, who 
continue to hold the lands (now passed into 
the female line) under the same tenure 
Another of James’s frolics is thus narrated 
by Mr Campbell from the Statistical Ac- 
count —’Being once benighted when out 
a hunting, and separated from his attendants, 
he happened to enter a cottage in the midst 
of a moor at the foot of the Ochil hills, near 
Alloa, where, unknown, he was kindly 
received In order to regale their unexpected 
^est, the gudeman (1 e landlord, farmer) 
desired the gudenmfe to fetch the hen that 
roosted nearest the cock, which is always the 
plumpest, for the stranger’s supper The 
king highly pleased with his night’s lodging 
ancThospitable entertainment, told mine host 
at parting, that he should be glad to return 
his civility, and requested that the first time 
he came to Stirling, he would call at the 
castle, and enqure for the Gudeman of 
BaUengutch 
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‘Donaldson, the landlord, did not fail to 
call on the Gudeman of Battengutck^ when 
his astonishment at finding^ that the king^ 
had been his guest afforded no small amuse- 
ment to the merry monarch and his courtiers , 
and, to carry on the pleasantly, he was 
thenceforth designated oy James with the 
title of King of the Moors, which name and 
designation have descended from father to 
son ever since, and they have continued in 
possession of the identical spot, the property 
of Mr Erskine of Mar, till \ery lately, when 
this gentleman, with reluctance, turned out 
the descendant and representative of the 
King of the Moors, on account of his 
majesty's invincible indolence, and ^eat 
dislike to reform or innovation of any Lind, 
although, from the spirited example of his 
neighbour tenants on the same estate, he is 
convinced similar exertion would promote 
his advantage ' 

The author requests permission yet farther 
to verify the subject of his poem, by an ex 
tract from the genealogical w ork of Buchanan 
of Auchmar, upon Scottish surnames — 

‘This John Buchanan of Auchmar and 
Arnpryor was afterwards termed Kii^ of 
Kippen, upon the following account King 
James V, a very sociable, debonair prince, 
residing at Stirling, in Buchanan of Arn 
pryor’s time, carriers were very frequently 
passing along the common road, being near 
Arnpryor’s house, with necessaries for the use 
of the king’s family and he, having some 
extraordinary occasion, ordered one of these 
carriers to leave his load at his house, and 
he would pay him for it , which the earner 
refused to do, telling him he was the king s 
carrier, and nis load for his majesty’s use j 
to which Arnpryor seemed to have small 
regard, compelling the carrier, in the end, 
to leave his load , telling him, if King James 
was King of Scotland, he was King of 
Kippen, so that it was reasonable he should 
share with his neighbour king in some of 
these loads, so frequently carried that road 
The carrier representing this usage, and 
telling the story, as Arnpryor spoke it, to 
some of the king’s servants, it came at 
length to his majesty’s ears, who, shortly 
thereafter, with a few attendants, came to 
visit his neighbour king, who was m the 
meantime at dinner King James, having 
sent a servant to demand access, was denied 
the same by a tall fellow with a battle axe, 
who stood porter at the gate, telling, there 
could be no access till dinner was over This 
answer not satisfying the king, he sent to 
demand access a second time, upon which 
he was desired by the porter to desist, 
otherwise he would find cause to repent his 
rudeness His mjyesty finding this method 
would not do, desired the porter to tell his 


master that the Goodman of Ballageich 
desired to speak with the King of Kippen 
The porter telling Arnpryor so much, he, m 
all humble manner, came and receued the 
king, and having entertained him with much 
sumptuousness and jollity, became so agree 
able to King James, that he allowed him to 
take so much of any provision he found 
carrying that road as he had occasion for , 
and se^ng he made the first visit, desired 
Arnpryor m a few days to return him a 
second to Stirling, which he performed, and 
continued in \ery much favour with the 
king, always thereafter being termed King 
of Kippen while he lived ’ — BucHANAN’s^jji*y 
upon the Family of Buchanan Edin 1775, 
8vo p 74 

The readers of Ariosto must give credit for 
the amiable features with which King James V 
IS represented, since he is generally con- 
sidered as the prototype of Zerbino, the most 
interesting hero of the Orlando Funoso 


Note LXXV. 

Stirling^ s lower" 

Of yore ihe name ofSnomdoun claims 
— P 272 

William of Worcester, who wrote about 
the middle of the fifteenth century calls 
Stirling Castle Snowdoun Sir David Lind 
say bestows the same epithet upon it in his 
complaint of the Papmgo 

Adieu fair Snawdoun with thy towers high. 

Thy chaple-royal park and table round 
May June and July would I dwell m thee 
Were I a man to hear the birdis sound 
Whilk doth agame tliy royal rock rebound. 

Mr Chalmers, m his late excellent edition 
of Sir David Lindsay’s works, has refuted 
the chimerical derivation of Snawdoun from 
snedding^ or cutting It was probably 
derived from the romantic legend which 
connected Stirling with King Arthur, to 
which the mention of the Round Table gives 
countenance The ring within which justs 
were formerly practised, m the castle park, 
IS stiU called the Round Table. Snawdoun 
IS the official title of one of the Scottish 
heralds, whose epithets seem in all countries 
to have been fantastically adopted from 
*' ancient history or romance 

It appears (see Note LXXIV) that the real 
name by which James was actually dis 
tingmshed in his private excursions, was the 
Goodman of BaJlengutck f derived from a 
steep pass leading up to the Castle of 
Stirling, so called But the epithet would 
not have suited poetir, and would besides at 
once, and prematurely, have announced the 
plot to many of my countrymen, among 
whom the traditional stoties above mentioned 
. are still current 
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THE SCENE OF WHICH IS LAID IN HIS BEAUTIFUL DEMESNE OF ROKEBY, 
IS INSCRIBED, IN TOKEN OF SINCERE FRIENDSHIP, BY 

WALTER SCOTT 


The Scene of this Poem is laid at Rokeby, near Greta Bridge, in Yorkshire, and shifts to 
the adjacent fortress of Barnard Castle, and to other places in that vicinity 

The Time occupied by the Action is a space of Five Days, Three of which are supposed to 
ela^e between the end of the Fifth and beginning of the Sixth Canto 

The date of the supposed events is immediatefy subsequent to the great Battle of Marston 
Moor Julv 3, 1644 This period of public confusion has been chosen without any purpose of 
combining the Fable with the Military or Political Events of the Civil War, but only as 
affording a degree of probability to the Fictitious Narrative now presented to the Public 


Canto Pirst. 

z 

The Moon is in her summer glow, 
But hoarse and high the breezes blow, 
And, racking o’er her face, the cloud 
Vanes the tincture of her shroud , 

On Barnard’s towers, and Tees’s 
stream. 

She changes as a guilty dream. 

When conscience, with remorse and 
fear, 

Goads sleeping fancy’s wild career 
Herlightseems now theblush of shame, 
Seems now fierce anger’s darker flame, 
Shifting that shade, to come and go, 
Like apprehension’s burned glow , 
Then sorrow’s livery dims the air, 
And dies in darkness, like despair 


Such varied hues the warder sees 
Reflected from the woodland Tees, 
Then from old Baliols tower looks 
forth. 

Sees the clouds mustering in the 
north, 

Hears, upon turret roof and wall, 

By fits the plashing ram drop fall, 

^ Lists to the breeze’s boding sound, 
And wraps his shaggy mantle round 
II 

Those towers, which in the changeful 
gleam 

Throw murky shadows on the stream, 
Those towers of Barnard hold a guest, 
The emotions of whose troubled breast, 
In wild and strange confusion driven, 
Rival the flitting rack of heaven 
Ere sleep stern Oswald’s senses tied, 
Oft had he changed his weaiy side, 
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Composed his limbs, and vainly sought 
By eiFort strong to banish thought 
Sleep came at length, but with a tram 
Of feelings true and fancies vain, 
Minghng, in wild disorder cast. 

The expected future with the past 
Conscience, anticipating time. 
Already rues the enacted crime, 

And calls^her furies forth, to shake 
Ihe sounding scourge and hissing 
snake , 

While her poor victim’s outward throes 
Bear witness to his mental woes. 

And show what lesson may be read 
Beside a sinner’s restless bed 

III 

Thus Oswald s labouring feelings trace 
Strange changes m his sleeping face, 
Rapid and ominous as these 
With which the moonbeams tinge the 
Tees 

There might be seen of shame the blush, 
There anger’s dark and fiercer flush, 
Wl;iile the perturbed sleeper’s hand 
Seem’d grasping dagger-knife, or 
brand 

Relax’d that grasp, the heavy sigh. 
The tear in the half-opening e>e. 

The pallid cheek and brow, confess’d 
That grief was busy in his breast , 

Nor paused that mood — a sudden start 
Impell’d the life-blood from the heart 
Features convulsed, and muttenngs 
dread. 

Show terror reigns in sorrow’s stead 
That pang the painful slumber broke, ^ 
And Oswald with a start awoke 

rv 

He woke, and fear’d again to close 
His eyelids in such dire repose , 

He woke, — to watch the lamp, and tell 
From hour to hour the castle bell. 

Or listen to the owlet’s cry. 

Or the sad breeze that whistles by. 

Or catch, by fits, the tuneless rhyme 
With which the warder cheats the time, 


And envying think, how, when the 
sun 

Bids the poor soldier’s watch be done, 
Couch’d on his straw, and fancy free, 
He sleeps like careless infancy 

V 

Far town- ward sounds a distant tread, 
And Oswald, starting from his bed, 
Hath caught it, though no human ear. 
Unsharpen’d by revenge and fear, 
Could e’er distinguish horse’s clank 
Until it reach’d the castle bank 
Now nigh and plain the sound appears. 
The warder’s challenge now he hears. 
Then clanking chains and levers tell 
That o’er the moat the drawbridge fell, 
And, m the castle court below, 

Voices are heard, and torches glow, 
As marshalling the stranger’s way 
Straight for the room where Oswald 
lay, 

The cry was, — ‘ Tidings from the host, 
Of weight — a messenger comes post ’ 
Stifling the tumult of his breast, 

His answer Oswald thus express’d — 
^ Bnng food and wine, and trim the 
fire , 

Admit the stranger, and retire ’ 

VI 

The stranger came with heavy stride. 
The morion’s plumes his visage hide, 
And the buff coat, an ample fold, 
Mantles his form’s gigantic mould 
Full slender answer deigned he 
To Oswald’s anxious courtesy. 

But mark’d, by a disdainful smile, 

He saw and scorn d the petty wile. 
When Oswald changed the torch’s 
place, 

Anxious that on the soldier’s face 
Its partial lustre might be thrown, 

To show his looks, yet hide his own 
His guest, the while, laid low aside 
The ponderous cloak of tough bull’s 
hide, 
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And to the torch glanced broad and 
clear 

The corslet of a cuirassier , 

Then from his brows the casque he 
drew. 

And from the dank plume dash d the 
dew, 

From gloves of mail relieved his hands. 
And spread them to the kindling brands, 
And, turning to the genial board. 
Without a health or pledge, or word 
Of meet and social reverence said, 
Deeply he drank, and fiercely fed , 

As free from ceremony’s sway, 

As famish’d wolf that tears his prey 

VII 

V7 ith deep impatience, tinged with fear. 
His host beheld him gorge his cheer, 
And quaff the full carouse, that lent 
His “brow a fiercer hardiment 
Now Oswald stood a space aside. 
Now paced the room with hasty stride, 
In feverish agony to learn 
Tidings of deep and dread concern, 
Cursing each moment that his guest 
Protracted o’er his ruffian feast 
Yet, viewing with alarm, at last. 

The end of that uncouth repast. 
Almost he seem’d their haste to rue, 
As, at his sign, his tram withdrew, 
And left him with the stranger, free 
To question of his mystery 
Then did his silence long proclaim 
A struggle between fear and shame 

VIII 

Much in the stranger’s mien appears 
To justify suspicious fears 
On his dark face a scorching clime. 
And toil, had done the work of time, 
Roughen’dthebrow, the temples bared. 
And sable hairs with silver shared. 
Yet left — what age alone could tame — 
The lip of pnde, the eye of flame , 
The full-drawn lip that upward curl’d. 
The eye, thatseem’d to scorn the world 


That lip had terror never blench’d , 
Ne’er in that eje had tear drop 
quench’d 

The flash severe of swarthy glow, 
Thatmock’d at pain, and knew not woe 
Inured to danger’s direst form, 
Tornade and earthquake, flood and 
storm, 

Death had he seen by sudden blew, 
By wasting plague, by tortures slow. 
By mine or breach, by steel or ball, 
Knew all his shapes, and scorn’d them 
all 

IX 

But yet, though Bertram’s harden’d 
look, 

Unmoved, could blood and danger 
brook, 

Still worse than apathy had place 
On his swart brow and callous face , 
For evil passions, chenshd long. 

Had plough d them with impressions 
strong 

All that gives gloss to sin, all gay 
Light folly, past with youth away, 
But rooted stood, in manhood s hour, 
The weeds of vice without theirflower 
And yet the soil in which they grew, 
Had it been tamed when life was new, 
Had depth and vigour to bring forth 
The hardier fruits of virtuous worth 
Not that, e’en then, his heart had 
known 

The gentler feelmgs’ kindly tone , 
But lavish waste had been refined 
To bounty in his chasten’d mind, 

And lust of gold, that waste to feed. 
Been lost in love of glory’s meed, 
And, frantic then no more, his pride 
Had ta’en fair virtue for its guide 

X 

Even now, by conscience unrestrain’d, 
Clogg’d by gross vice, by slaughter 
stain’d, 

Still knew his daring soul to soar. 
And mastery o’er the mind he bore , 
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For meaner guilt, or heart less hard, 
Quail’dbeneath Bertram’s bold regard 
And this felt Oswald, while in vam 
He strove, by many a winding train, 
To lure his sullen guest to show. 
Unask’d, the news he long’ d to know, 
While on far other subject hung 
His heart, than falter’d from his tongue 
Yet nought for that his guest did deign 
To note or spare his secret pain. 

But still, in stern and stubborn sort. 
Return’d him answer dark and short, 
Or started from the theme, to range 
In loose digression wild and strange, 
And forced the embarrass’d hosttobuy. 
By query close, direct reply 

XI 

A while he glozed upon the cause 
Of Commons, Covenant, and Laws, 
And Church Reform’d — but felt rebuke 
Beneath grim Bertram’s sneennglook. 
Then stammer d— ‘Has a field been 
fought 1 

Has Bertram news of battle brought^ 
For sure a soldier, famed so far 
In foreign fields for feats of war. 

On eve of fight ne’er left the host 
Until the field were won and lost ’ 

‘ Here, myour towers by circling Tees, 
You, Oswald Wyclifie, rest at ease , 
Why deem it strange that others come 
To share such safe and easy home, 
From fields where danger, death, and 
toil. 

Are the reward of civil broil 
‘Nay, mock not, friend! since welK 
we know 

The near advances of the foe, 

To mar our northern army’s work, 
Encamp’d before beleaguer’d York , 
Thy horse with valiant Fairfax lay. 
And must have fought , how went the 
day?’ 

xri 

* Wouldst hear the tale ’ On Marston 
heath 

Met, front to front, the ranks of death , 


Flourish’d the trumpets fierce, and 
now 

Fired was each eye, and flush’d each 
brow , 

On either side loud clamours nng, 
“God and the Cause*” — “God and 
the King*” 

Right English all, they rush’d to blows, 
With nought to win, and all to lose 
I could have laugh’d — but lack’d the 
time — 

To see, m phrenesy sublime, 

How the fierce zealots fought and bled 
For king or state, as humour led , 
Some for a dream of public good, 
Some for church tippet, gown, and 
hood. 

Draining their veins, m death to claim 
A patriot’s or a martyr’s name 
Led Bertram Risingham the hearts. 
That counter’d there on adverse parts, 
No superstitious fool had I 
Sought El Dorados in the sk> * 

Chill had heard me through her states, 
And Lima oped her silver gates, 

Rich Mexico I had march’d through. 
And sack’d the splendours of Peru, 
Till sunk Pizarro’s daring name, 

And, Cortez, thine, in Bertram’s fame ’ 
‘Still from the purpose wilt thou stray * 
Good gentle friend, how went the day?’ 

XIII 

‘ Good am I deem’d at trumpet-sound. 
And good where goblets dance the 
round, 

Though gentle ne’er was join’d, till 
now. 

With rugged Bertram’s breast and 
brow 

But I resume The battle’s rage 
Was like the strife which currents 
wage 

Where Orinoco, in his pride, 

Rolls to the mam no tribute tide. 

But ’gainst broad ocean urges far 
A rival sea of roaring war, 
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While, in ten thousand eddies driven, 
The billows fling their foam to heaven, 
And the pale pilot seeks in vain 
Where rolls the river, where the main 
Even thus, upon the bloody field, 

The eddying tides of conflict wheel’d 
Ambiguous, till that heart of flame. 
Hot Rupert, on our squadrons came, 
Hurling against our spears a line 
Of gallants, fiery as their wine , 

Then ours, though stubborn in their 
zeal, 

In zeal’s despite began to reel 
What wouldst thou more ? In tumult 
tost, 

Oui leaders fell, our ranks were lost 
A thousand men, who drew the sword 
For both the Houses and the Word, 
Preach d forth from hamlet, grange, 
and down. 

To curb the crosier and the crown, 
Now, stark and stiff, he stretch’d m 
gore. 

And ne’er shall rail at mitre more — 
Thus fared it, when I left the fight, 
With the good Cause and Commons’ 
right’ 

XIV 

‘ Disastrous news dark Wychffe said , 
Assumed despondence bent his head. 
While troubled joy was in his eye. 
The well feign’d sorrow to belie 
* Disastrous news ' — when needed 
most. 

Told ye not that your chiefs were lost ^ 
Complete the woful tale, and say, 
Who fell upon that fatal day , 

What leaders of repute and name 
Bought by their death a deathless fame 
If such my direst foeman’s doom. 

My tears shall dew his honour’d tomb 
No answer ? Friend, of all our host, 
Thou know'st whom I should hate 
the most, 

Wliom thou too, once, wert wont to 
hate, 

Yet leavest me doubtful of his fate.’ 


With look unmoved, * Of friend or foe, 
Aught,’ answer’d Bertram, ^wouldst 
thou know, 

Demand m simple terms and plain, 

A soldier’s answer shalt thou gain , 
For question dark, or nddle high, 

I have nor judgment nor reply * 

XV 

The wrath his art and fear suppress’d 
N ow blazed at once in Wycliffe’s breast. 
And brave, from man so meanly bom, 
Roused his hereditary scorn 
‘ Wretch * hast thou paid thy bloody 
debt? 

Philip or Mortham, lives he yet ? 
False to thy patron or thine oath, 
Trait’ rous or perjured, one or both, 
Slave 1 hast thou kept thy promise 
plight, 

To slay thy leader in the fight ? ’ 

Then from his seat the soldier sprung. 
And Wycliffe’s hand he strongly 
wrung , 

His grasp, as hard as glove of mail, 
Forced the red blood drop from the 
nail — 

* A health ’ ’ he cried , and, ere he 
quaff’d, 

Flung from him Wycliffe’s hand, and 
laugh’d 

‘ Now, Oswald Wychffe, speaks thy 
heart • 

Now play’s t thou well thy genuine part’ 
Worthy, but for thy craven fear. 

Like me to roam a bucanier. 

What reck’st thou of the Cause divine. 
If Mortham’s wealth and lands be thine? 
What carest thou for beleaguei ’d Y ork. 
If this good hand have done its work? 
Or what, though Fairfax and his best 
Are reddening Marston s swarthy 
breast, 

If Philip Mortham with them he, 
Lending his life-blood to the dye ? 

Sit, then ^ and as ’mid comrades free 
Carousing after victory. 
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When tales are told of blood and fear, 
That boys and women shrink to hear, 
From point to point I frankly tell 
The deed of death as it befell 

XVI 

* When purposed vengeance I forego. 
Term me a wretch, nor deem me foe , 
And when an insult I forgive, 

Then brand me as a slave, and live • 
Philip of Mortham is with those 
Whom Bertram Rismgham calls foes , 
Or whom more sure revenge attends. 
If number’d with ungrateful friends 
As was his wont, ere battle glow’d, 
Along the marshall’d ranks he rode, 
And wore his vizor up the while 

I saw his melancholy smile. 

When, full opposed in front, he knew 
Where Rokebi ’s kindred banner flew 
^*And thus,” he said, ‘‘will friends 
divide > ” 

I heard, and thought how, side by side, 
We two had turn’d the battle's tide 
In many a well debated field, 

Where Bertram’s breast was Philip’s 
shield 

I thought on Darien’s deserts pale. 
Where death bestrides the evening 
gale, 

How o’er my friend my cloak I threw. 
And fenceless faced the deadly dew , 

I thought on Quanana’s cliff. 

Where, rescued from our foundering 
ski£^ 

Through the white breakers’ wrath 
I bore 

Exhausted Mortham to the shore , 
And when his side an arrow found, 

I suck’d the Indian’s venom’d wound 
Ihese thoughts like torrents rush’d 
along, 

To sweep away my purpose strong 

XVII 

* Hearts are not flint, and flints are rent , 
Hearts are not steel, and steel is bent 


When Mortham bade me, as of yore. 
Be near him in the battle’s roar, 

I scarcely saw the spears laid low, 

I scarcely heard the trumpets blow , 
Lost was the war m inward strife, 
Debatmg Mortham’s death or life 
’Twas then I thought, how, lured to 
come. 

As partner of his wealth and home, 
Years of piratic wandering o’er, 

With him I sought our native shore 
But Mortham’s loi d grew far estranged 
From the bold heart with whom he 
ranged , 

Doubts, horrors, superstitious fears, 
Sadden’d and dimm’d descending 
years , 

The wily priests their victim sought. 
And damn’d each free-born deed and 
thought 

Then must I seek another home. 

My licence shook his sober dome , 

If gold he gave, in one wild day 
I revell’d thrice the sum away 
An idle outcast then I stray’d, 

Unfit for tillage or for trade, 

Deem’d, like the steel of rusted lance. 
Useless and dangerous at once 
The women fear’d my hardy look, 

At my approach the peaceful shook , 
The merchant saw my glance of flame. 
And lock’d his hoards when Bertram 
came. 

Each child of coward peace kept far 
From the neglected son of war 

^ XVIII 

* But civil discord gave the call. 

And made my trade the trade of all 
By Mortham urged, I came again 
His vassals to the fight to tram 
What guei don waited on my care ^ 

I could not cant of creed or prayer , 
Sour fanatics each trust obtain’d, 

And I, dishonour’d and disdain d, 
Gain’d but the high and happy lot, 

In these poor arms to front the shot ^ 
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All this thouknow’st, thy gestures tell , 
Yet hear it o’er, and mark it well 
’Tis honour bids me now relate 
Each circumstance of Mortham’s fate 

XIX 

‘ Thoughts, from the tongue that slowly 
part, 

Glance quick as lightning through the 
heart 

As my spur press’d my courser s side, 
Philip of Mortham’s cause was tned. 
And, ere the charging squadrons mix’d, 
His plea was cast, his doom was fix’d 
I watch’d him through the doubtful 
fray 

That changed as March’s moody day, 
Till, like a stream that bursts its bank, 
Fiei ce Rupert thunder’d on our flank 
’Twas then, midst tumult, smoke, and 
strife, 

Where each man fought for death or 
life, 

’Twas then I fired my petronel. 

And Mortham, steed and rider, fell 
One dying look he upward cast, 

Of wrath and anguish — ’twas his last 
Think not that there I stopp’d to view 
What of the battle should ensue , 

But ere I clear’d that bloody press. 
Our northern horse ran masterless , 
Monckton and Mitton told the news, 
Howtroops of Roundheads choked the 
Ouse, 

And many a bonny Scot, aghast, 
Spurnng his palfrey northward, past, 
Cursing the day when zeal or meed 
First lured their Lesley o’er the Tw eed 
Yet when I reach’d the banks of Swale, 
Had rumour learn’d another tale , 
With his barb’d horse, fresh tidings say. 
Stout Cromwell has redeem’d the day 
But whether false the news, or true, 
Oswald, I reck as light as you ’ 

XX 

Not then by Wycliffe might be shown 
How his pride startled at the tone 


In which his ’complice, fierce and free. 
Asserted guilt s equality 
In smoothest terms his speech he wove, 
Of endless friendship, faith, and love, 
Promised and vow’d in courteous sort. 
But Bertram broke professions short 
* Wychffe, be sure not here I stay. 
No, scarcely till the rising day , 
Warn’d by the legends of my youth, 

I trust not an associate’s truth 
Do not my native dales prolong 
Of Percy Rede the tragic song, 
Train’d forward to his bloody fall, 

By Girsonfield, that treacherous Hall? 
Oft, by the Pringle’s haunted side, 
The shepherd sees his spectre glide* 
And near the spot that gave me name, 
The moated mound of Risingham, 
Where Reed upon her margin sees 
Sweet Woodbume’s cottages and 
trees. 

Some ancient sculptor’s art has shown 
An outlaw’s image on the stone , 
Unmatch’d in strength, a giant he, 
With quiver’d back and kirtled knee 
Ask how he died, that hunter bold, 
The tameless monarch of the wold, 
And age and infancy can tell. 

By brother’s treachery he fell 
Thus warn’d by legends of my youth, 
I trust to no associate’s truth 

XXI 

‘When last we reason’d of this deed, 
Nought, I bethink me, was agreed, 

Or by what rule, or when, or where, 
*The wealth of Mortham we should 
share , 

Then list, while I the portion name. 
Our diffenng laws give each to claim 
Thou, vassal sworn to England’s 
throne. 

Her rules of heritage must own , 

They deal thee, as to nearest heir, » 
Ihy kinsman’s lands and livings fair, 
And these I yield — do thou revere 
The statutes of the Bucanier, 
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Fnend to the sea, and foeman sworn 
To all that on her waves are borne, 
When falls a mate in battle broil, 

His comrade heirs his portion'd spoil. 
When dies in fight a daring foe, 

He claims his wealth who struck the 
blow , 

And either rule to me assigns 
Those spoils of Indian seas and mines, 
Hoarded in Mortham’s caverns dark, 
Ingot of gold and diamond spark, 
Chalice and plate from churches borne, 
And gems from shrieking beauty torn. 
Each string of pearl, each silver bar, 
And ail the wealth of western war 
I go to search, where, dark and deep, 
Those Transatlantic treasures sleep 
Thou must along — for, lacking thee. 
The heir will scarce find entrance free , 
And then farewell I haste to try 
Each varied pleasure wealth can buy , 
When cloy’d each wish, these wars 
afford 

Fresh work for Bertram's restless 
sword ' 

xxu 

An undecided answer hung 
On Oswald’s hesitating tongue 
Despite his craft, he heard with awe 
This ruffian stabber fix the law , 

While his own troubled passions veer 
Throughhatredjoy, regret, andfear , — 
Joy'd at the soul that Bertram flies. 
He grudged the murderer's mighty 
prize, 

Hated his pride's presumptuous tone, 
And fear'd to wend with him alone 
At length, that middle course to steer. 
To cowardice and craft so dear, 

* His charge,' he said, ‘would ill allow 
His absence from the fortress now , 
Wilfrid on Bertram should attend. 
His son should; ourney with his friend ' 

XXIII 

Contempt kept Bertram's anger down. 
And wreathed tosavagesmilehisfrowii 


* Wilfnd, or thou — 'tis one to me, 
Whichever bears the golden key 
Yet think not but I mark, and 
smile 

To mark, thy poor and selfish wile ’ 

If injury from me you fear, 

What, Oswald Wycliffe, shields thee 
here? 

I’ve spiling from walls more high than 
these, 

I've swam through deeper streams 
than Tees 

Might I not stab thee, ere one yell 
Could rouse the distant sentinel ? 
Start not — it is not my design, 

But, if it were, weak fence were thine, 
And, trust me, that, in time of need, 
This hand hath done more desperate 
deed 

Go, haste and rouse thy slumbering 
son , 

Time calls, and I must needs be gone ’ 

XXIV 

Nought of his sire's ungenerous part 
Polluted Wilfrid's gentle heart , 

A heart too soft from early life 
To hold with fortune needful strife 
His sire, while yet a hardier race 
Of numerous sons were Wychffe's 
grace. 

On Wilfrid set contemptuous brand. 
For feeble heart and forceless hand, 
But a fond mother's care and joy 
Were centred in her sickly boy 
No touch of childhood's frolic mood 
Show’d the elastic spring of blood , 
Hour after hour he loved to pore 
On Shakespeare's nch and varied lore. 
But turn’d from martial scenes and 
light, 

From Falstaff s feast and Percy's fight. 
To ponder Jaques' moral strain, 

And muse with Hamlet, wise in vain, 
And weep himself to soft repose 
O’er gentle Desdemona's woes. 
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In^, outh he sought not pleasures found 
B} jouth in horse, and hawk, and 
hound, 

But loved the quiet joys that wake 
By lonely stream and silent ^ake , 

In Deepdale s solitude to lie, 

Where all is cliff and copse and sky , 
To climb Catcastle s dizzy peak. 

Or lone Pendragon’s mound to seek 
Such was his wont, and there his 
dream 

Soar’d on some wild fantastic theme. 
Of faithful love, or ceaseless Spring, 
Till Contemplation’s weaned wing 
The enthusiast could no more sustain. 
And sad he sunk to earth again 

XXVI 

He lov ed — as man^ a lay can tell 
Preserved in Stan more’s lonely dell , 
For his was minstrel’s skill, he caught 
The art unteachable, untaught , 

He loved — his soul did nature frame 
For love, and fancy nursed the flame , 
Vainly he loved— for seldom swam 
Of such soft mould is loved again , 
Silent he loved — in every gaze 
Was passion, fnendship in his phrase 
So mused his life away, till died 
His brethren all, their father s pnde 
Wilfrid is now the only heir 
Of all his stratagems and care. 

And destined, darkling, to pursue 
Ambition s maze by Oswald’s clue 

xwii 

Wilfrid must love and woo the bright 
Matilda, heir of Rokeby’s knight 
To love her was an easy hest. 

The secret empress of his breast , 

To woo her was a harder task 
To one that durst not hope or ask 
et all Matilda could, she gave 
In pity to her gentle slave , 
Friendship, esteem, and fair legard, 
And praise, the poet’s best reward ’ 


She read the tales his taste approved. 
And sung the lays he framed or loved , 
Yet, loth to nurse the fatal flame 
Of hopeless love in friendship’s name, 
In kind caprice she oft withdrew 
The favouring glance to friendship 
due, 

Then grieved to see her \ ictim’s pain, 
And ga\ e the dangerous smiles again 

xxvui 

So did the suit of Wilfrid stand 
When war’s loud summons waked the 
land 

Three banners, floating o’er the Tees, 
Ihe WJ^oe* foreboding peasant sees , 

In concert oft they braved of old 
The bordenng Scot s incursion bold , 
Frowning defiance m their pride, 
Their \assals now and lords divide 
From his fair hall on Greta banks 
The Knight of Rokeby led his ranks^ 
To aid the valiant northern Earls 
Who d rew the sword for royal Chai les 
Mortham, by marriage near allied, — 
His sister had been Rokeby’s bnde. 
Though long before the civil fray 
In peaceful grave the lady lay, — 

Philip of Mortham raised his band. 
And march d at Fairfax’s command , 
While Wy cliffe, bound by man> a tram 
Of kindred art with wily Vane, 

Less prompt to brave the bloody field. 
Made Barnard s battlements his shield 
Secured them with his Lunedale 
» powers. 

And for the Commons held the towers 

XXIX 

The lovely heir of Rokeby s Knight 
Waits in his halls the event of fight , 
For England’s war revered the claim 
Of every unprotected name, 

And spared, amid its fiercest rage, 
Childhood and womanhood and age 
But Wilfrid, son to Rokeby’s foe, 
Must the dear privilege forego, 
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By Cretans side in evening grey, 

To steal upon Matilda’s way, 

Striving, with fond hj pocnsy. 

For careless step and vacant eye, 
Calming each anxious look and glance, 
To give the meeting all to chance, 

Or framing, as a fair excuse, 

The book, the pencil, or the muse 
Something to give, to sing, to say, 
Some modern tale, some ancient lay 
Then, while the long’d-for minutes 
last, — 

Ah f minutes quickly over past ’ 
Recording each expression free. 

Of kind or careless courtesy, 

Each friendly look, each softer tone, 
As food for fancy when alone 
All this IS o’er — but still, unseen, 
Wilfrid may lurk in Eastwood green, 
To watch Matilda’s wonted round, 
Whilespnngs his heart at every sound 
She comes ’ — ’tis but a passing sight. 
Yet serves to cheat his weary night , 
She comes not— he will wait the 
hour 

When her lamp lightens in the tower, 
’Tis something yet, if, as she past, 
Her shade is o er the lattice cast 
* What is my life, my hope ? ’ he said , 
^ Alas ’ a transitory shade ’ 

XXX 

Thus wore his life, though reason 
strove 

For mastery in vain with love. 
Forcing upon his thoughts the sum ^ 
Of present woe and ills to come, 
While still he turn’d impatient ear 
From Truth’s intrusive voice severe 
Gentle, indifferent, and subdued, 

In all but this, unmoved he view’d 
Hjach outward change of ill and good 
But Wilfrid, docile, soft and mild,. 
Was Fancy’s spoil’d and wayward 
child, 

In her bright car she bade him ride. 
With one fair form to grace his side. 


Or, m some wild and lone retreat, 
Flung her high spells around his seat. 
Bathed in her dews his languid head, 
Her fairy mantle o’er him spread, 

For him her opiates gave to flow 
Which he who tastes can ne’er forego, 
And placed him in her circle, free 
From every stern reality, 

Till, to the Visionary, seem 
Her day-di earns truth, and truth a 
dream 

XXXI 

Woe to the youth whom Fancy gains, 
Winniiigfrom Reason’s hand the reins* 
Pity and woe * for such a mind 
Is soft, contemplative, and kind , 

And woe to those who tram such youth, 
And spare to press the rights of truth, 
The mind to strengthen and anneal, 
While on the stithy glow s the steel * 
O teach him, while your lessons last. 
To judge the present by the past , 
Remind him of each wish pursued, 
How rich it glow’ d with promised good , 
Remind him of each wish enjoy’d, 
How soon his hopes possession cloy’d * 
Tell him, we play unequal game 
Whene’er we shoot by Fancy’s aim, 
And, ere he strip him for her race, 
Show the conditions of the chase 
Two sisters by the goal are set, 

Cold Disappointment and Regret, 
One disenchants the winner’s eyes 
And strips of all its worth the pnze, 
While one augments its gaudy show 
More to enhance the loser’s woe 
The victor sees his fairy gold 
Transform’d, when won, to drossy 
mold, 

But still the vanquish’d mourns his loss. 
And rues, as gold, that glittering dross 

XXXII 

More wouldst thou know — yon tower 
survey, 

Y on couch unpress’d since parting day, 
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Yon untnmm'd lamp, whose yellow 
gleam 

Is mingling with the cold moonbeam, 
And >on thin form ' — the hectic red 
On his pale cheek unequal spread , 
The head reclined, the loosen’d hair. 
The limbs relax’d, the mournful air 
See, he looks up , — a woful smile 
Lightens his woeworncheeka while, — 
’Tis Fancy wakes some idle thought 
To gild the luin she has wrought , 
For, like the bat of Indian brakes, 
Her pinions fan the wound she makes, 
And soothing thus the dreamer s pain, 
She drinks his life blood from the vein 
Now to the lattice turn his eyes, 

Vain hope • to see the sun arise 
The moon with clouds is still o’ercast, 
Still howls by fits the stormy blast , 
Another hour must w ear away 
Ere the East kindle into day 
And hark ^ to waste that weary hour 
He tries the minstrel’s magic power 

XWIII 

SONG 

To THE Moon 

* Hail to thy cold and clouded beam. 
Pale pilgrim of the troubled sky ’ 
Hail, though the mists that o’er thee 
stream 

Lend to thy brow their sullen dye ’ 
How should thy pure and peaceful e>e 
Untroubled view our scenes below. 
Or how a tearless beam supply 
To light a world of war and woe ’ 

Fair Queen’ I will not blame thee now. 
As once by Greta’s fairy side , 

Each little cloud that dimm’d thy brow 
Did then an angel’s beauty- hide 
And of the shades I then could chide, 
Still are the thoughts to memory 
dear. 

For, while a softer strain I tried, 
They hid my blush, and calm’d my 
fear 


Then did I swear thy ray serene 
Was form’d to light some lonely dell. 
By two fond lovers only seen 
Reflected from the crystal well , 

Or sleeping on their mossy cell, 

Or quivering on the lattice bright, 
Or glancing on their couch, to tell 
How swiftly wanes the summer 
night ’ ’ 

XXXIV 

He starts , a step at this lone hour 7 
A voice > his father seeks the tower. 
With haggard look and troubled sense^ 
Fresh from his dreadful conference 
* Wilfrid ’ what, not to sleep address’d 
Thou hast no cares to chase thy rest. 
Mortham has fall n on Marston moor , 
Bertram brings warrant to secure 
His treasures, bought by spoil and 
blood, 

For the State’s use and public good 
The menials v; ill thy voice obey , 

Let his commission have its way 
In every point, in every word ’ 

Then, in a whisper — ‘1 ake thy sword t 
Bertram is — ^what I must not tell 
I hear his hasty step, farewell ’’ 


Canto Second 

I 

Far in the chambers of the west 
•The gale had sigh’d itself to rest , 

The moon was cloudlessnow and clear. 
But pale, and soon to disappear 
Ihe thin grey clouds wax dimly light 
On Brusleton and Houghton height , 
And the nch dale, that eastward lay 
Waited the wakening touch of day, 
To give its woods and cultured plain, 
^.nd towers and spires, to light again 
But, westward, Stanmore’s shapeless 
swell. 

And Lunedale wild, and Kelton-fell, 
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And rock begirdled Gilmanscar, 

And Arkingarth, lay daik afar , 
While, as a livelier twilight falls, 
Emerge proud Barnard s banner d 
walls 

High-crown’d he sits, m dawning pale, 
The sovereign of the lovely vale 

II 

What prospects, from his watch tower 
high, 

Gleam gradual on the warder s eye ^ — 
Far sweeping to the east, he sees 
Down hib deep woods the course of 
lees, 

And tracks his wanderings by the 
steam 

Of summer vapours from the stream , 
And ere he paced his destined hour 
By Brackenbury’s dungeon tower, 
These silver mists shall melt away 
And dew the woods with glittering 
spray 

Then in broad lustre shall be shown 
That mighty trench of living stone, 
And each huge trunk that , from the side , 
Reclines him o’er the darksome tide. 
Where Tees, full many a fathom low, 
Wears with his rage no common foe, 
For pebbly bank nor sand bed here, 
Nor clay-mound, checks his fierce 
career, 

Condemn d to mine a channelled way 
O er solid sheets of marble grey 

III 

Nor Tees alone, in dawning bright, 
Shall rush upon the ravishM sight , 
But many a tributary stream 
Each from its own dark dell shall gleam 
Staindrop, who, from her silvan 
bowers, 

Salutes proud Raby’s battled towers , 
The rural brook of Egliston, 

And Balder, named fi om Odin’s son , 
And Greta, to whose banks ere long 
We lead the lovers of the song , 


And silver Lune, from Stanmore wild. 
And fairy Thorsgill’s murmunng child, 
And last and least, but loveliest still, 
Romantic Deepdale’s slender rill 
Who in that dim wood glen hath 
stray d, 

Yet long’d for Roslin s magic glade ? 
Who, wandering there, hath sought 
to change 

E\ en for that vale so stern and strange, 
Where Cartland’s Crags, fantastic rent. 
Through her green copse like spires 
aie sent ? 

Yet, Albin, yet the praise be thine, 
Thy scenes and story to combine f 
Thou bid sthim, who by Roslin strays, 
List to the deeds of other days , 

’Mid Cartland s Crags thou show st 
the cave, 

The refuge of thy champion brave , 
Giving each rock its storied tale, 
Pouring a laj. for every dale. 
Knitting, as with a moral band, 

Thy native legends with thy land. 

To lend each scene the interest high 
Which genius beams from Beauty’s 
eye 

IV 

Bertram awaited not the sight 
Which sun rise shows from Barnard s 
height, 

But from the towers, preventing day 
With Wilfrid took his early way, 
While misty dawn, and moonbeam 
pale, 

Still mingled in the silent dale 
By Barnard’s bridge of stately stone 
The southern bank of Tees they won , 
Their winding path then eastward cast, 
And Egliston’s grey ruins pass’d , 
Each on his own deep visions bent, 
Silent and sad they onward went 
Well may jou think that Bertrams 
mood 

To Wilfrid savage seem’d and rude, 
Well may you think bold Risingham 
Held Wilfrid trivial, poor, and tame, 
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And small the intercourse, I ween, 
Such uncongenial souls between 
\ 

Stern Bertram shunn’d the nearer way 
Through Rokeby’s park and chase that 
lay, 

And, skirting high the \ alley s ridge, 
1 hey cross’d by Greta’s ancient bridge, 
Descending where her waters wind 
Free for a space and unconfined, 

As, ’scaped from Brignal’s daik-wood 
glen. 

She seeks wild Mortham’s deeper den 
There, as his eye glanced o er the 
mound 

Raised by that Legion long i enown d, 
Whose votive shrine asserts their 
claim 

Of pious, faithful, conquering fame, 

^ Stern sons of war’’ sad Wilfrid sigh d, 
* Behold the boast of Roman pride ’ 
What now of all 3. our toils are kn ow n ? 
A giassj’’ trench, a broken stone ’ ’ 
This to himself, for moral strain 
To Bertram were address’d in vain 

vr 

Of different mood, a deeper sigh 
Awoke Ivhen Rokeby’s turrets high 
Were northward in the dawning seen 
To rear them o’er the thicket green 
O then, though Spensers self had 
stra3/ d 

Beside him through the lo\cly glade. 
Lending his rich luxuriant glow 
Of fancy, all its charms to show, 
Pointing the stream rejoicing free, 

As capti\ e set at liberty, 

Flashing her sparkling wa\ es abroad, 
And clamouring joyful on her road , 
Pointing where, up the sunny banks, 
The trees retire in scatter’d ranks, 
Save where, advanced before the rest, 
On knoll 01 hillock rears his crest, 
Lonely and huge, the giant Oak, 

As champions, when their band is 
broke. 
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Stand forth to guard the rearw ardpost. 
The bulwark of the scatter d host 
All this, and more, might Spenser say. 
Yet waste m \ain his magic lay, 
While Wilfrid eyed the distant tower 
Whose lattice lights Matilda’s bow er 

VII 

The open \ ale is soon passed o e" , 
Rokeby, though nigh, is seen no more , 
Sinking mid Greta s thickets deep, 

A wild and darker course they keep, 
A stein and lone, yet lovely road. 

As e er the foot of Minstrel trode ’ 
Broad shad ow’’s 0 ci their passage fell. 
Deeper and narrower grew the dell, 
It seem’d some mountain, rent and 
rn en, 

A channeLfor the stream had given. 
So high the cliffs of limestone grey 
Hung beetling o er the torrent’s way. 
Yielding, along their rugged base, 

\ flinty footpath s niggard space. 
Where he who winds ’twixt rock and 
wav e, 

May hear the headlong torrent rave, 
And like a steed in frantic fit, 

That flings the froth from cuib and bit. 
May view her chafe her waves to sp’ ay 
O’er ev^cry lock that bars her way, 

I Till foam globes on her eddies nae 
Thick as the schemes of human price 
That dowm life s cuirent dnv^'e amain, 
As frail, as frothy, and as vain ’ 

VIII 

The cliffs that rear their haugu^j head 
High o’er the river’s daiksome bed 
Were now all naked, wild, and grey, 
Now wav ingall with greenwoodspray, 
Here trees to every crevice clung, 
And o er the dell their branches hung, 
And there, all splinter d and uneven. 
The shiver’d rocks ascend to heaven , 
Oft, too, the ivy swmth’d their breast, 
And w^reathed its garland lound their 
crest, 
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Or from the spires bade loosely flare 
Its tendrils in the middle air 
As pennons wont to wave of old 
O’er the high feast of Baron bold, 
When revell’d loud the feudal rout, 
And the arch’d halls return’d their 
shout , 

Such and more wild is Greta’s roar, 
And such the echoes from her shore 
And so the ivied banners gleam, 
Waved wildly o’erthebrawlmgstream 

IX 

Now from the stream the rocks recede 
But leave between no sunny mead — 
No, nor the spot of pebbly sand, 

Oft found by such a mountain strand, 
Forming such warm and dry retreat 
As fancy deems the lonely seat 
Where hermit, wandering from his 
cell, 

His rosary might love to tell 

But here, ’twixt rock and river, grew 

A dismal grove of sable yew, 

With whose sad tints were mingled 
seen 

The blighted fir’s sepulchral green 
Seem d that the trees their shadows 
cast, 

The earth that nounsh’d them to blast , 
For never knew that swarthy grove 
The verdant hue that fairies love , 
Nor wilding green, nor woodland 
flower, 

Arose within its baleful bowei 
The dank and sable earth receives 
Its only carpet from the leaves, 

That, from the withering branches cast, 
Bestrew’d the ground with every blast 
Though now the sun was o’er the 
hill, 

In this dark spot ’twas twilight still, 
Save that on Greta’s farther side 
Some straggling beams through copse- 
wood glide, 

And wild and savage contrast made 
That dingle’s deep and funeral shade, 


With the bright tints of early day. 
Which, glimmering through the ivy 
spray. 

On the opposing summit lay 
X 

The lated peasant shunn’d the dell , 
For Superstition wont to tell 
Of many a grisly sound and sight, 
Scaring its path at dead of night 
When Christmas logs blaze high and 
wide. 

Such wonders speed the festal tide , 
While Curiosity and Fear, 

Pleasure and Pain, sit crouching near, 
Till childhood s cheek no longer glows. 
And village maidens lose the rose 
The thnllmg interest rises higher. 
The circle closes nigh and nigher. 
And shuddering glance is cast behind 
As louder moans the wintry wind 
Believe, that fitting scene was laid 
For such wild tales in Mortham glade , 
For who had seen on Greta’s side, 

By that dim light, fierce Bertram stride, 
In such a spot, at such an hour, — 

If touch’d by Superstition s power, 
Might well have deem’d that Hell had 
given ' 

A murderer’s ghost to upper heaven, 
While Wilfrid’s form had seem’d to 
glide 

Like his pale victim by his side 

XI 

Nor think to village swains alone 
Are these unearthly terrors known , 
For not to rank nor sev confined 
Is this vain ague of the mind 
Hearts firm as steel, as marble hard, 
’Gainst faith, and love, and pity barr’d, 
Have quaked like aspen leaves in May 
Beneath its universal sway 
Bertram had listed many a tale 
Of wonder in his native dale, 

1 hat 111 his secret soul retain’d 
The credence they in childhood gain’d, 
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Nor less his wild adventurous youth 
Believed in every legend s truth , 
Learn’d when, beneath the tropic gale, 
Full swell’d the vessel’s steady sail, 
And the broad Indian moon her light 
Pour’d on the watch of middle night. 
When seamen love to hear and tell 
Of portent, prodigy, and spell 
What gales are sold on Lapland’s shore, 
How whistle rash bids tempests roar, 
Of witch, of mermaid, and of sprite, 
Of Erick s cap and Elmo’s light , 

Or of that Phantom Ship, whose form 
Shoots like a meteor through the storm , 
When the dark scud comes driving 
hard, 

And lower’d is every topsail-yard, 
And canvas, wove in earthly looms. 
No more to brave the storm presumes ’ 
Then, ’mid the war of sea and sky. 
Top and top gallant hoisted high, 

Full spread and crowded every sail, 
The Demon Frigate braves the gale , 
And well the doom d spectators know 
The haibinger of wreck and woe 

XII 

Then, too, were told, in stifled tone, 
Man, els and omens all their own , 
How, by some desert isle or key, 
Where Spaniards wrought their 
cruelty, 

Or where the savage pirate s mood 
Repaid it home in deeds of blood, 
Strange nightly sounds of woe and fear 
Appall’d the listening Bucanier, 
Whoselight arm d shallop anchor’d lay 
In ambush by the lonely bay 
The groan of grief, the shriek of pain, 
Ringfrom themoonlight groves of cane , 
The fierce adventurer’s heart they 
scare. 

Who wearies memory for a prayer, 
Curses the roadstead, and with gale 
Of early morning lifts the sail, 

To give, in thirst of blood and prey, 

A legend for another bay 


XIII 

Thus, as a man, a youth, a child, 
Train’d in the mystic and the wild, 
With this on Bertram s soul at times 
Rush’d a dark feeling of his crimes , 
Such to his ti oubled soul their form 
As the pale Death ship to the storm. 
And such their omen, dim and dread. 
As shrieks and voices of the dead 
That pang, whose transitory force 
Hov er d twixt horror and remorse , 
That pang perchance, his boson 
press’d, 

As Wilfrid sudden he address d — 
‘Wilfrid, this glen is never tiode 
Until the sun rides high abroad , 

Yet twice have I beheld to day 
A Form that seem d to dog our way ; 
Twice from my glance itseem’d to fice, 
And shroud itself by cliff or tree 
How think st thou 2 — Is our path w ay - 
laid? 

Or hath thy sire my trust betray’d ? 

If so ’ Ere, starting from his dream, 

That turn d upon a gentler theme, 
Wilfrid had roused him to reply, 
Bertram sprung forward, shouting 
high, 

‘Whate’er thou art, thou now shalt 
stand ’ ’ 

And forth he darted, sword in hand, 
xiv 

As bursts the levin m its wrath. 

He shot him down the sounding path , 
Rock, wood, and stream rang wildly 
out 

To his loud step and savage shout 
Seems that the object of his race 
Hath scaled the cliffs , his frantic chase 
Sidelong he turns, and now ’tis bent 
Right up the rock’s tall battlement , 
Straining each smew to ascend. 

Foot, hand, and knee their aid must 
lend 

Wilfrid, all dizzy with dismay, 

Views from beneath his dreadful way 
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Now to the oak’s warp’d roots he 
clings, 

Now trusts his weight to ivy strings , 
Now, like the wild goat, must he dare 
An unsupported leap in air , 

Hid in the shrubby ram-course now, 
You mark him by the crashing bough, 
And by his corslet’s sullen clank, 

And by the stones spurn’d fiom the 
bank, 

And by the hawk scared fiom her 
nest, 

And ravens croaking o’er their guest. 
Who deem his forfeit limbs shall pay 
The tribute of his bold essay 

XV 

See, he emerges » desperate now 
All farther course , } on beetling brow, 
In craggy nakedness sublime. 

What heart or foot shall dare to climb ? 
It bears no tendril for his clasp, 
Presents no angle to his grasp 
Sole stay his foot may rest upon 
Is yon earth bedded jetting stone 
Balanced on such precarious prop. 

He strains his grasp to reach the top 
J ust as the dangerous stretch he makes, 
Bj- heaven, his faithless footstool 
Shakes ' 

Beneath his tottering bulk it bends, 

It swa>s, it loosens, it de 
scends ' 

And downward holds its headlong 
way. 

Crashing o’er rock and copsewood 
spray 

Loud thunders shake the echoing dell ’ 
Fell it alone? Alone it fell 
Just on the very verge of fate. 

The hardy Bertram s falling weight 
He trusted to his sinewy hands, 

And on the top unharm’d he stands > 

XVI 

Wilfnd a safer path pursued , 

At intervals where, roughly hew’d. 


Rude steps ascending from the dell 
Render d the clilfs accessible 
By circuit slow he thus attain’d 
The height that Rismgham had gam d, 
And when he issued from the wood, 
Before the gate of Mortham stood 
’Twas a fair scene ^ the sunbeam lay 
On battled tower and portal grey 
And from the grassy slope he sees 
The Greta flow to meet the Tees 
Where, issuing from her daiksome 
bed. 

She caught the morning s eastern red, 
And through the softenmg vale below 
Roll’d her blight waves, m rosy glow, 
All blushing to her bridal bed, 

Like some shj^ maia m convent bred , 
While linnet, lark and blackbird gay. 
Sing forth her nuptial loundelay 

XVII 

’Twas svv eetly sung, that roundelay , 
That summer morn shone blithe and 
gaj , 

But morning beam, and wild-bird s 
call, 

Awaked not Mortham's silent hall 
No porter, by the low biow’d gate, 
Took in the wonted niche Lis seat , 

To the paved court no peasant drew, 
Waked to their toil no menial crew, 
The maiden s carol v’^ as not heard, 

As to her morn ^g task she fared 

In the void offices around 

Rung not a hoof nor bay d a hound , 

, Noi eager steed, with shrilling neigh. 
Accused the lagging groom s delay , 
Untnmm’d, undress’d, neglected now. 
Was alley’d walk and orchard bough , 
All spoke the mastei s absent care, 

All spoke neglect and disrepair 
South of the gate, an ar’*ow flight, 
Iwo mighty elms their limbs unite, 

As if a canopy to spread 
O’er the lone dwelling of the dead , 
For their huge boughs m arches bent 
Above a massive monument, 
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Carved o’er in ancient Gothic wise, 
With many a scutcheon and device 
There, spent with toil and sunk in 
gloom, 

Bertram stood pondering by the tomb 
\.vin 

* It \anish d, like a flitting ghost ^ 
Behmdthis tomb,’ he said, ‘ twas lost — 
This tomb, where oft I deem’d lies 
stored 

OfMortham’s Indian wealth thehoard 
’Tis true, the aged servants said 
Here his lamented wife is laid , 

But weightier reasons may be guess’d 
For their lord s strict and stern behest, 
That none should on his steps intrude, 
Whene’er he sought this solitude — 
An ancient manner I knew. 

What time I sail d with Morgan’s 
crew. 

Who oft, ’mid our carousals, spake 
Of Raleigh, Frobisher, and Drake, 
Adventurous hearts ’ who barter d, 
bold. 

Their English steel for Spanish gold 
Trust not, would his experience say, 
Captain or comrade with your prey , 
But seek some chainel, when, at full, 
The moon gilds skeleton and skull 
There dig, and tomb your precious 
heap, 

And bid the dead your treasure keep , 
Sure stewards they, if fitting spell 
Their service to the task compel 
Lacks there such charnel ? kill a sla\ e, 
Or pnsoner, on the treasure grave , 
And bid his discontented ghost 
Stalk nightly on his lonely post 
Such was his tale Its truth, I ween, 
Is m my morning vision seen ’ 

XIX 

Wilfrid, who scorn’d the legend wild, 
In mingled mirth and pity smiled, 
Much marvelling that a breast so bold 
In such fond tale belief should hold , 
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But yet of Bertram sought to know 
The apparition’s form and show 
The power within the guilty breast, 
Oft vanquish’d, neverquite suppress’d 
That unsubdued and lurking lies 
To take the felon by surprise. 

And force him, as by magic spell, 

In his despite his guilt to tell, — 

That power in Bertram’s breast awoke , 
Scarce conscious he was heard, he 
spoke 

‘ Twas Mortham s form, from foot to 
head • 

His morion, with the plume of red, 
His shape, his mien — ’twas Mortham 
right, 

As when I slew him in the fight ’ 

* Thou slay him^ thou?’ — With con- 

scious start 

He heard, then mann’d his haughty 
heart — 

* I slew him ? H I had forgot 

Thou, stripling, knewst not of the 
plot 

But it IS spoken , nor will I 
Deed done, or spoken word, deny 
I slew him , D fbr thankless pride , 
’Twas by this hand that Mortham died ' * 

XX 

Wilfnd, of gentle hand and heart. 
Averse to every active part, 

But most averse to martial broil. 

From danger shrunk, and turn’d from 
toil , 

Yet the meek lover of the lyre 
Nursed one brave spark of noble fire 
Agamst injustice, fraud, or wrong, 
His blood beat high, his hand wax’d 
strong 

Not his the nerves that could sustain, 
Unshaken, danger, toil, and pain , 
But, when that spark blazed forth to 
flame, 

He rose superior to his frame 
And now it came, that generous mood 
And, in full current of his blood, 
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On Bertram he laid desperate hand, 
Placed firm his foot, and drewhisbrand 
* Should every fiend to whom thou ’rt 
sold 

Rise in thine aid, I keep my hold 
Arouse there, ho i take spear and 
sword < 

Attach the murderer of your Lord * ' 

XXI 

A moment, fix’d as by a spell, 

Stood Bertram It seem’d miracle 
That one so feeble, soft, and tame 
Set grasp on warlike Risingham 
But V/hen he felt a feeble stroke, 

The fiend within the ruffian woke ^ 

To wrench the sword from Wilfrid’s 
hand, 

To dash him headlong on the sand, 
Was but one moment’s work, — one 
more 

Had drench’d the blade in Wilfrid’s 
gore, 

But, in the instant it arose, 

To end his life, his love, his woes, 

A warlike form, that mark’d the scene. 
Presents his rapier sheath d between, 
Parries the fast descending blow, 

And steps ’twixt Wilfrid and his foe , 
Nor then unscabbarded his brand, 
But, sternly pointing with his hand. 
With monarch’s voice forbade the fight, 
And motion’d Bertram from his sight 
'Go, and repent,’ he said, 'while time 
Is given thee , add not crime to crime ’ 

xxii 

Mute, and uncertain, and amazed. 

As on a vision Bertram gazed ^ 

’Twas Mortham’s bearing, bold and 
high, 

His sinewy frame, his falcon eye, 

His look and accent of command. 

The martial gesture of his hand, 

His stately form, spare-built and tall, 
His war-bleach’d locks — ^twas Mor- 
tham all 


Through Bertram’s dizzy brain career 
A thousand thoughts, and all of fear , 
His wavering faith received not quite 
The form he saw as Mortham’s sprite. 
But more he fear d it, if it stood 
His lord, in living flesh and blood 
What spectre can the charnel send 
So dreadful as an injured friend ? 
Then, too, the habit of command, 
Used by the leader of the band, 
When Risingham, for many a day, 
Had march’d and fought beneath his 
sway. 

Tamed him — and, with reverted face, 
Backwards he bore his sullen pace , 
Oft stopp’d, and oft on Mortham stared. 
And dark as rated mastiff glared , 

But when the tramp of steeds was 
heard, 

Plunged in the glen, and disappear’d 
Nor longer there the Warrior stood. 
Retiring eastward through the wood , 
But first to Wilfrid warning gives, 
'Tell thou to none that Mortham lives * 

XXIII 

Still rung these words in Wilfrid’s ear. 
Hinting he knew not what of fear , 
When nearer came the coursers' 
tread. 

And, with his father at their head, 

Of horsemen arm’d a gallant power 
Rein’d up their steeds before the tower 
‘ Whence these pale looks, my son ? ’ 
he said 

'Where’s Bertram? why that naked 
blade ? ’ 

Wilfnd ambiguously replied, 

(^For Mortham’s charge his honour 
tied,) 

' Bertram is gone — the villain’s word 
Avouch’d him murderer of his lord 1 
Even now we fought , but, when your 
tread 

Announced you nigh, the felon fled ^ 
In Wycliffe’s conscious eye appear 
A guilty hope, a guilty fear , 
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On his pale brow the dewdrop broke, 
And his lip quiver’d as he spoke 

XXIV 

* A murderer > Philip Mortham died 
Amid the battle’s wildest tide 
Wilfrid or Bertram raves, or you * 
Yet, grant such strange confession 
true, 

Pursuit were vain , let him fly far — 
Justice must sleep m civil war ’ 

A gallant Youth rode near his side. 
Brave Rokeby’s page, m battle tried , 
That morn, an embassy of weight 
He brought to Barnard’s castle gate. 
And follow’d now in Wycliffe’s train, 
An answer for his lord to gam 
His steed, whose arch’d and sable neck 
An hundred wreaths of foam bedeck. 
Chafed not against the curb more high 
Than he at Oswald s cold reply , 

He bit his lip, implored his saint, 

(His the old faith) then burst i estramt 

XXV 

‘Yes * I beheld his bloody fall, 

By that base traitor’s dastard ball. 
Just when I thought to measure sword. 
Presumptuous hope t with Mortham’s 
lord 

And shall the murderer ’scape, who 
slew 

His leader, generous, brave, and true ? 
Escape, while on the dew you trace 
The marks of his gigantic pace ^ 

No f ere the sun that dew shall diy, 
False Rismgham shall yield or die 
Ring out the castle larum bell * 

Arouse the peasants with the knell * 
Meantime disperse — ride, gallants, 
nde • 

Beset the wood on eveiy side 
But if among you one there be 
That honours Mortham’s memory. 

Let him dismount and follow me ^ 

Else on your crests sit fear and shame, 
And foul suspicion dog your name < ’ 
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Instant to earth young Redmond 
sprung , 

Instant on earth the harness rung 
Of twenty men of Wycliffe’s band, 
Who waited not their lord s command 
Redmond his spurs from buskins drew, 
His mantle from his shoulders threw, 
His pistols in his belt he placed. 

The greenwood gain’d, the footsteps 
traced, 

Shouted like huntsman to his hounds, 
‘To cover, hark ’ ’ and in he bounds 
Scarce heard was Oswald s anxious cry , 
‘ Suspicion I yes, pursue him — fly , 
But venture not, in useless stnfe, 

On ruffian desperate of his life 
Whoever finds him, shoot him dead t 
Five hundred nobles for his head I ’ 

XWII 

The horsemen gallop’d, to make good 
Each path that issued from the wood 
Loud from the thickets rung the shout 
Of Redmond and his eager rout, 

With them was Wilfrid, stung with ire, 
And envying Redmond’s martial fire, 
And emulous of fame — But where 
Is Oswald, noble Mortham’s heir^ 

He, bound by honour, law, and faith, 
Avenger of his kinsman’s death ?■— 
Leaning against the elmin tree. 

With drooping head and slacken d 
knee. 

And clenched teeth, and close-clasp d 
^ hands. 

In agony of soul he stands ' 

His dow ncast eye on earth is bent, 

His soul to every sound is lent , 

For in each shout that cleaves the air 
May ring discoveiy and despair 

XXVIII 

What ’vail’d it him, that bnghtly play’d 
The morning sun on Mortham’s glade^ 
All seems in giddy round to nde, 

Like objects on a stormy tide, 
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Seen eddying by the moonlight dim, 
Imperfectly to sink and swim 
"What Vail d it, that the fair domain, 
Its battled mansion, hill, and plain, 
On which the sun so brightly shone, 
£nvied so long, was now his own? 
The lowest dungeon, m that hour, 

Of Brackenbury’s dismal tower, 

Had been his choice, could sucha doom 
Have open’d Mortham’s bloody tomb 1 
Porced, too, to turn unwilling ear 
To each surmise of hope or fear. 
Murmur’d among the rustics round, 
"Who gather d at the ’larum sound , 
He dared not turn his head away, 
E’en to look up to heaven to pray. 

Or call on hell, in bitter mood, 

For one sharp death shot from the 
wood • 

XXIX 

At length, o’erpast that dreadful space. 
Back straggling came the scatter d 
chase , 

Jaded and weary, horse and man, 
Return’d the troopers, one by one 
Wilfrid, the last, arrived to say, 

All trace was lost of Bertram s way. 
Though Redmond still, up Bngnal 
wood, 

The hopeless quest in vain pursued — 
O, fatal doom of human lace * 

What tyrant passions passions chase > 
Remorse from Oswald’s brow is gone, 
A'varice and pride resume their throne , 
The pang of instant terror by, 

They dictate thus their slave’s reply 

XX2t 

Ay — let him range like hasty hound ^ 
And if the grim wolf s lair be found, 
Small IS my care how goes the game 
With Redmond, or with Risingham 
Nay, answer not, thou simple boyj 
Thy fair Matilda, all so coy 
To thee, is of another mood 
To that bold youth of Enn’s blood 


Thy ditties will she freely praise, 

And pay thy pains with courtly phrase 
In a rough path will oft command — 
Accept at least — thy friendly hand , 
His she avoids, or, urged and pray’d, 
Unwilling takes his proffer’d aid. 
While conscious passion plainly speaks 
In downcast look and blushing cheeks 
Whene er he sings will she glide nigh, 
And all her soul is in her eye , 

Yet doubts she still to tender free 
The wonted words of courtesy 
These are strong signs • yet wherefore 
sigh. 

And wipe, effeminate, thine eye? 
Thine shall she be, if thou attend 
The counsels of thy sire and friend 

XXXI 

‘ Scarce wert thou gone, when peep 
of light 

Brought genuine news of Marston’g 
fight 

Brave Cromwell turn’d the doubtful 
tide. 

And conquest bless’d the rightful side , 
Three thousand cavaliers he dead, 
Rupert and that bold Marquis fled 
Nobles and knights, so proud of late. 
Must fine for freedom and estate 
Of these, committed to my charge, 

Is Rokeby, prisoner at large , 
Redmond, his page, arrived to say 
He reaches Barnard’s towers to-day 
Right heavy shall his ransom be, 
Unless that maid compound with thee ^ 
Go to her now — be bold of cheer, 
While her soul floats ’twixt hope and 
fear, 

It is the very change of tide, 

When best the female heart is tried — 
Pride, pref)udice, and modesty, 

Are in the current swept to sea , 

And the bold swam, who plies his oar. 
May lightly row his bark to shore ’ 
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1 

The hunting tribes of an and earth 
Respect the brethren of their birth , 
Nature, who lo'ves the claim of kind. 
Less cruel chase to each assign’d 
The falcon, poised on soaring wing, 
Watches the wild duck by the spring , 
The slow-bound wakes the fox’s lair , 
The greyhound presses on the hare , 
The eagle pounces on the lamb , 

The wolf devours the fleecy dam , 
Even tiger fell, and sullen bear, 

Their likeness and their lineage spare 
Man, only, mars kind Nature s plan, 
And turns the fierce pursuit on man , 
Plying war^s desultory trade, 
Incursion, flight, and ambuscade, 
Since Nimrod, Cush’s mighty son, 

At first the bloody game begun 

II 

The Indian, prowling for his prey. 
Who hears the settlers track his way. 
And knows in distant forest far 
Camp his red brethren of the war , 
He, when each double and disguise 
To baffle the pursuit he tries, 

Low crouching now his head to hide, 
Where swampy streams through 
rushes glide, 

Now covenng with the wither’d leaves 
The footprints that the dew receives 
He, skill d in every silvan guile, 
Knows not, nor tries, such various wile, 
As Rismgham, when on the wind 
Arose the loud pursuit behind 
In Redesdale his youth had heard 
Each art her wily dalesmen dared, 
When Rooken edge, and Redswair 
high, 

To bugle rung and bloodhound’s cry, 
Announcing Jedwood axe and spear. 
And Lid’sdale riders in the rear , 

And well his venturous life had proved 
J he lessons that his childhood loved 


III 

Oft had he shown, in climes afar, 
Each attribute of roving war , 

The sharpen’d ear, the piercing eye. 
The quick resolve in danger nigh , 
The speed, that in the flight or chase,. 
Outstripp’d the Carib’s rapid race , 
The steady brain, the sinewy limb. 
To leap, to climb, to dive to swim , 
The iron frame, inured to bear 
Each dire inclemency of air, 

Nor less confirm’d to undergo 
Fatigue’s faint chill, and famine’s throe- 
These arts he proved, his life to save^. 
In peril oft by land and wave, 

On Arawaca s desert shore. 

Or where La Plata’s billows roar, 
When oft the sons of vengeful Spam 
Track’d the marauders steps in vam- 
These arts, in Indian warfare tried, 
Must save him now by Greta’s side 

IV 

’Twas then, m hour of utmost needy 
He proved his courage, art, and speed 
Now slow he stalk’ d with stealthy pace,. 
Now started forth in rapid race, 

Oft doubling back in mazy train, 

To blmd the trace the dews retain , 
Now clombe the rocks projecting high,. 
To baffle the pursuer’s eye , 

Now sought the stream, whose brawl- 
ing sound 

The echo of his footsteps drown’d 
But if the forest verge he nears, 
There trample steeds, and glimmer 
spears , 

If deeper down the copse he drew, 
He heard the rangers’ loud halloo, 
Beating each cover while the> came,. 
As if to start the silvan game 
’Twas then— like tiger close beset 
At every pass with toil and net, 
’Counter d, where’er he turns his glare,. 
By clashing arms and torches’ flare. 
Who meditates, with furious bound, 
To burst on hunter, horse, and hound, — 
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’Twas then that Bertram’s soul arose, 
Prompting to rush upon his foes 
But as that crouching tiger, cow’d 
By brandish’d steel and shouting 
crowd, 

Retreats beneath the jungle’s shroud, 
Bertram suspends his purpose stern, 
And couches in the brake and fern. 
Hiding his face, lest foemen spy 
The sparkle of his swarthy eye 

V 

Then Bertram might the bearing trace 
Of the bold youth who led the chase , 
Who paused to list for every sound, 
Climb’d every height to look around, 
Then rushing on with naked sword. 
Each dingle’s bosky depths explored 
’Twas Redmond — by the azure eye , 
’Twas Redmond — by the locks that fly 
Disorder’d from his glowing cheek , 
Mien, face, and form, young Redmond 
speak 

A form more active, light, and strong, 
Ne er shot the ranks of war along , 
The modest, yet the manly mien, 
Might grace the court of maiden queen , 
A face more fair you well might find, 
F or Redmond’s knew thesun and wind, 
Nor boasted, from their tinge when 
free, 

The charm of regulanty , 

But every feature had the power 
To aid the expression of the hour 
Whether gay wit, and humour sly, 
Danced laughing in his light blue ey€, 
Or bended brow, and glance of fire. 
And kindling cheek, spoke Erin’s ire , 
Or soft and sadden’d glances show 
Her ready sympathy with woe , 

Or in that wayward mood of mind, 
When various feelings are combined, 
When joy and sorrow mingle near, 
And hope’s bright wings are check’d 
by fear, 

And rising doubtskeep transport down. 
And anger lends a short lived frown , 


In that strange mood which maids 
approve, 

Even when they dare not call it love, 
With every change his features play’d, 
As aspens show the light and shade 

VI 

Well Risingham young Redmond 
knew 

And much he man, ell’d that the crew, 
Roused to rev en ge bold M ortham dead, 
Were by that Mortham’s foeman led, 
For never felt nis soul the woe 
That wails a generous foeman low, 
Far less that sense of justice strong, 
That wreaks a generous foeman’s 
wrong 

But small his leisure now to pause , 
Redmond is first, whate’er the cause 
And twice that Redmond came so near 
Where Bertram couch’d like hunted 
deer, 

The very boughs his steps displace 
Rustled against the ruffian’s face, 
Who, desperate, twice prepared to 
start, 

And plunge his dagger in his heart 1 
But Redmond turn d a different way, 
And the bent boughs resumed their 
sway, 

And Bertram held it wise, unseen. 
Deeper to plunge in coppice green 
Thus, circled in his coil, the snake, 
When roving hunters beat the brake, 
Watches with red and glistening eye, 
Prepared, if heedless step draw nigh, 
With forked tongue and venom’d fang 
Instant to dart the deadly pang. 

But if the intruders turn aside. 

Away his coils unfolded glide, 

And through the deep savannah wind, 
Some uiidisturb’d retreat to find 

VII 

But Bertram, as he backward drew, 
And heard the loud pursuit renew, 
And Redmond s hollo on the wind, 
Oft mutter’d in his savage mind — 
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* Redmond O’Neale ' were thou and I 
Alone this day’s event to try, 

With not a second here to see 
But the grey cliff and oaken ti ee, — 
That voice of thine, that shouts so loud, 
Should ne’er repeat its summons proud > 
No ’ nor e’er try its melting power 
Ag;ain in maiden’s summer bower * 
Eluded, now behind him die. 

Faint and more faint, each hostile ciy , 
He stands in Scargill wood alone, 

Nor hears he now a harsher tone 
Than the hoarse cushat’s plaintive cry, 
Or Greta’s sound that murmurs by. 
And on the dale, so lone and wild, 
The summer sun in quiet smiled 

VIII 

He listen’d long with anxious heart. 
Ear bent to hear, and foot to start. 
And, while his stretch’d attention 
glows, 

Refused his weary frame repose 
’Twas silence all — he laid him down 
Where purple heath profusely strown. 
And throatwort, with its azure bell. 
And moss and thyrnie his cushion swell 
There, spent with tod, he listless 
eyed 

The course of Greta’s playful tide , 
Beneath her banks now eddying dun, 
Now brightly gleaming to the sun. 

As, dancing over rock and stone, 

In yellow light her currents shone. 
Matching in hue the favourite gem 
Of Albin’s mountain diadem 
Then, tired to watch the current s play. 
He tUn’d his weary eyes away 
To where the bank opposing show’d 
Its huge square cliffs through shaggy 
wood 

One, prominent above the rest. 
Rear’d to the sun its pale grey breast , 
Around its broken summit grew 
The hazel rude, and sable yew , 

A thousand varied lichens dyed 
Its waste and weather-beaten side 


And round its rugged basis lay, 

By time or thunder rent away, 
Fragments, that, from its frontlet torn. 
Were mantled now by verdant thorn. 
Such was the scene’s wild majesty 
That fill’d stern Bertram’s gazing eye. 

IX 

In sullen mood he lay reclined. 
Revolving, m his stormj’- mind 
The felon deed, the fruitless guilt, 

His patron s blood by treason spilt, 

A crime, it seem’d, so dire and dread. 
That it had power to wake the dead 
Then, pondering on his life betray’d 
By Oswald’s art to Redmond’s blade, 
In treacherous purpose to withhold, 
Soseem’dit, Mortham’s promised gold, 
A deep and full revenge he vow’d 
On Redmond, forward, fierce, and 
proud , 

Revenge on Wilfrid — on his sire 
Redoubled vengeance, swift and 
dire * — 

If, in such mood, tas legends say, 
And well believed that simple day,) 
The Enemy of Man has power 
To profit by the evil hour. 

Here stood a wretch, prepared to 
change 

His soul’s redemption for revenge ’ 
But though his vows, with such a fire 
Of earnest and intense desire 
For vengeance dark and fell, were 
made, 

» As well might reach hell’s lowestshade, 
N o deeper clouds the grove embrown’d. 
No nether thunders shook the ground 
The demon knew his vassal’s heart. 
And spared temptation s needless art 

X 

Oft, mingled with the direful theme. 
Came Moitham’s form Was it a 
dream ? 

Or had he seen, in vision true. 

That very Mortham whom he slew ^ 
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Or had in living jflesh appear’d 
The only man on earth he fear’d * — 
To try tlie mystic cause intent, 

His eyes, that on the cliff were bent, 
^Counter’d at once a dazzling glance, 
Like sunbeam flash’d from sword or 
lance 

At once he started as for fight, 

But not a foeman was in sight , 

He heard the cushat’s murmur hoarse, 
He heard the river’s sounding course , 
The solitary woodlands lay. 

As slumbering in the summer ray 
He gazed, like lion roused, around. 
Then sunk again upon the ground 
Twas but, he thought, some fitful 
beam. 

Glanced sudden from the sparkling 
stream , 

Then plunged him in his gloomy tram 
Of ill connected thoughts again. 

Until a voice behind him cried, 

^ Bertram < well met on Greta side ’ 

XI 

Instant his sword was in his hand. 

As instant sunk the read;jr brand , 

Yet, dubious still, opposed he stood 
To him that issued from the wood 
*■ Guy Denzil < is it thou ’ he said , 

‘ Do we two meet in Scargill shade ^ — 
Stand back a space • — ^thy purpose 
show, 

Whether thou comest as fnend or foe 
Report hath said, that Denzil’s name 
From Rokeby’s band was razed with , 
shame ’ — 

* A shame I owe that hot O’Neale, 
Who told his knight, in peevish zeal, 
Of my marauding on the clowns 
Of Calverley and Bradford downs 
I reck not In a war to stn\e, 

Where, save the leaders, none can 
thrive, 

Suits ill my mood , and better game 
Awaits us both, if thou 'rt the same 
Unscrupulous, bold Risingham, 


Who watch’d with me in midnight 
dark, 

To snatch a deer from Rokeby-park 
How think’st thou ? ’ ‘ Speak thy pur- 
pose out , 

I love not m} stery or doubt ’ 

XII 

^ Then list Not far there lurk a crew 
Of trusty comrades, stanch and true, 
Glean’d from both factions — Round- 
heads, freed 

From cant of sermon and of creed , 
And Cavaliers, whose souls, like mine. 
Spurn at the bonds of discipline 
Wiser, we judge, by dale and wold, 

A warfare of our own to hold, 

Than bi eathe our last on battle-down. 
For cloak oi surplice, mace or crown 
Our schemes are laid, our purpose set, 
A chief and leader lack we yet 
Thou art a wanderer, it is said, 

For Mortham’s death thy steps way- 
laid, 

Thy head at price — so say our spies,. 
Who range the valley in disguise 
J oin then with us — though wild debate 
And wrangling rend our infant state. 
Each, to an equal loth to bow, 

Will yield to chief renown’d as thou ^ 

XlII 

* Even now, ’thought Bertram, passion- 

stirr’d, 

* I call d on hell, and hell has heard f 
What lack I, vengeance to command. 
But of stanch comrades such a band ^ 
This Denzil, vow’d to ever3^ ev& 
Might read a lesson to the devil 
Well, be It so » each kna\ e and fool 
Shall serve as my revenge’s tool ’ 
Aloud, * I take thy proffer, Guy, 

But tell me where thy comrades lie^' 
‘ Not far from hence,’ Guy Denzil said, 

* Descend, and cross the river’s bed. 
Where rises yonder cliff so grey ’ 

‘ Do thou,’ said Bertram, * lead the way * 



Then mutter’d, It is best make sure , 
Guy Denzil’s faith was never pure ’ 
He follow’d down the steep descent, 
Then through the Greta’s streams they 
went, 

And, when they reach’d the farther 
shore, 

They stood the lonely cliff before 

XIV 

With wonder Bertram heard within 
The flinty rock a murmur’d dm , 

But when Guy pull’d the wilding 
spray, 

And brambles, from its base away, 

He saw, appearmg to the air, 

A little entrance, low and square, 
Like opening cell of hermit lone, 
Dark, windmgthrough the living stone 
Here enter’d Denzil, Bertram here , 
And loud and louder on their ear, 

As from the bowels of the earth, 
Resounded shouts of boisterous mirth 
Of old, the cai^ern strait and i*ude 
In slaty rock the peasant hew’d , 

And Brignal’s woods, and Scargill’s 
wave, 

E’en now, o’er many a sister cave, 
Where, far within the darksome rift, 
The wedge and lever ply their thrift 
But war had silenced rural trade, 

And the deserted mine was made 
The banquet-hall, and fortress too. 

Of Denzil and his desperate crew 
There Guilt his anxious revel kept , 
There, on his sordid pallet, slept 
Guilt-born Excess, the goblet drain’d 
Still in his slumbering grasp retain’d, 
Regret was there, his eye still cast 
With vain repining on the past , 
4niong the feasters waited near 
Sorrow, and unrepentant Fear, 

And Blasphemy, to frenzy driven. 
With his own crimes reproaching 
heaven , 

While Bertram show’d,amid the crew, 
The Master-Fiend that Milton drew 


\v 

Hark * the loud revel wakes again. 

To greet the leader of the tram 
Behold the group by the pale lamp, 
That struggles with the earthy damp. 
By what strange features Vice hath 
known 

To single out and mark her own ^ 

Y et some there are, whose brows retain 
Less deeply stamp’d herbrand and staim 
See yon pale stripling * when a bo}- , 
A mother’s pride, a father’s joy ’ 

Now, ’gainst the vault’s rude walls 
reclined, 

An earl^ image fills his mmd 
The cottage, once his sire’s, he sees. 
Embower’d upon the banks of Tees , 
He views sweet Winston’s woodland 
scene, 

And shares the dance onGamford-green, 
A tear is spnngmg — but the zest 
Of some wild tale, or brutal jest. 

Hath to loud laughter stirr’d the rest. 
On him they call, the aptest mate 
For jovial song and merry feat 
F ast flies his dream — with dauntless ai r. 
As one victonous o’er Despair, 

He bids the ruddy cup go round, 

Till sense and sorrow both are drown’d, 
And soon, in merry wassail, he. 

The life of all their revelry, 

Peals his loud song • The muse has 
found 

Her blossoms on the wildest ground, 
’Mid noxious weeds at random strewM, 
Themselves all profitless and rude 
With desperate mernment he sung. 
The cavern to the chorus rung , 

Yet mingled with his reckless glee 
Remorse’s bitter agony 

XVI 

SONG 

O, Bngnal banks are wild and fair> 
And Greta woods are green. 

And you may gather garlands there 
Would grace a summer queen 
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And as I rode by Dalton-hall, 
Beneath the turrets high, 

A maiden on the castle wall 
Was singing merrily, — 

^ O, Brignal banks are fresh and fair, 
And Greta woods are green , 
rd rather rove with Edmund there, 
Than reign our English queen ' 

' If, maiden, thou wouldst wend with 
me, 

To leave both tower and town, 
Thou first must guess what life lead we, 
That dwell by dale and down 
And if thou canst that riddle read. 

As read full well you may. 

Then to the greenwood shalt thou 
speed. 

As blithe as Queen of May ' 

Yet sung she, ‘ Brignal banks are fair. 
And Greta woods are green , 

I "d rather rove with Edmund there, 
Than reign our English queen 

XVII 

I read you, by your bugle horn, 

And by your palfrey good, 

I read you for a ranger sworn. 

To keep the king’s greenwood 
*A ranger, lady, winds his horn, 

And ’tis at peep of light , 

His blast IS heard at merry mom, 

And mine at dead of night ’ 

Yet sung she, ‘Brignal banks are 
fair. 

And Greta woods are gay , 

I would I were with Edmund there. 
To reign his Queen of May I 

With burnish’d brand and musketoon. 
So gallantly you come, 

I read you for a bold dragoon. 

That lists the tuck of drum ’ 

‘ I list no more the tuck of drum. 

No more the trumpet hear , 

But when the beetle sounds his hum, 
My comrades take the spear 


And O ’ though Bngnal banks be fair, 
And Greta woods be gay. 

Yet mickle must the maiden dare, 
Would reign my Queen of May ‘ 

XVIII 

Maiden f a nameless life I lead, 

A nameless death I’ll die, 

The fiend, whose lantern lights the 
mead, 

Were better mate than I < 

And when I ’m with my comrades met 
Beneath the greenwood bough. 
What once we were we all forget, 
Nor think what we are now 
Yet Bngnal banks are fresh and fair, 
And Greta woods are green. 

And you may gather garlands there 
Would grace a summer queen ’ 

When Edmund ceased his simple song, 
Was silence on the sullen throng. 

Till waked some ruder mate their glee 
With note of coarser minstrelsy 
But, far apart, in dark divan, 

Denzil and Bertram many a plan, 

Of import foul and fierce, design’d. 
While still on Bertram’s graspingmmd 
The wealth ofmurder’dMorthamhung, 
Though halfhe fear’d hisdaringtongue. 
When it should give his wishes birth, 
Might raise a spectre from the earth » 

XIX 

At length his wondrous tale he told 
When, scornful, smiled his comrade 
bold , 

For, train’d in license of a court. 
Religion s self was Denzil’s sport , 
Then judge in what contempt he held 
The visionary tales of eld ! 

His awe for Bertram scarce repress’d 
The unbelievers sneering jest 
* ’Twerehard,’he said, ‘ for sage or seer 
To spell the subject of your fear 
Nor do I boast the art renown’d, 
Vision and omen to expound 
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Yet, faith if I must needs afford 
To spectre watching treasured hoard. 
As bandog keeps his master’s i oof, 
Bidding the plunderer stand aloof. 
This doubt remains— thy goblin gaunt 
Hath chosen ill his ghostly haunt , 
For why his guard on Mortham hold, 
When Rokeby castle hath the gold 
Thy patron won on Indian soil, 

B} stealth, by piracy, and spoil * * 

XX 

At this he paused, for angry shame 
Lower d on the brow of Rismgham 
He blush’d to think that he should 
seem 

Assertor of an airy dream, 

And gave his wrath another theme 
* Denzil,’ he sa>s, * though lowly laid. 
Wrong not the memory of the dead , 
For, while he lived, at Mortham’s look 
Thy very soul, Guy Denzil, shook < 
And when he tax’d thy breach of word 
To yon fair Rose of Allenford, 

I saw thee crouch like chasten’d hound, 
Whose back the huntsman’s lash hath 
found 

Nor dare to call his foreign wealth 
The spoil of piracy or stealth , 

He won it bravely with his brand 
When Spam waged warfare with our 
land 

Mark, too — I brook no idle jeer, 

Nor couple Bertram’s name with fear, 
Mine is but half the demon’s lot, 

For I believe, but tremble not — » 

Enough of this — Say, why this hoard 
Thou deem’st at Rokeby castle stored , 
Or thmk’st that Mortham would 
bestow 

His treasure with his faction’s foe ? ’ 

XXI 

Soon quench’d was Denzil s ill-timed 
mirth , 

Rather he would have seen the earth 
Give to ten thousand spectres birth, 


Than venture to awake to flame 
The deadly wrath of Rismgham 
Submiss he answer’d, ‘ Mortham’s 
mind, 

Thou know’st, to joy was ill inclmdd 
In youth, ’tis said, a gallant free, 

A lusty reveller was he , 

But since return d from over sea, 

A sullen and a silent mood 
Hath numb’d the current of his blood 
Hence he refused each kindly call 
To Rokeby’s hospitable hall, 

And our stout knight, at dawn of morn 
Who loved to hear the bugle horn, 
Norless, when eve his oaks embrown’d, 
To see the ruddy cup go round. 

Took umbrage that a friend so near 
Refused to share his chase and cheer, 
Thus did the kindred barons jar, 

Ere they divided in the war 
Yet, trust me, friend, Matilda fair 
Of Mortham’s wealth is destined heir ’ 

XXII 

‘ Destined to her f to yon slight maid 1 
The prize my life had wellnigh paid, 
W hen ’gainst Laroche, b> Cayo’swave, 
I fought my patron s wealth to save ’ — 
Denzil, I knew him long, yet ne’er 
Knew him that joyous cavalier. 
Whom youthful friends and early fame 
Cali d soul of gallantry and game 
A moody man, he sought our crew, 
Desperate and dark, whom no one 
knew , 

And rose, «as men with us must nse, 
By scorning life and all its ties 
On each adventure rash he roved. 

As danger for itself he loved , 

On his sad brow nor mirth nor wine 
Could e’er one wrinkled knot untwine, 
111 was the omen if he smiled. 

For ’twas in peril stern and wild , 
Butwhenhelaugh’d,eachluckl ess mate 
Might hold our fortune desperate 
Foremost he fought in every broil, 
Then scornful turn’d him from the 
spoil , 
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Nay, often strove to bar the way 
Between his comrades and tneir prey, 
Preaching, even then, to such as we, 
Hot with our dear-bought victory, 

Of mercy and humanity 

XXIII 

I loved him well , his fearless part, 
His gallant leading, won my heart 
And after each victorious fight, 

’Twas I that wrangled for his right, 
Redeem’d his portion of the prey 
That greedier mates had torn siway 
In field and storm thnce saved his 
life, 

And once amid our comrades’ strife — 
Yes, I have loved thee* well hath 
proved 

My toil, my danger, how I loved * 

Yet will I mourn no more thy fate, 
Ingrate in life, m death ingrate 
Rise if thou ^anst>* he look’d around. 
And sternly stamp’d upon the ground — 

* Rise, with thy beanng proud and 

high, 

Even as this morn it met mine eye, 
And give me, if thou darest, the he ' ’ 
He paused, then, calm and passion- 
freed. 

Bade Denzil with his tale proceed 

XXIV 

* Bertram, to thee I need not tell, 
What thou hast cause to wot so well, 
How Superstition’s nets weie twined 
Around the Lord of Mortham’s mind , 
But smce he drove thee from his tower, 
A maid he found in Greta’s bower. 
Whose speech, like David’s harp, had 

sway, 

To charm his evil fiend away 
1 know not if her features moved 
Remembiance of the wife he loved, 
But he would gaze upon her eye. 

Till fais mood soften’d to a sigh 
whom no living mortal sought 
To question of his secret thought, 


Now every thought and care confess’d 
To his fair niece’s faithful breast , 

Nor was there aught of rich and rare. 
In earth, in ocean, or in air, 

But it must deck Matilda’s hair 
Her love still bound him unto life , 
But then awoke the civil strife, 

And menials bore, by his commands, 
Three coffers, with their iron bands. 
From Mortham’s vault, at midnight 
deep, 

To her lone bower in Rokeb^^-keep, 
Ponderous with gold and plate of pride. 
His gift, if he in battle died ’ 

XXV 

* Then Denzil, as I guess, lays train. 
These iron banded chests to gam , 
Else, wherefore should he hover here. 
Where many a peril waits him near, 
For all his feats of war and peace, 

For plunder d boors, and harts of 

grease ? 

Since through the hamlets as he fared, 
What hearth has Guy’s marauding 
spared, 

Or where the chase that hath not rung 
With Denzil’s bow, at midnight 
strung ? ’ 

' I hold my wont — my rangers go 
Even now to track a milk white doe 
By Rokeby hall she takes her lair. 

In Greta wood she harbours fair, 

And when my huntsman marks her 
way, 

What think’st thou, Bertram, of the 
prey^ 

Were Rokeby’s daughter in our 
power, 

We rate her ransom at her dower ’ 

XXVI 

* ’Tis well I there ’s vengeance in the 

thought > 

Matilda is by Wilfrid sought , 

And hot brain’d Redmond, too, ’tissaid. 
Pays lover’s homage to the maid 
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Bertram she scornM — if met by chance, 
She turn’d from me her shuddering 
glance, 

Like a nice dame, that will not brook 
On what she hates and loathes to look, 
She told to Mortham she could ne’er 
Behold me without secret fear, 
Foreboding evil , — she may rue 
To find her prophecy fall true ’ 

The war has weeded Rokeby’s tram, 
Few followers m his halls remain , 

If thy scheme miss, then, briefandbold, 
We are enow to storm the hold , 
Bear off the plunder, and the dame, 
And leave the castle all in flame ’ 

XXVII 

* Still art thou Valour’s venturous son < 
Yet ponder first the risk to run 

The menials of the castle, true. 

And stubborn to their charge, though 
few , 

The wall to scale — the moat to ci oss — 

Thewicket grate— theinnerfosse’- 

— * Fool » if w e blench for toys like 
these, 

On what fair guerdon can we seize ? 
Our hardiest venture, to explore 
Some wretched peasant’s fenceless 
door, 

And the best prize we bear away, 
The earnings of his sordid day ’ — 

* A while thy hasty taunt forbear 
In sight of road more sure and fair, 
Thou wouldst not choose, in blindfold 

wrath. 

Or wantonness, a desperate path * ” 

List, then , for vantage or assault, 
From gilded vane to dungeon-vault, 
Each pass of Rokeby house I know 
There is one postern, dark and low, 
That issues at a secret spot, 

By most neglected or forgot 
Now, could a spial of our tram 
On fair pretext admittance gam, 

That sally port might be unbarr’d 
Then, vain were battlementand ward * * 


XWIII 

‘ Now speak st thou well to me the 
same, 

If force or art shall urge the game , 
Indifferent, if like fox I wind, 

Or spring like tiger on the hind 
But, hark ’ our merry men so ga^i 
Troll forth another roundelay ’ 

SONG 

^ A weaiy lot is thine, fair maid, 

A weary lot is thine ’ 

To pull the thorn thy brow to braid, 
And press the rue for wine ’ 

A lightsome eye, a soldier s mien, 

A feather of the blue, 

A doublet of the Lincoln green, — 

No more of me j ou knew, 

My love^ 

No more of me you knew 

This morn is merry June, I trow, 

The rose is budding fain , 

But she shall bloom m winter snow, 
Ere we two meet again * 

He turn’d his charger as he spake. 
Upon the river shore, 

He gave his biidle-rems a shake, 
Said, ‘ Adieu for evermore, 

My love ’ 

And adieu for evermore ’ 

XXIX 

‘ What youth is this, your band among, 
The best for minstrelsy and song 1 
In his wild notes seem aptly met 
A strain of pleasure and regret ’ — 

* Edmund of Winston is his name , 
The hamlet sounded with the fame 
Of early hopes his childhood gave, — 
Now centred all m Bngnal cave < 

I watch him well — his wayward course 
Shows oft a tincture of remorse 
Some early love shaft grazed his heart. 
And oft the scar will ache and smart. 
Yet IS he useful , — of the rest. 

By fits, the darling and the jest, 
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His harp, his story, and his lay. 

Oft aid the idle hours away 
When unemploy’d, each fiery mate 
Is ripe for mutinous debate 
He tuned his strings e’en now — again 
He wakes them, with a blither strain ’ 

XXX 

SONG 

Allen-a-Dale 

Allen a Dale has no fagot for burning, 
Allen a-Dale has no furrow foi turning, 
Allen a-Dale has no fleece for the 
spinning, 

Yet Allen a Dale has red gold for the 
winning 

Come, read me my riddle’ come, 
hearken my tale ’ 

And tell me the craft of bold Allen-a- 
Dale 

The Baron of Ravensworth prances 
in pnde, 

And he views his domains upon Ar 
kindale side, ^ 

The mere for his net, and the land for 
his game. 

The chase foi the wild, and the park 
for the tame , 

Yet the fish of the lake, and the deer 
of the vale, 

Are less free to Lord Dacre than 
Allen a Dale ’ 

Allen a-Dalewas ne’er belted a knight, 
Though his spur be as sharp, and his 
blade be as bright 
Allen a-Dale is no baron or lord. 

Yet twenty tall yeomen will draw at 
his word , 

And the best of our nobles his bonnet 
will vail, 

Wheat Rere cross on Stanmore meets 
Allen a Dale 

Allen-a-Dale to his wooing is come , 
The mother, she ask’d of his household 
and home 


* Though the castle of Richmond stand 
fair on the hill, 

My hall,’ quoth bold Allen, 'shows 
gal Ian ter still , 

’Tis the blue vault of heaven, with its 
crescent so pale, 

And with all its bright spangles ' ’ said 
Allen a-Dale 

The father was steel, and the mother 
was stone , 

ThejJ' lifted the latch, and they bade 
him be gone , 

But loud, on the morrow, their wail 
and their cry 

He had laugh’d on the lass with his 
bonny black eye, 

Andshefledto the forest to heara love- 
tale, 

And the youth it was told by was 
Allen-a-Dale ’ 

XXXI 

' Thou see’st that, whether sad or gay, 
Love mingles e\ er in his lay 
But when his boyish wayward fit 
Is o’er, he hath address and wit , 

0 ’ ’tis a brain of fire, can ape 
Each dialect, each various shape ’ 

' Nay, then, to aid thy project, Guy— i 
Soft’ whocomeshere?’ ‘Mytrustyspy 
Speak, Hamlin ' hast thou lodged our 
deer i ’ 

' I have— but two fair stags are near 

1 watch’d her, as she slowly stray’d 
From Egliston up Thorsgill glade , 
5ut Wilfrid Wychflfe sought her side, 
And then young Redmond, in his pride, 
Shot down to meet them on their way, 
Much, as it seem’d, was theirs to say 
There’s time to pitch both toil and net 
Before their path be homeward set ’ 

A hurried and a whisper’d speech 
Did Bertram’s will to Denzil teach , 
Who, turning to the robber band, 
Bade four, the bravest, take the brand 
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Canto Fourth 

1 

Whe\ Denmark’s raven soar’d on high, 
Tnumphant through Northumbrian 
sky, 

Till, hovering near, her fatal croak 
Bade Reged’s Britons dread the yoke, 
And the broad shadow of her wing 
Blacken’d each cataract and spring, 
Where Tees in tumult leaves his source, 
Thundering o’er Caldron and High- 
Force , 

Beneath the shade the Northmen came, 
Fix’d on each vale a Runic name, 
Rear’d high their altar’s rugged stone, 
And gave their Gods the land they won 
Then, Balder, one bleak garth was 
thine. 

And one sweet brooklet’s silver line. 
And Woden’s Croft did title gain 
From the stern Father of the Slam , 
But to the Monarch of the Mace, 

That held in fight the foremost place. 
To Odin’s son, and Sifia’s spouse, 
Near Stratforth high they paid their 
vows, 

Remember’d Thor’s victorious fame, 
And gave the dell the Thunderer’s 
name 


II 

Yet Scald or Kemper err’d, I ween, 
Who gave that soft and quiet scene, 
With all its varied light and shade. 
And every little sunny glade, « 

And the blithe brook that strolls along 
Its pebbled bed with summer song, 

To the grim God of blood and scar. 
The grisly King of Northern War 
O, better were its banks assign’d 
To spints of a gentler kind • 

For where the thicket-groups recede, 
And the rath primrose decks the mead, 
The velvet grass seems carpet meet 
For the light fames’ lively feet 


Yon tufted knoll, with daisies strown. 
Might make proud Oberon a throne, 
While, hidden in the thicket nigh. 
Puck should brood o’er his frolic sly ; 
And where profuse the wood vetch 
clings 

Round ash and elm, in verdant rings. 
Its pale and azure-pencill d flower 
Should canopj’’ Titania’s bower 

III 

Here rise no cliffs the vale to shade , 
But, skirting every sunny glade, 

In fair variety of green 
The woodland lends its silvan screen 
Hoaiy, yet haughty, frowns the oak. 
Its boughs by weight of ages broke , 
And towers erect, in sable spire, 

The pine-tree scathed by lightning- 
fire , 

The drooping ash and birch, between, 
Hang their fair tresses o’er the gieen. 
And all beneath, at random grow 
Each coppice dwarf of varied show, 
Or, round the stems profusely twined, 
Fling summer odours on the wind 
Such varied group Urbino’s hand 
Round Him of Tarsus nobly plann’d, 
What time he bade proud Athens own 
On Mars’s Mount the God Unknown ' 
Then grey Philosophy’- stood nigh, 
Though bent by age, in spirit high 
There rose the scar-seam’d Veteran’s 
spear, 

There Grecian Beauty bent to hear, 
WhileChildhoodatherfootwasplaced, 
Or clung delighted to her waist 

iv 

‘ And rest we here,’ Matilda said, 

And sat her in the varying shade 
* Chance-met, we well may steal an 
hour, 

To fnendship due, from fortune’s 
power 

Thou, Wilfrid, ever kind, must lend 
Thy counsel to thy sister fnend , 
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And, Redmond, thou, at m> behest, 
INo farther urge thy desperate ’quest 
For to my care a charge is left, 
Dangerous to one of aid bereft , 
Wellmgh an orphan, and alone. 
Captive her sire, her house o’erthrown ’ 
Wilfrid, with wonted kindness graced. 
Beside her on the turf she placed , 
Then paused, with downcast look and 
eye, 

Nor bade young Redmond seat him 
nigh 

Her conscious diffidence he saw. 
Drew backward, as m modest awe. 
And sat a little space removed, 
Unmark’d to gaze on hei he lo\ed 

V 

Wreath’d in its dark-brown rings, her 
hair 

Half hid Matilda’s forehead fair, 

Half hid and half reveal’d to view 
Her full dark eye of hazel hue 
The rose, with faint and feeble streak, 
So slightly tinged the maiden’s cheek, 
That you had said her hue was pale , 
But if she faced the summer gale, 

Or spoke, or sung, or quicker moved, 
Or heard the praise of those she lo\ed. 
Or when of interest was express’d 
Aught that waked feeling in her breast, 
The mantling blood in ready play 
Rivall’d the blush of rising day 
There was a soft and pensive grace, 
A cast of thought upon her face. 

That suited well the forehead high, 
The eyelash dark, and downcast eye, 
The mild expression spoke a mind 
In duty firm, composed, resign’d , 

’Tis that which Roman art has gnen 
To mark their maiden Queen ofHeaven, 
In hours of sport, that mood gave way 
To Fancy’s light and frolic play , 

And when the dance, or tale, or song, 
In harmless mirth sped time along, 
Full oft her doating sire would call 
His Maud the memest of them all 


But days of war and civil crime 
Allow’d but ill such festal time, 

And her soft pensiveness of brow 
Had deepen’d into sadness now 
In Marstoh field her father ta’en. 

Her friends dispersed, brave Mortham 
slain. 

While every ill her soul foretold. 
From Oswald’s thirst of power and 
gold, 

And boding thoughts that she must part 
With a soft vision of her heart, — 

All lower’d around the lovely maid, 
To darken her dejection’s shade 

VI 

Who has not heard — while Erin ^et 
Strove ’gainst the Saxon’s iron bit — 
Who has not heard how brave O’Neale 
In English blood imbrued his steel, 
Against St George’s cross blazed high 
The banners of his Tanistry, 

To fiery Essex gave the foil. 

And reign’d a prince on Ulster’s soiD 
But chief arose his victor pnde, 

When that brave Marshal fought and 
died, 

And Avon Duff to ocean bore 
His billows, red with Saxon gore 
’Twas first in that disastrous fight, 
Rokeby and Mortham proved their 
might 

There had they fallen ’mongst the rest, 
But pity touch’d a chieftain’s breast , 
The Tanist he to great O’Neale , 

He check’d his followers’ bloody zeal, 
’’To quarter took the kinsmen bold, 
And bore them to his mountain-hold. 
Gave them each silvan joy to know, 
Slieve Donard’s cliffs and woods could 
show. 

Shared with them Erin’s festal cheer, 
Show’d them the chase ofwolf and deer. 
And, when a fitting time was come, 
Safe and unransom’d sent them home, 
Loaded with many a gift, to prove 
■ A generous foe’s respect and love. 
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Years speed away OnRokeby’s head 
Some touch of early snow was shed , 
Calm he enjoy’d, by Greta’s wa\e, 
The peace which James the Peaceful 
gave, 

While Mortham, far beyond the mam. 
Waged his fierce wars on Indian 
Spam — 

It chanced upon a wintry night, 

That whiten’d Staiimore’s stormy 
height, 

The chase was o’ei , the stag was kill d, 
In Rokeby-hall the cups were fill’d, 
And by the huge stone chimney sate 
The Knight in hospitable state 
Moonless the sky, the hour was late, 
When a loud summons shook the gate, 
And sore for entrance and for aid 
\ \oice of foreign accent pray’d 
The porter answer d to the call. 

And instant rush’d into the hall 
A Man, whose aspect and attire 
Startled the circle by the fire 

vin 

His plaited hair in elf-locks spread 
Around his bare and matted head , 

On leg and thigh, close stretch’d and 
trim, 

His \esture show’d the smew^y limb , 
In saffron dyed, a linen \est 
Was frequent folded round his breast , 
A mantle long and loose he w ore, 
Shaggy with ice, and stain d with gore 
He clasp d a burden to his heart, 

\iid, resting on a knotted dart, 

The snow from hair and beai d he shook. 
And round him gazed with wilder d 
look 

Then up the hall, with staggering pace, 
He hasten’d by the blaze to place, 
Half lifeless from the bitter air, 

His load, a Boy of beauty rare 
To Rokeby, next, he louted low% 
Then stood erect his tale to show. 


With wild majestic port and tone, 
Like envoy of some barbarous throne 
‘ Sir Richard, Lord of Rokeby, hear ^ 
Turlough O Neale salutes thee dear, 
He graces thee, ard to thy care 
Young Redmond gives, his grandson 
fair 

He bids thee breed him as thy son, 
For Turlough’s da3.s of joy aie done, 
And other lords ha%e seized his land 
And faint and feeble is his hand , 

And all the glory of Tyrone 
Is like a morning vapour fiown 
To bind the duty on thy soul, 

He bids thee think on Lnn s bowl ' 

If any wrong the young O Neale, 

He bids thee think of Erin’s steel 
To Mortham first this charge was due, 
Bat, m his absence, honours you — 
Now IS my master s message by, 

And Ferraught wull contented die ’ 

i\ 

His look grew fiv d, his cheek grew 
pale, 

He sunk w hen he had told his tale , 
For hid beneath his mantle wide, 

A mortal wmund was in his side 
Vain was all aid~m terror w^ild, 

And sorrow , scream d the orphan 
child 

Poor Ferraught raised h s wisttul 
eyes, 

And faintly stro\e to soothe his cries , 
All reckless of his dying pam, 

JTe blest and b^est him o er again ’ 
And kiss d the little hands ouispi cad. 
And kiss d and cioss d the infant head. 
And, in his native tongue and phrase. 
Pray’d to each saint to watch his 
days, 

Then all his strength together die»v, 
The charge to Rokeby to renew 
When half was falter d from his breast. 
And half by dying signs express’d 
* Bless the O Neale ' ’ he faintly said. 
And thus the faithful spirit fled 
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’Twas long ere soothing might prevail 
Upon the child to end the tale, 

And then he said, that from his home 
His grandsire had been forced to roam, 
Which had not been if Redmond’s hand 
Hadbut had strength to draw the brand, 
The brand of Lenaugh More the Red, 
That hung beside the grey wolf s 
head — 

’Twasfrom his broken phrase descried, 
His foster fathei was his guide, 

Who, in his charge, from Ulster bore 
Letters and gifts a goodly store 
But ruffians met them in the wood, 
Ferraught in battle boldly stood, 

Till wounded and o’ ei power d at 
length, 

And stripp d of all, his failing strength 
Just bore him here — and then the 
child 

Renew d again his moaning wild 

XI 

The tear down childhood’s cheek that 
flows 

Is like the dew drop on the rose. 
When next the summer breeze comes 

by, 

And wwes the bush, the flower is dry 
Won by their care, the orphan child 
Soon on his new protector smiled, 
With dimpled cheek and eye so fair, 
Through his thick curls of flaxen hair 
But blithest laugh d that cheek and 
eye 

When Rokeby’s little maid was nigh , 
’Twas his, with elder brother’s pride, 
Matilda s tottering steps to guide , 

His native lays m Irish tongue. 

To soothe her infant ear he sung. 

And primrose twined with daisy fair 
To form a chaplet for her hair 
By lawn, b> grove, by brooklet’s strand. 
The children still were hand in hand. 
And good Sir Richard smiling eyed 
The early knot so kindly tied 


XII 

B ut summer months bring wildingshoot 
From bud to bloom, from bloom to fruit. 
And years draw on our human span, 
From child to boy, from boy to man, 
And soon in Rokeby s woods is seen 
A gallant boy in hunter’s gi een 
He loves to wake the felon boar 
In his dark haunt on Greta’s shore, 
And loves, against the deer so dun. 
To draw the shaft, or lift the gun 
Yet more he loves, in autumn piime, 
The hazel’s spreading boughs to climb. 
And down its cluster d stores to hail. 
Where young Matilda holds her veil 
And she, whose veil receives the 
shower, 

Is alter d too, and knows her power, 
Assumes a monitress s pride. 

Her Redmond’s dangerous sports to 
chide , 

Yet listens still to hear him tell 
How the grim wild boar fought and fell, 
How at his fall the bugle rung, 

Till rock and greenwood answer flung, 
Then blesses her, that man can find 
A pastime of such savage kind • 

XIII 

But Redmond knew to weave his tale 
So well with praise of wood and dale. 
And knew so well each point to trace. 
Gives living interest to the chase, 

And knew so well o’er all to throw 
His spirit’s wild romantic glow, 

That, while she blamed, and while 
she fear’d, 

She loved each venturous tale she 
heard 

Oft, too, when drifted snow and ram 
To bower and hall their steps restrain, 
Together they explored the page 
Of glowing bard or gifted sage , 

Oft, placed the evening fire beside, 

1 he minstrel art alternate tried, 

While gladsome harp and lively lay 
Bade winter night flit fast away 
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Thus, from their childhood, blending 
still 

Theirsport, their study, and then skill, 
A union of the soul they prove, 

But must not think that it was love 
But though they dared not, envious 
Fame 

Soon dared to give that union name. 
And when so often, side by side. 
From 37 ear to j-ear the pair she ej^ed, 
She sometimes blamed the good old 
Knight, 

As dull of ear and dim of sight, 
Sometimes his purpose would declare. 
That young O’ Neale should wed his 
heir 


XIV 

The suit of Wilfrid rent disguise 
And bandage from the lovers’ eyes , 
’Twas plain that Oswald, for his son, 
Had Rokeb^ s favour wellmgh won 
Now must they meet with change of 
cheer. 

With mutual looks of shame and fear. 
Now must Matilda stray apart. 

To school her disobedient heart 
And Redmond now alone must rue 
The love he never can subdue 
But factions rose, and Rokeby sware, 
No rebel’s son should wed his heir, 
And Redmond, nurtured while a child 
In many a bard s traditions wild. 

Now sought the lonelywood or stream. 
To cherish there a happier dieam, 

Of maiden won by sword or lance. 

As in the regions of romance , 

And count the heroes of his line, 
Great Nial of the Pledges Nine, 
Shane- Dymas wild, and Geraldine, 
And Connan-More, who vow’d his race 
For ever to the fight and chase. 

And cursed him, of his lineage born. 
Should sheathe the sword to reap the 
corn, 

Or leave the mountain and the wold, 
To shroud himself in castled hold 


From such examples hope he drew, 
And brighten’d as the trumpet blew 

XV 

If brides were won by heart and blade, 
Redmond had both his cause to aid, 
And all beside of nurture rare 
That might beseem a baron’s heir 
Turlough O’Neale, in Erin’s strife, 

On Rokeby s Lord bestow cl his life 
And well did Rokebj ’s generous 
knight 

Young Redmond for the deed requite 
Nor was his liberal caie and cost 
Upon the gallant stripling lost 
Seek theNorth-Riding bioadandwidc. 
Like Redmond none could steed 
bestride , 

From lynemouth search to Cumber- 
land, 

Like Redmond none could wield a 
brand , 

And then, ot humour kind and free, 
And bearing him to each degree 
With frank and fearless courtesy, 
There never youth was form’d to steal 
Upon the heart like brave O’Neale 

x\i 

Sir Richard loved him as his son , 
And when the days of peace were 
done, 

And to the gales of war he gave 
The banner of his sires to wave, 
Redmond, distinguish’d by his care, 
,He chose that honour’d flag to bear. 
And named his page, the next degree, 
In that old time, to chivalry 
In five pitch’d fields he well maintain’d 
The honour’d place his worth obtain’d, 
i And high was Redmonds youthful 
name 

Blazed in the roll of martial fame 
Had fortune smiled on Maiston fight, 
The eve had seen him dubb’d a knight , 
Twice, ’mid the battle’s doubtful strife, 
Of Rokeby’s Lord he saved the life. 
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But when he saw him prisoner made, 
He kiss’d and then resign’d his blade, 
And 3-ielded him an easy prey 
To those who led the Knight away , 
Resolved Matilda’s sire should prove 
In pnson, as in fight, his love 

XVII 

When lovers meet in adverse hour, 
’Tis like a sun glimpse through a 
shower, 

A wat’ry ray an instant seen 
The darkly closing clouds between 
As Redmond on the turf reclined, 
The past and present fill d his mnd 
Mt was not thus,’ Affection said, 

I dream d of ny return, dear maid * 
Not thus, when, from thy trembling 
hand, 

I took the banner and the brand. 
When round me, as the bugles blew. 
Their blades three hundred w amors 
drew, 

And, while the standard I uni olid, 
Clash’d their bright arms, with clamour 
bold 

Where is that banner now ? — its pride 
Lies ’whelm’d m Ouse’s sullen tide ’ 
Where now these w arnors ^ — in their 
gore. 

They cumber Marston s dismal moor • 
And what avails a useless brand. 

Held by a captive s shackled hand, 
That only would his life retain 
To aid thy sire to bear his chain ' ’ 
Thus Redmond to himselt apart , 

Nor lighter was his rual’s heart , 

For Wilfrid, while his generous soul 
Disdain’d to profit by control. 

By many a sign could mark too 
plain, 

Save with such aid, his hopes weie 
vain — 

But now MatiMa’s accents stole 
On the dark visions of their soul, 

And bade their mournful musing fly, 
Like mist before the zephyr’s sigh 


XVIII 

‘ I need not to my friends recall. 

How Mortham shunn’d my father’s 
hall , 

A man of silence and of woe, 

Yet ever anxious to bestow 
On my poor self whate’er could 
prove 

A kinsman s confidence and lo\e 
]M> feeble aid could sometimes chase 
The clouds of sorrow foi a space 
But oftener, fix d beyond my pow er, 

I mark’d his deep despondence lower 
One dismal cause, by all unguess’d, 
His fearful confidence confess’d , 

And twice it was my hap to see 
Examples of that agony, 

Which foi a season can o erstrain 
And wreck the structure of the brain 
He had the awful power to know 
The approaching mental overthrow, 
And while his mind had courage yet 
To struggle with the dreadful fit, 

The victim writhed against its throes, 
Like wretch beneath a murderers 
blows 

This malady, I w^ell could mark, 
Sprung from some direful cause and 
dark , 

But still he kept its source conceal d. 
Till arming for the civil field , 

Then in my charge he bade me hold 
A treasure huge of gems and gold. 
With this disjointed dismal scroll. 
That tells the secret of his soul. 

In such wild words as oft betray 
A mind by anguish forced astray ’ — 

XIX 

MORTHAM’s HISTORl 
* Matilda ' thou hast seen me s+art, 

As if a dagger thrill d my heart, 

When it has hap’d some casual phrase 
Waked memory of my former days 
Believe, that few can backward cast 
Their thoughts with pleasure on the 
past, 
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But I ' — my youth was rash and vain, 
And blood and rage m 3 manhood stain, 
And my grey hairs must now descend 
1 o my cold grave without a friend ^ 
Even thou, Matilda, wilt disown 
1 hy kinsman, when his guilt is known 
And must I lift the bloody \ eil 
That hides my dark and fatal tale ? 

I must—I will— Pa’e phantom, cease ^ 
Leave me one little hour in peace ’ 
Thus haunted, think st thou I haveskill 
Thine own commission to fulfil 2 
Or, while thou point’st with gesture 
fierce, 

Th^ blighted cheek, thy bloody hearse, 
How can I paint thee as thou wert, 
So fair m face, so warm in heart ^ 

XX 

‘Yes, she was fair’ — Matilda, thou 
Hast a soft sadness on thy brow , 

But hers was like the sunn^ glow 
7 hat laughs on earth and all below ’ 
We w edded secret — there w^as need — 
Differing m country and in creed , 
And, when to Morthams tower she 
came, 

We mention’d not her race and name, 
Until thy sire, who fought afar, 
Should turn him home from foreign 
war, 

On whose kind influence we relied 
To soothe her father s ire and pride 
Few months we lived retired, unknown. 
To all but one dear fr^pnd alone, 

One darling friend — 1 spare his shame, 
I will not write the villain s name ’ 
My trespasses I might forget, 

And sue in vengeance for the debt 
Due by a brother worm to me. 
Ungrateful to God’s clemency, 

That spared me penitential time, 

Nor cut me off amid my crime 

XXI 

‘ A kindly smile to all she lent, 

But on her husband s friend ’twas bent 


So kind, that, from its harmless glee, 
The wretch misconstrued villany 
Repulsed in his presumptuous lov e, 

A ’vengeful snare the traitor W'Ove 
Alone we sat — the flask had flow d, 
My blood with heat unwonted glow’d 
When thi ough the alley d walk we 
spied 

With hurried step my Edith glide, 
Coweiing beneath the verdant screen, 
As one unwilling to be seen 
Words cannot paint the fiendish smile 
Thatcurl dthetraitor scheekthe while' 
Fiercely I question d of the cause , 

He made a cold and artful pause, 
Then pray d it might not chafe mj 
mood — 

“ There was a gallant in the wood 
We had been shooting at the deer, 
My cross bow (evil chance I) was near 
That ready w eapon of my wrath 
I caught, and, hasting up the path, 

In the yew giove my wife I found, 

A stranger’s arms her neck had bound ' 
I maik d his heart — the bow I drew — 
I loosed the shaft — ’twas more than 
true’ 

I found my Edith s dying charms 
Lock dm her murder dbrother’s arms* 
He came in secret to inquire 
Her state, and reconcile her sire 

XXII 

‘All fled my rage— the villain first, 
'Whose craft my jealousy had nursed, 
He sought in far and foreign clime 
To ’scape the vengeance of his crime 
The manner of the slaughter done 
Was known to few, my guilt to none , 
Some tale my faithful steward framed — 
I know not what — of shaft mis-aim’d , 
And even from thosethe act who knev\ , 
He hid the hand from which it flew 
Untouch d by human Jaws I stood. 
But God had heard the cry of blood ’ 
There is a blank upon my mind, 

A fearful \ ision ill defined, 
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Of raving till my flesh was torn. 

Of dungeon-bolts and fetters worn — 
And when I waked to woe more mild, 
And question’d of my infant child — 
(Have I not written, that she bare 
A boy, like summer morning fair^) — 
With looks confused my menials tell 
That armed men in Mortham dell 
Beset the nurse’s evening way, 

And bore her, with her charge, away 
My faithless friend, and none but he, 
Could profit by this villany , 

Him then, I sought, with purpose dread 
Of treble vengeance on his head * 
He’scapedme — but my bosom’s wound 
Somefamtrelieffromwandenngfound, 
And over distant land and sea 
I bore my load of misery 

XXIII 

* ’Twas then that fate mj’- footsteps led 
Among a daring crew and dread, 
With whom full oft my hated life 
I ventured in such desperate strife. 
That even my fierce associates saw 
My frantic deeds with doubt and awe 
Much then I learn* d, and much can 
show, 

Of human guilt and human woe. 

Yet ne’er have, in my wanderings, 
known 

A wretch, whose sorrows match’d my 
own ’ 

It chanced, that after battle fray. 
Upon the bloody field we lay , 

The yellow moon her lustre shed 
Upon the wounded and the dead, 
While, sense Jn toil and wassail 
drown’d, 

My ruffian comrades slept around, 
There came a voice — its silver tone 
Was soft, Matilda, as thine own — 
*Ah, wretch'’ it said, ‘what makest 
thou here, 

While unavenged ray bloody bier, 
While Unprotected lives mine heir. 
Without a father’s name and care^’ 


xxiv 

‘ I heard— obey’d — and homeward 
drew, 

The fiercest of our desperate crew 
I brought, at time of need to aid 
My purposed vengeance, long delay’d 
But humble be my thanks to Heaven, 
That better hopes and thoughts has 
given. 

And by our Lord’s dear prayer has 
taught, 

Mercy by mercy must be bought ^ — 
Let me in misery rejoice — 

I ’ve seen his face — I ’ve heard his 
voice — 

I claim’d of him my only child , 

As he disown’d the theft, he smiled ' 
That very calm and callous look, 

That fiendish sneer his visage took, 
As when he said, in scornful mood, 

“ There is a gallant in the wood ' ” — 

I did not slay him as he stood — 

All praise be to my Maker given ' 
Long suffrance is one path to Heaven ’ 

XXV 

Thus far the woful tale was heard, 
When something in the thicket stirr’d 
Up Redmond sprung , the villain Guy 
(For he it was that lurk’d so nigh) 
Drewback — he durst not cross his steel 
A moment's space with brave O' Neale, 
For all the treasured gold that rests 
In Mortham's iron-banded chests 
Redmond resumed his seat, — he said, 
Some roe wa% rustling in the shade 
Bertram laugh’d grimly when he saw 
His timorous comrade backward draw 
* A trusty mate art thou, to fear 
A single arm, and aid so near ' 

Yet have I seen thee mark a deer 
Give me thy carabine , I ’ll show 
An art that thou wilt gladly know, 
How thou mayst safely quell a foe 

XXVI 

On hands and knees fierce Bertram 
drew 

Thespreadmgbirch and hazels through,. 
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Till he had Redmond full in view , 
The gun he level!’ d— mark like this 
Was Bertram never known to miss, 
When fair opposed to aim there sate 
An object of his mortal hate 
That day young Redmond’s death had 
seen, 

But twice Matilda came between 
The carabine and Redmond’s breast, 
Just ere the spring his finger press’d 
A deadly oath the ruffian swore, 

But yet his fell design forbore 
‘ It ne’er,* he mutter’d, ‘ shall be said, 
That thus I scath’d thee, haughty maid ’’ 
Then moved to seek more open aim, 
When to his side Guy Denzil came 
‘ Bertram, forbear • we are undone 
For ever, if thou fire the gun 
By all the fiends, an armed force 
Descends the dell, of foot and horse ’ 
We perish if they hear a shot — 
Madman > we have a safer" plot — 

Nay, friend, be ruled and bear thee 
back ’ 

Behold, down yonder hollow tiack, 
The warlike leader of the band 
Comes, with his broadsword in his 
hand * 

Bertram look’d up , he saw, he knew 
That Denzil’s fears had counsell’d true, 
Then cursed his fortune and withdrew, 
Threaded the woodlands undescned. 
And gain’d the cave on Greta side 

XXVII 

They whom dark Bertram, in his wrath, 
Doom’d to captivity or death, 

Their thoughts to one sad subject lent, 
Saw not nor heard the ambushment 
Heedless and unconcem’d they sate. 
While on the \ery verge of fate , 
Heedless and unconcern’d remain’d, 
When Heaven the murderer’s arm 
restrain d , 

As ships drift darkling down the tide, 
Nor see the shelves o’er which they 
glide 


Uninterrupted thus they heard 
What Mortham’s closing tale declared 
He spoke of wealth as of a load, 

By Fortune on a wretch bestow’d. 

In bitter mockery of hate. 

His cureless woes to aggravate , 

But 3 et he pray’d Matilda’s care 
Might save that ti ensure for his heir — 
His Edith’s son— for still he raved 
As confident his life was saved , 

In frequent vision, he averr’d, 

He saw his face, his voice he heard , 
Then argued calm — had murder been. 
The blood, the corpses, had been seen. 
Some had pretended, too, to mark 
On Windermere a stranger bark, 
Whose crew, with ]ealous care, yet 
mild, 

Guarded a female and a child 
While these faint proofs he told and 
press’d, 

Hope seem’d to kindle m his breast , 
Though inconsistent vague, and vain. 
It warp’d his judgment and his brain 

XXVIII 

These solemn words his story close — 
‘ Heaven witness for me, that I chose 
My part in this sad civil fight. 

Moved b> no cause but England’s right 
My country’s groans have bid me draw 
My sword for gospel and for law , — 
These righted, I fling arms aside. 

And seek myson through Europe wide 
My wealtn, on which a kinsman nigh 
Already casts a grasping eye, 

With thee may unsuspected he 
When of my death Matilda hears. 

Let her retain her trust three years , 
If none, from me, the treasure claim, 
Perish’d is Mortham’s race and name 
Then let it leave her generous hand. 
And flow in bounty o’er the land , 
Soften the wounded pnsoner’s lot, 
Rebuild the peasant’s min’d cot , 

So spoils, acquired by fight afar, 

Shall mitigate domestic war ’ 
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XXIX 

The generous youths, who well had 
known 

Of Mortham’s mind the powerful tone, 
To that high mind, by sorrow swerved, 
Gav^c sympathy his w oes deserved , 
But Wilfrid chief, who saw revealM 
Why Mortham wish’d his life conceal d, 
In secret, doubtless, to pursue 
The schemes his wilder d fancy drew 
Thoughtful he heard Matilda tell. 

That she would share her father s cell, 
His partnei of captivity, 

Where’er his prison house should be , 
Yet grieved to think that Rokeby-hall, 
Dismantled, and forsook by all, 

Open to rapine and to stealth, 

Had now no safeguard for the wealth 
Entrusted by her kinsman kind. 

And for such noble use design’d 
‘Was Bai nard Castle then her choice,’ 
Wilfrid inquired with hasty voice, 
‘Since there the victor’s laws ordain, 
Her father must a space remain ^ ’ 

A flutter d hope his accents shook, 

A flutter’d joy was in his look 
Matilda hasten’d to reply, 
i or anger flash’d in Redmond’s eye — 
Duty,’ she said, with gentle grace, 

‘ Kind Wilfiid, has no choice of place, 
Else had I for my sire assign’d 
Prison less galling to his mind, 

Than that his wild wood haunts which 
sees 

And hears the murmur of the Tees, 
Recalling thus, with every glance, , 
What captive’s soi row can enhance , 
But where those woes arehighest, there 
Needs Rokeby most his daughter’s 
care ’ 

XXX 

He felt the kindly check she gave. 
And stood abash’d — then answer’d 
grave 

‘ I sought thy purpose, noble maid, 
Thy doubts to clear, thy schemes to aid 


I have beneath mine own command, 
So wills my sire, a gallant band. 

And well could send some horseman 
wight 

To bear the treasure forth by night, 
And so bestow it as you deem 
In these ill days may safest seem ’ — 

‘ Thanks, gentle Wilfrid, thanks,’ she 
said 

* 0, be it not one day delay’d • 

And, more, thy sister-fnend to aid. 

Be thou thyself content to hold. 

In thine own keeping, Mortham s gold. 
Safest with thee ’ — While thus she 
spoke, 

Arm’d soldiers on their converse broke, 
The same of whose approach afraid, 

1 he ruffians left their ambuscade 
Their chief to Wilfrid bended low, 
Then look d around as for a foe 
‘ What mean’st thou, friend,’ young 
Wychfte said, 

‘ Why thus in arms beset the glade ’ 
^ That would I gladly learn from you , 
For up my squadron as I drew, 

To exercise our martial game 
Upon the moor of Barnmghame, 

A stranger told you were waylaid. 
Surrounded, and to death betray d 
He had a leader s voice, I ween, 

A falcon glance, a warrior’s mien 
He bade me bring you instant aid , 

I doubted not, and I obey’d ’ 

XXXI 

Wilfrid changed colour, and, amazed, 
Turn’dshort, and on the speaker gazed. 
While Redmond every thicket round 
Track’d eainest as a questing hound, 
And Denzil’s carabine he found , 

Sure evidence, by which they knev/ 
The warning was as kind as true 
Wisest It seem’d, with cautious speed 
To leave the dell It was agreed 
That Redmond, with Matilda fair, 
And fitting guard, should home repair, 
At nightfall Wilfrid should attend, 
With a strong band, his sister-fnend, 
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Tobearwithher from Rokeby’s bowers 
To Barnard Castle’s lofty towers, 
Secret and safe, the banded chests 
In which the wealth of Mortham rests 
This hasty purpose fix’d, they part, 
Each with a grieved and anxious heart 


Canto Fifth 

I 

The sultry summer day is done, 

The western hills have hid the sun. 
But mountain peak and village spire 
Retain reflection of his fire 
Old Barnard s towers are purple still 
To those that gaze from Toller hill , 
Distant and high, the tower of Bowes 
Like steel upon the anvil glows, 

And Stanmore’s ridge, behind that lay, 
Rich with the spoils of parting day, 

In cnmson and in gold array’d, 
Streaks yet a while the closing shade, 
Then slow resigns to darkening heaven 
The tints which brighter hours had 
given 

Thus aged men, full loth and slow. 
The vanities of life forego. 

And count their youthful follies o’er. 
Till Memory lends her light no more 

II 

The eve, that slow on upland fades, 
Has darker closed on Rokeby’s glades. 
Where, sunk within their banks pro- 
found. 

Her guardian streams to meeting 
wound 

The stately oaks, whose sombre frown 
Of noontide made a twilight brown, 
Impervious now to fainter light. 

Of twilight make an early night 
Hoarse into middle air arose 
The vespers of the i oosting crows, 
And with congenial murmurs seem 
To wake the Genu of the stream , 


For louder clamour’d Greta’s tide. 

And Tees in deeper voice replied. 

And fitful waked the evening wind, 
Fitful in sighs Its breath resign’d 
Wilfrid, whose fancy-nurtured soul 
Felt in the scene a soft control, 

With lighter footstep press’d the 
ground, 

And often paused to look around , 
And, though his path was to his love, 
Could not but linger in the grove 
To dnnk the thrilling interest dear. 

Of awful pleasure check’d by fear 
Such inconsistent moods have we, 
Even when our passions strike thekey 

III 

Now, through the wood’s dark mazes 
past. 

The opening lawn he reach’d at last. 
Where, silver’d by the moonlight ray, 
The ancient Hall before him lay 
Those martial terrors long were fled 
That frown’d of old around its head 
The battlements, the turrets grey. 
Seem’d half abandon’d to decay , 

On barbican and keep of stone 
Stern Time the foeman’s work had 
done 

Where banners the invader braved. 
The harebell now and wallflower 
waved , 

In the rude guard room, where of yore 
Their weary hours the warders wore, 
Now, while the cheerful fagots blaze, 
On the paved floor the spindle plays, 
The flanking guns dismounted lie, 

The moat is ruinous and dry, 

The grim portcullis gone — and all 
The fortress turn d to peaceful Hall 

IV 

But yet precautions, lately ta’en, 
Show’d danger’s day revived again , 
The court yard wall show’d marks of 
care, 

The fall’ll defences to repair, 

N 
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Lending such strength as might with- 
stand 

The insult of marauding band 
The beams once more were taught to 
bear 

The trembling drawbridge into air. 
And not, till question’d o’er and o’er, 
For Wilfrid oped the jealous door , 
And when he enter’d, bolt and bar 
Resumed their place with sullen jar , 
Then, as he cross’d the vaulted porch, 
The old grey porter raised his torch, 
And view d him o’er, from foot to head. 
Ere to the hall his steps he led 
That huge old hall, of knightly state, 
Dismantled seem’d and desolate 
The moon through transom-shafts of 
stone. 

Which cross’d the latticed oriels, 
shone. 

And, by the mournful light she gave, 
The Gothic vault seem’d funeral cave 
Pennon and banner waved no more 
O’er beams of stag and tusks of borr, 
Nor glimmering arms were marshaL’d 
seen 

To glance those silvan spoils betwe ^n 
Those arms, those ensigns, borne 
away. 

Accomplish’d Rokeby’s brave array, 
But all were lost on Marston’s day ’ 
Yet here and there the moonbeams fall 
Where armour yet adorns the wall, 
Cumbrous of size, uncouth to sight, 
And useless m the modern fight , 

Like veteran relic of the wars, 
Known only by neglected scars 

V 

Matilda soon to greet him came, 

And bade them light the evening flame , 
Said, all for parting was prepared. 
And tarried but for Wilfnd’s guard 
But then, reluctant to unfold 
His father’s avarice of gold, 

He hinted, that lest jealous eye 
Ihould on their precious burden pry, 


He judged it best the castle gate 
To enter when the night wore late , 
And therefore he had left command 
With those he trusted of his band, 
lhat they should be at Rokeby met, 
What time the midnight watch was 
set 

Now Redmond came, whose anxious 
care 

Till then was busied to prepare 
All needful, meetly to arrange 
The mansion for its mournful change 
With Wilfrid s care and kindness 
pleased. 

His cold unready hand he seized, 
And press’d it, till his kindly strain 
The gentle youth return’d again 
Seem’d as between them this was said, 
‘ Awhile let jealousy be dead , 

And let our contest be, whose care 
Shall best assist this helpless fair ’ 

VI 

1 here was no speech the truce to bind, 
It was a compact of the mind, — 

A generous thought at once impress’d 
On either rival’s generous breast 
Matilda well the secret took. 

From sudden change of mien and look , 
And— for rot small had been her fear 
Of jealous ire and danger near— 
Felt, even in her dejected state, 

A joy beyond the reach of fate 
They closed beside the chimney’s blaze, 
And talk’d, and hoped for happier days, 
And lent their spirits’ rising glow 
Awhile to gild impending woe , 

High privilege of youthful time, 
Worth all the pleasures of our prime ^ 
The bickering fagot sparkled bright, 
And gave the scene of love to sight, 
Bade Wilfrid s cheek more lively glow. 
Play’d on Matilda’s neck of snow, 
Her nut brown curls and forehead high, 
And laugh'd in Redmond's azure eye 
Two lovers by the maiden sate, 
Without a glance of jealous hate , 
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The maid her lovers sat between, 
With open brow and equal mien , 

It IS a sight but rarely spied, 

Thanks to man’s wrath and woman’s 
pride 

VII 

While thus in peaceful guise they sate 
A knouk alarm d the outer gate, 

And ere the tardy porter stirr’d 
The tinkling of a harp was heard 
A manly voice, of mellow swell, 

Bore burden to the music well 

SONG 

* Summer eve is gone and past, 
Summer dew is falling fast , 

I have wander'd all the day, 

Do not bid me farther stray » 

Gentle hearts, of gentle kin, 

Take the wandering harper in ’ ’ 

But the stern porter answer ga\e, 
With * Get thee hence, thou strolling 
kna\e ' 

The king wants soldiers , war, I trow 
Were meeter trade for such as thou ’ 
At this unkind reproof, again 
Answer d the ready minstrel’s strain 

SONG RESUMED 

‘ Bid not me, in battle field. 

Buckler lift, or broadsword w leld ’ 
All my strength and all my art 
Is to touch the gentle heart 
With the wizard notes that ring 
From the peaceful minstrel string ’ 

The porter, all unmoved, replied, — 
‘Depart in peace, with Heaven to 
guide , 

If longer by the gate thou dwell, 
Trust me, thou shalt not part so well ’ 

Mil 

With somewhat of appealing look, 

1 he harper s part young Wilfrid took 
‘These notes so wild and ready thrill, 
They show no vulgar minstrel s skill , 


Hard were his task to seek a home 
More distant, since the night is come , 
And for his faith I dare engage — 
Your Harpool s blood is sour’d by age , 
His gate, once readily display’d 
To greet the friend, the poor to aid, 
Now even to me, though known of old, 
Did but reluctantly unfold ’ — 

O blame not, as poor Harpool’s crime, 
An evil of this evil time 
He deems dependent on his care 
The safety of his patron s heir, 

Nor judges meet to ope the tower 
To guest unknown at parting hour, 
Urging his duty to excess 
Of rough and stubborn faithfulness 
For this poor harper, I would fain 
He may relax — Hark to his strain ' ' — 

IX 

SONG RESUMED 

‘ I have song of war for knight, 

Lay of love for lady bright. 

Fairy tale to lull the heir, 

Goblin grim the maids to scare , 
Dark the night, and long till day, 
Do not bid me farther stray ' 

Rokeby s lords of martial fame, 

I can count them name by name , 
Legends of their line there be, 
Known to few, but known to me , 
If you honour Rokeby’s kin 
Take the wandenng harper in » 

Rokeby’s lords had fair regard 
For the harp and for the bard , 
Baron’s race throve never well 
Where the curse of minstrel fell , 

If you love that noble km 
Take the weary harper in < * — 

‘Haik> Harpool parleys— there is 
hope,’ 

Said Redmond, ‘that the gate will ope * 
— ‘ For all thy brag and boast, I trow. 
Nought know’stthouofthe Felon Sow,’ 
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Quoth Harpool, ‘ nor how Greta-side 
She roam’d, and Rokeby forest wide , 
Nor how Ralph Rokeby gave the 
beast 

To Richmond’s friars to make a feast 
Of Gilbert Griffinson the tale 
Goes, and of gallant Peter Dale, 

That well could stiike wi*-h sword 
amain, 

And of the valiant son of Spam, 

Friar Middleton, and blithe Sir Ralph, 
There were a jest to make us laugh ’ 
If thou canst tell it, in yon shed 
Thou’st won thy supper and thy bed ' 

X 

Matilda smiled, ‘Cold hope,’ said she, 

‘ From Harpool’s love of minstrelsy t 
But, for this harper, may we dare, 
Redmond, to mend his couch and fare^’ 

‘ O, ask me not « At minstrel string 
My heart from infancy would spring , 
Nor can I hear its simplest strain 
But it brings Erin’s dream again, 
When placed by Owen Lysagh’s knee, 
(The Filea of O Neale was he, 

A blind and bearded man, whose eld 
Was sacred as a prophet’s held,) 

I’ve seen a ring of rugged kerne. 
With aspects shaggy, wild, and stern. 
Enchanted by the master’s lay, 

Linger around the livelong day, 

Shift from wild rage to wilder glee, 
To love, to gnef, to ecstasy. 

And feel each varied change of soul 
Obedient to the bard’s control *' 
Ah, Clandeboy < thy friendly floor 
Slieve Donard s oak shall light no 
more , 

Nor Owen’s harp, beside the blaze, 
Tell maiden’s love, or hero s praise * 
The mantlingbrambleshide thy hearth, 
Centre of hospitable mirth , 

All undistinguish’d in the glade 
My sires’ glad home is prostrate laid, 
Their vassals wander wide and far, 
Serve foreign lords in distant war, 


And now the stranger’s sons enjoy 
The lovely woods of Clandeboy ^ ’ 

He spoke, and proudly turn'd aside, 
The starting tear to dry and hide 

XI 

Matilda’s dark and soften'd eye 
Was glistening ere O'Neale's was dry 
Her hand upon his arm she laid, 

‘ It IS the will of Heaven,’ she said 
‘And thmk'st thou, Redmond,! can part 
From this loved home with lightsome 
heart, 

Leaving to wild neglect whate’er 
Even from my infancy was dear ? 

For in this calm domestic bound 
Were all Matilda’s pleasures found 
That hearth, my sire was wont to grace, 
Full soon may be a stranger’s place , 
This hall, in which a child I play’d, 
Like thine, dear Redmond, lowly laid, 
The bramble and the thorn may braid, 
Or, pass’d for aye from me and mine, 
It ne'er may shelter Rokeby's line 
Yet is this consolation given, 

My Redmond — ’tis the will of Heaven ’ 
Her word, her action, and her phrase, 
Were kindly as in early days , 

For cold reserve had lost its power 
In sorrow’s sympathetic hour 
Young Redmond dared not trust his 
voice , 

But rather had it been his choice 
To share that melancholy houi, 
Than, arm’d withalla chieftain’spower, 
In full possession to enjoy 
Sheve Donard wide, and Clandeboy 

XII 

The blood left Wilfrid’s ashen cheek, 
Matilda sees, and hastes to speak — 

‘ Happy in friendship’s ready aid, 

Let all my murmurs here be stay’d f 
And Rokeby’s maiden will not part 
From Rokeby s hall with moody heart 
This night at least, for Rokeby’s fame, 
The hospitable hearth shall flame, 
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Aik 3, ere its native heir retire, 

Find for the wanderer rest and fire, 
While this poor harper, by the blaze. 
Recounts the tale of other days 
Bid Harpool ope the door with speed. 
Admit him, and relieve each need 
Meantime, kind Wyclifie, wilt thou try 
Thy minstrel skill ? Nay, no reply — 
And look not sad ’ I guess th> thought, 
1 h j verse with laurels would be bought, 
And poor Matilda, landless now, 

Has not a garland for th^ brow 
True, I must leave sweet Rokebys 
glades, 

Nor wander more in Greta shades , 
But sure, no rigid jailer, thou 
Wilt a short prison walk allow, 
Where summer flowers grow wild at 
will, 

On Marwood chase and Toller Hill , 
Then holly green and lily gay 
Shall twine in guerdon of thy laj ’ 
The mournful youth, a space aside, 
To tune Matilda s harp applied , 

And then a low sad descant rung, 

As prelude to the lay he sung 

xin 

The Cypress Wreath 

O Lady, twine no wreath for me, 
Or twine it of the C 3 . press- tree * 
Too lively glow the lilies light, 

The varnish’d holly ’s all too bright. 
The May flower and the eglantine 
May shadeabrow less sad than mine , 
But, Lady, weave no wreath for me. 
Or weave it of the cypress-tree ’ 

Let dimpled Mirth his temples twine 
With tendrils of the laughing vine , 
The manly oak, the pensive yew. 
To patriot and to sage be due , 

The myrtle bough bids lovers live. 
But that Matilda will not give , 
Then, Lady, twine no wreath for me. 
Or twine it of the cypress-tree ’ 


Let merry England proudly rear 
Her blended roses, bought so dear , 
Let Albin bind her bonnet blue 
With heath and harebell dipp’d in 
dew , 

On favour d Erin’s crest be seen 
The flower she loves of emerald 
green — 

But, Lady, twine no wreath for me, 
Or twine it of the cypress tree ♦ 

Strike the wild harp, while maids 
prepare 

The ivy meet for minstrel’s hair , 
And, while his crown of laurel- 
leaves 

With bloody hand the victor weaves, 
Let the loud trump his triumph tell , 
But when you hear the passing bell, 
Then, Lady, twine a wreath for me, 
And twine it of the cypress tree ^ 

Yes' twine forme the cypress bough, 
But, O Matilda, twine not now ' 
Stay till a few brief months are past, 
And I have look d and loved my last' 
When villagers my shroud bestrew 
With pansies, rosemary, and rue,-— 
Then, Lady, w eave a wreath for me, 
And weave it of ♦he cypress tree ' 

XIV 

0 Neale observed the starting tear. 
And spoke with kind and blithesome 

cheer — 

‘No, noble Wilfrid ' ere the day 
When mourns the land thy silent lay. 
Shall many a wreath be freely wove 
By hand of fnendship and of lov^e 

1 would not wish that rigid Fate 
Had doom’d thee to a captive’s state. 
Whose hands are bound by honour s 

law. 

Who wears a sword he must not 
draw , 

But were it so, in minstrel pride 
The land together would we iide. 
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On prancing steeds, like harpers old, 
Bound for the halls of barons bold 
Each lo\er of the lyre we’d seek. 
From Michael s Mount to Skiddaw’s 
Peak, 

Survey wild Albin’s mountain strand, 
And roam green Erin’s lovely land , 
While thou the gentler souls should 
move 

With lay of pity and of love, 

And I, thy mate, in rougher strain. 
Would sing of war and wairiors slam 
Old England s baids were vanquish’d 
then, 

And Scotland’s vaunted Hawthornden, 
And, silenced on lei man shore, 
M’Curtin’s harp shoul d charm no more ’ ’ 
In lively mood he spoke, to wile 
From Wilfrid’s woeworn cheek a 
smile 

XV 

< But,’ said Matilda, ' ere thy name, 
Good Redmond, gain its destined fame. 
Say, wilt thou kindly deign to call 
Thy brother minstrel to the hall ^ 

Bid all the household, too, attend, 
Each m his rank a humble friend , 

I know their faithful hearts will gneve 
When their poor mistress takes her 
leave , 

So let the horn and beaker flow 
To mitigate their parting woe ’ 

The harper came,— in youth’s first 
prime 

Himself, in mode of olden time 
His garb was fashion’d, to express r 
The ancient English minstrel’s dress, 
A seemly gown of Kendal green, 
With gorget closed of silver sheen , 
His harp in silken scarf was slung. 
And by his side an aniace hung 
It seem’d some masquer’s quaint array 
For revel or for holiday 

XVI 

He made obeisance with a free 
Yet studied air of courtesy 


Each look and accent, framed to 
please, 

Seem’d to atfect a playful ease , 

His face was of that doubtful kind 
That wins the eye but not the mind , 
Yet harsh it seem’d to deem amiss 
Of brow so young and smooth as 
this 

His was the subtle look and sly, 

That, spying all seems nought to 

spy, 

Round all the group his glances stole, 
Unmark’d themselves, to mark the 
whole, 

Yet sunk beneath Matilda s look, 

Nor could the eye of Redmond brook 
*1 o the suspicious, or the old, 

Subtile and dangerous and bold 
Had seem’d this self invited guest , 
But young our lovers, — and the rest. 
Wrapt in their sorrow and their fear 
At parting of their mistress dear, 

Tear blinded to the Castle hall 
Came as to bear her funeral pall 

xv n 

All that expression base was gone 
When waked the guest his minstrel 
tone , 

It fled at inspiration’s call, 

As erst the demon fled from Saul 
More noble glance he cast around, 
More free drawn breath inspiied the 
sound. 

His pulse beat bolder and more high, 
In all the pride of minstrelsy ! 

Alas • too soon that pride was o’ei , 
Sunk with the lay that bade it soar ^ 
His soul resumed, with habit's chain, 
Its vices wild and follies \ain, 

And gave the talent, with him born, 
To be a common curse and scorn 
Such was the youth whom Rokeby’s 
maid, 

With condescending kindness, pray’d 
Here to renew the strains she loved, 
At distance heard and well approved 
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SONG 

The Harp 

I was a wild and wayward boj , 

My childhood scorn’d each childish toy , 
Retired from all, reserved and coy, 
To musing prone, 

I woo’d my solitary joy, 

M3. Harp alone 

My youth, with bold Ambition’s mood, 
Despised the humble stream and wood 
Where my poor father’s cottage stood, 
To fame unknown , 

What should my soaring views make 
good? 

My Harp alone ’ 

Love came with all his frantic fire, 
And wild romance of vain desire 
The baron’s daughter heard my lyre. 
And praised the tone, — 
What could presumptuous hope in- 
spire’ 

My Harp alone ’ 

At manhood s touch the bubble burst, 
And manhood’s pride the vision curst, 
And all that had my folly nursed 
Love’s sway to own , 

Yet spared the spell that lull d me first, 
My Harp alone > 

Woe came with war, and want with 
woe , 

And it was mine to undergo 
Each outrage of the rebel foe 
Can aught atone 

My fields laid waste, my cot laid low? 
My Harp alone 1 

Ambition’s dreams I’ve seen depart, 
Have rued of penury the smart, 

Have felt of love the venora’d dart 
When hope was flown , 
Yet rests one solace to my heart, — 
My Harp alone ’ 


Then over mountain, moor, and hill. 
My faithful Harp, I ’ll bear thee still , 
And when this life of want and ill 
Ib well nigh gone, 

Thy strings mine elegy shall thrill, 
My Harp alone ’ 

XIX 

‘ A pleasing lay ’ ’ Matilda said , 

But Harpool shook his old grey 
head, 

And took his baton and his torch 
To seek his guard room in the porch 
Edmund observed , with sudden 
change. 

Among the strings his fingers range, 
Until they waked a bolder glee 
Of military melody , 

Then paused amid the martial sound, 
And look’d with well feign’d fear 
around , 

* None to this noble house belong,’ 
He said, Uhat would a minstrel wrong 
Whose fate has been, through good 
and ill, 

To love his Ro^al Master still , 

And with your honour d leave, would 
fain 

Rejoice you with a lo^al strain ’ 
Ihen, as assured by sign and look, 
The warlike tone again he took , 

And Harpool stopp’d, and turn’d to 
heal 

A ditty of the Cavalier 

XX 
SONG 

The Cavalier. 

While the dawn on the mountain was 
misty and grey. 

My true love has mounted his steed 
and away, 

Ov’^er hill, over valley, o’er dale, and 
o’er down , 

Heaven shield the braVe Gallant that 
fights for the Crown ' 
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He has doffd the silk doublet the 
breastplate to bear. 

He has placed the steel-cap o’er his 
long flowing hair, 

From his belt to his stiirup his broad- 
sword hangs down, — 

Heaven shield the bra\e Gallant that 
fights for the Crown • 

For the rights of fair England that 
broadsword he di aws, 

Her King is^his leader, her Church is 
his cause , 

His watchword is honour, his pay is 
renown, — 

God strike with the Gallant that 
strikes for the Crown > 

TTiey may boast of their Fairfax;, their 
Waller, and all 

The roundheaded rebels of West- 
minster Hall , 

But tell these bold tiaitors of London’s 
proud town 

That the spears of the North have 
encii cled the Crown I 

There’s Derby and Cavendish, dread 
of their foes, 

There’s Erin’s high Ormond, and 
Scotland’s Montrose » 

Would you match the base Skippon, 
and Massey, and Brown, 

With the Barons of England that 
fight for the Crown? 

Now joy to the crest of the brave^ 
Cavalier » 

Be his banner unconquer’d, resistless 
his spear. 

Till in peace and in triumph his toils 
he may drown 

In a pledge to fair England, her 
Church, and her Crown < 

XXI 

^Alas’^ "Matilda said, Hhat strain, 

Good harper, now is heard m vain » 


The time has been, at such a sound, 
When Rokeby’s vassals gather d 
round. 

An hundred manly hearts would 
bound , 

But now the stirring verse we hear. 
Like trump in dying soldier’s ear < 
Listless and sad the notes we own. 
The power to anStver them is flown 
Yet not without his meet applause 
Be he that sings the rightful cause. 
Even when the crisis of its fate 
To human eye seems despeiate 
While Rokeby s heir such power 
retains 

Let this slight guerdon pay th\ 
pains — 

And lend thy hai p , I fain would try 
If my pool skill can aught supply. 

Ere yet I leave my fathers’ hall. 

To mourn the cause in which we fall ’ 

XXII 

The harper, with a downcast look. 
And trembling hand, her bounty took 
As yet, the conscious pnde of art 
Had steel’ d him in his treach erous part , 
A powerful spring, of force unguess d, 
That hath each gentler mood sup- 
press d, 

And reign’d in many a human breast, 
From his that plans the red campaign, 
To his that wastes the woodland reign 
Ihe failing wing, the bloodshot eye, 
The sportsman marks with apathy. 
Each feeling of his victim’s ill 
Drown’d in his own successful skill 
The veteran, too, who now no more 
Aspires to head the battle’s roar, 
Loves still the triumph of his art. 

And traces on the pencill’d chart 
Some stern invader s destined way, 
Through blood and rum, to his prey , 
Patriots to death, and towns to flame, 
He dooms, to raise another's name, 
And shares the guilt, though not the 
fame 
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What pays him for his span of time 
Spent in premeditating crime 2 
What against pity arms his heart ^ — 
It IS the conscious pride of art 

XXIII 

But pnnciples in Edmund’s mind 
Were baseless, vague, and undefined 
His soul, like bark with rudder lost, 
On Passion’s changeful tide was lost , 
Nor Vice nor Virtue had the power 
Beyond the impression of the hour , 
And O ’ when Passion rules, how rare 
1 he hours that fall to Virtue’s share < 
Yet now she rousedher— for the pride, 
That lack of sterner guilt supplied, 
Could scarce support him when arose 
The lay that mourned Matilda’s woes 

SONG 

The Farewell 

* The sound of Rokeby’s woods I hear, 
They mingle with the song 
Dark Greta’s voice is in mine ear, 

I must not hear them long 
From every loved and native haunt 
The native heir must straj^, 

And, like a ghost whom sunbeams 
daunt, 

Must part before the day 

Soon from the halls my fathers rear’d, 
Their scutcheons may descend, 

A line so long beloved and fear d 
May soon obscurely end 
No longer here Matilda s tone 
Shall bid those echoes swell , 

Yet shall they hear her proudly own 
The cause in which we fell ’ 

The Lady paused and then again 
Resumed the lay m loftier strain 

XXIV. 

'Let our halls and towers decay, 

Be our name and line forgot, 

Lands and manors pass away, — 

We but share our Monarch’s lot 


If no more our annals show 
Battles won and banners taken, 
Still in death, defeat, and woe, 

Ours be loyalty unshaken ’ 

Constant still in danger’s hour, 
Princes own’d our fathers’ aid , 
Lands and honours, wealth and po»ver. 
Well their loyalty repaid 
Perish wealth, and power, and pride * 
Mortal boons by mortals given , 
But let Constancy abide, — 

Constancy’s the gift of Heaven ’ 

XXV 

While thus Matilda’s lay was heard 
A thousand thoughts in Edmund stirr’d 
In peasant life he might have known 
As fair a face, as sweet a tone , 

But village notes could ne’er supply 
That rich and vaned melody , 

And ne’er m cottage maid was seen 
The easy dignity of mien. 

Claiming respect, yet waiving state, 
That marks the daughters of the great 
Yet not, perchance, had these alone 
His scheme of purposed guilt o’er- 
thrown , 

But while her energy of mind 
Superior rose to griefs combined, 
Lending its kindling to her eye. 
Giving her form new majesty, — 

To Edmund’s thought Matilda seem’d 
The very object he had dream’d , 
When, long ere guilt his soul had 
known, 

In Winston bowers he mused alone, 
Taxing his fancy to combine 
The face, the air, the voice divine. 

Of princess fair, by cruel fate 
Reft of her honours, power, and state, 
Till to her nghtful realm restored 
By destined hero’s conquering swoid 

XXVI 

‘ Such was my vision ! * Edmund 
thought , 

*And have I, then, the rum wrought 
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Of such a maid, that fancy ne’er 
In fairest vision form’d her peer ? 
Was it my hand that could unclose 
The postern to her ruthless foes ? 
Foes, lost to honour, law, and faith. 
Their kindest mercy sudden death • 
Have I done this ? I ' who have s\\ ore. 
That if the globe such angel bore, 

I would have traced its circle broad 
To kiss the ground 011 which she 
trod ' — 

And now — O < would that earth w ould 
rive. 

And close upon me while alive ' — 

Is there no hope ? Is all then lost ? — 
Bertram’s already on his post ' 

B\ en now, beside the Hall’s arch d 
door, 

I saw his shadow cross the floor ^ 

He was to wait my signal strain — 

A little respite thus we gam 
By what I heard the menials say, 
Young Wycliffe’s troop are on their 
way— 

Alarm precipitates the crime * 

My harp must wear away the time ’ — 
And then, m accents faint and low, 
He falter'd forth a tale of woe 

XXVII 

BALLAD 

‘And whither would you lead me, 
then ^ ’ 

Quoth the Fnar of orders grey , 
And the Ruffians twain replied again, ^ 
‘ By a dying woman to pray ’ 

* I see,’ he said, ‘ a lovely sight, 

A sight bodes little harm, 

A lady as a lily bright, 

With an infant on her arm ’ 

^Then do thine o^ce, Friar grey. 

And see thou shrive her free * 

Else shall the sprite, that parts to 
night, 

Fling all Its guilt on thee 


‘ Let mass be said, and trentals read, 
When thou rt to convent gone, 
And bid the bell of St Benedict 
Toll out its deepest tone ’ 

The shiift is done, the Friar is gone. 
Blindfolded as he came — 

Next morning, all in Littlecot Hall 
Were weeping foi their dame 

Wild Dairell is an alter’d man, 

The village crones can tell , 

He looks pale as clay, and strives to 
pray, 

If he hears the convent bell 

If prince 01 peer cross Darrell’s way. 
He 11 beard him in his pnde — 

If he meet a Friar of orders grey, 

He droops and turns aside 

XXVIXI 

‘ Harper ' methmks thy magic lays,’ 
Matilda said, ‘ can goblins raise • 
Well-nigh my fancy can discern, 

Near the dark porch, a visage stern, 
E’en now, in 3-onder shadowy nook, 

I see it I — Redmond, Wilfrid, look 
A human form distinct and clear — 
God, for thy mercy * — It draws near F 
She saw too true Stride after stride, 
The centre of that chamber wide 
Fierce Beitram gaind, then made a 
stand. 

And, proudly waving with his hand, 
Thunder’d — ‘ Be still, upon your 
lives ' — 

He bleeds who speaks, he dies who 
strives ’ 

Behind their chief, the robber crew 
Forth from the darken’d portal drew 
In silence— save that echo dread 
Return d their heavy measured tread 
The lamp’s uncertain lustre gave 
Their arms to gleam, their plumes to 
wave , 

File after file in order pass, 

Like forms on Banquo s mystic glass 
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Then, halting at their leader’s sign. 
At once the;;y form’d and curved their 
line, 

Hemming within its crescent drear 
1 heir victims, like a herd of deer 
Another sign, and to the aim 
Lev ell d at once their muskets came, 
As waiting but their chieftain’s vv ord 
To make their fatal volley heard 

XXIX 

Back m a heap the menials drew , 
\ct, e\en m moital terror, true, 

Their pale and startled group oppose 
Between Matilda and the foes 
* O, haste thee, Wilfrid ’ * Redmond 
cried , 

‘ Lndo that wicket by thy side ♦ 

Bear hence Matilda — gam the wood — 
The pass may be a while made good — 
1 hy band, ere this, must sure be nigh — 

0 speak not — dally not — but fly> ’ 
While 3^et the cro^vd their motions 

hide, 

Through the low wicket door they 
glide 

Through vaulted passages they wind, 
In Gothic intricacy tw ined , 

Wilfrid half led, and halt he bore, 
Matilda to the postern-door. 

And safe beneath the forest tree 
The Lady stands at liberty 
The moonbeams,thefresh gale’s caress. 
Renew’d suspended consciousness , — 
^Where’s Redmond eagerly she 
cries 

< Thou answ er’st not — he dies ’ he dies ’ 
And thou hast left him, all bereft 
Of mortal aid — with murderers left f 

1 know it well — he would not yield 
His sw ord to man — his doom is seal d ’ 
For my scorn’d life, w hich thou hast 

bought 

At price of Ins, I thank thee not ’ 

XXX 

The unjust reproach, the angry look, 
The heart of Wilfnd could not brook. 


‘Lady, he said, ‘ my band so neai. 

In safety thou may ’st rest thee here 
For Redmond s death thou shalt not 
mourn, 

If mine can buy his safe return ’ 

He turn’d away — his heart throbb’d 
high, 

The tear w as bursting fi om his ey e , 
The sense of her injustice press d 
Upon the maid s disti acted breast, — 
‘Stay, Wilfiid, stay ' all aid is vain ’’ 
He heard, but turn d him not again , 
He reaches now the postern door, 
Now enters —and is seen no more 

XX \i 

With all the agony that e’er 
Was gender d ’tv\ i\t suspense and fear, 
She watch’d the line of windows tall, 
Whose Gothic lattice lights the Hall, 
Distinguish d by the paly red 
The lamps m dim reflection shed, 
While all beside in w’^an moonlight 
Each grated casement glimmer dwh te 
No sight of harm, no sound of ill, 

It IS a deep and midnight still 
Who look d upon the scene had guess'd 
All in the Castle were at rest 
When sudden on the windows shone 
A lightning flash, just seen and gone» 
A shot is heard — Again the flame 
Flash’d thick and fast — a v olley came * 
Then echo’d w ildly, from vv ithin, 

Of shout and scream the mingled din, 
And weapon-clash and maddening cry. 
Of those who kill, and those who die’ — 
As fill’d the Hall with sulphurous 
smoke, 

More red, more dark, the death flash 
broke , 

And forms w ere on the lattice cast, 
That struck, or struggled, as they past 

xwii 

What sounds upon the midnight wind 
Approach so lapidly behind ^ 

It is, it is, the tramp of steeds ’ 
Matilda hears the sound, she speeds, 
N5 
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Seizes upon the leader s rein — 

‘ O, haste to aid, ere aid be vain 1 
Fly to the postein— gain the Hall ’ * 
From saddle spring the troopers all , 
Their gallant steeds, at liberty, 

Run wild along the moonlight lea 
But, ere they burst upon the scene, 
Full stubborn had the conflict been 
When Bertram mark d Matilda’s flight 
It gave the signal for the fight , 

And Rokeby’s veterans, seam’d with 
scars 

Of Scotland’s and of Erin’s wars, 
Their momentary panic o’er. 

Stood to the arms which then they bore , 
(For they were weapon’d, and prepared 
Their mistress on her way to guard ) 
Then cheer d them to the fight O’Neale, 
Then peal d the shot, and clash’d the 
steel , 

The war smoke soon with sable breath 
Darken’d the scene of blood and death, 
While on the few defenders close 
The Bandits, with redoubled blows, 
And, twice driven back, yet fierce 
and fell 

Renew the charge with frantic yell 

XXXIII 

Wilfrid has fall’n— but o’er him stood 
Young Redmond, soil’d with smoke 
and blood, 

Cheering his mates with heartand hand 
Still to make good their desperate 
stand 

'Up, comrades, up ’ in Rokeby halls- 
Ne’er be it said our courage falls 
What ’ faint ye for their savage cry, 
Or do the smoke wreaths daunt your 
eye? 

These rafters ha\ e return’d a shout 
As loud at Rokeby’s wassail rout. 

As thick a smoke these hearths have 
given 

At Hallow-tide or Christmas even 
Stand to It yet ^ renew the fight. 

For Rokeby’s and Matilda’s right I 


These slaves » they dare not, hand to 
hand. 

Bide buffet from a true man s brand ' 
Impetuous, active, fierce, and young. 
Upon the advancing foes he sprung 
Woe to the wretch at whom is bent 
His brandish’dfalchion’ssheer descent? 
Backward they scatter d as he came,. 
Like wolves before the levin flame, 
When, ’mid their howling conclave 
driven, 

Hath glanced the thunderbolt of 
heaven 

Bertram rush’d on— but HarpocA 
clasp’d 

His knees, although in death he gasp’d. 
His falling corpse before him flung, 
And round the trammell’d ruffian clung. 
Just then, the soldiers fill’d the dome. 
And, shouting, charged the felons home 
So fiei cely , that in panic dread, 

They broke, they yielded, fell, or fled. 
Bertram’s stern voice they heed no 
more, 

Though heard abo\e the battle’s roar; 
While, trampling down the dying man. 
He strove, with volley ’d threat and ban. 
In scorn of odds, in fate’s despite, 

To rally up the desperate fight 

XXXIV 

Soon murkier clouds the Hall enfold 
Than e’er from battle-thunders roll’d ; 
So dense, the combatants scarce know 
To aim or to avoid the blow 
Smothering and blindfold grows the 
fight — 

But soon shall dawn a dismal light t 
’Mid cries, and clashing arms, there 
came 

The hollow sound of rushing flame 
New horrors on the tumult dire 
Anse — the Castle is on fire * 

Doubtful, if chance had cast the brand„ 
Or frantic Bertram’s desperate hand- 
Matilda saw— for frequent broke 
From the dim casements gusts of smok^ 
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Yon tower, which late so clear defined 
On the fair hemisphere reclined, 

That, pencill’d on its azure pure, 

The eye could count each embrazure, 
Now, swath’d within the sweeping 
cloud, 

Seems giant spectre in his shroud , 
Till, from each loop hole flashing light, 
A spout of lire shines ruddy bright, 
And, gathering to united glare, 
Streams high into the midnight air, 

A dismal beacon, far and wide. 

That waken d Greta’s slumbering side 
Soon all beneath, through galleiy long. 
And pendant arch, the fire flash d 
strong, 

Snatching whatever could maintain, 
Raise, or extend, its furious reign , 
Startling, with closer cause of dread, 
The females who the conflict fled. 

And now rush’d forth upon the plain, 
Filling the air with clamours vain 

XXXV 

But ceased not yet, the Hall within, 
The shriek, the shout, the camage-dm, 
Till bursting lattices give proof 
The flames have caught the rafter d roof 
What ’ wait they till its beams amain 
Crash on the slayers and the slam ? 
The alarm is caught— the drawbridge 
faUs, 

The warriors hurr> from the walls. 
But, by the conflagration’s light, 
Upon the lawn renew the fight 
Each strugghngfelon down was hew’d, 
N ot onecould gain the sheltering wood , 
But forth the affrighted harper sprung, 
And to Matilda’s robe he clung 
Her shriek, entreaty, and command, 
Stopp’d the pursuer’s lifted hand 
Benzil and he alive were ta’en , 

The rest, save Bertram, all are slam 

xxxvi 

And where is Bertram Soaring high, 
The general flame ascends the sky, 


In gather’d group the soldiers gaze 
Upon the broad and roaring blaze, 
When, like infernal demon, sent, 

Red from his penal element. 

To plague and to pollute the air, — 
His face all gore, on fire his hair, 
Forth from the central mass of smoke 
The giant form of Bertram broke > 

His brandish’d sword on high he rears, 
Then plunged among opposing spears, 
Round his left arm his mantle truss’d, 
Received and foil’d three lances’ thrust, 
Nor these his headlong course with- 
stood, 

Like reeds he snapp’d the tough ash 
wood 

In vain his foes around him clung, 
With matchless force aside he flung 
Their boldest, — as the bull, at bay. 
Tosses the ban-dogs from his way. 
Through forty foes his path he made. 
And safely gain’d the forest glade 

XXXVII 

Scarce was this final conflict o’er, 
When from the postern Redmond bore 
Wilfrid, who, as of life bereft, 

Had in the fatal Hall been left. 
Deserted there by all his tram , 

But Redmond saw, and turn’dagam — 
Beneath an oak he laid him down, 
That in the blaze gleam’d ruddy brown. 
And then his mantle’s clasp undid , 
Matilda held his drooping head, 

Till, given to breathe the freer air, 
Returning life repaid their care 
He gazed on them with heavy sigh, — 
T could have wish’d even thus to 
diet’ 

No more he said — for now with speed 
Each trooper had regain’d his steed, 
The ready palfreys stood array’d 
For Redmond and for Rokeby’s maid , 
Two Wilfrid on his horse sustain. 
One leads his charger by the rein. 
But oft Matilda look d behind. 

As up the Vale of Tees they wind. 
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W^here far the mansion of her sires 
Beacon’d the dale with midnight fires 
In gloomy arch above them spread, 
The clouded heaven lower’d blood3. 
red , 

Beneath, in sombre light, the flood 
Appear’d to roll m waves of blood 
Then, one by one, was heard to fall 
The tower, the donjon keep, the hall. 
Each rushing down with thunder 
sound, 

A space the conflagration drow n’d , 
Till, gathering strength, again it rose 
Announced its triumph in its close, 
Shook wide its ligh^ the landscape o’er. 
Then sunk — and Rokeby wasnomore* 


Canto Sixth 

I 

The summer sun, whose early power 
Was wont to gild Matilda s bowci. 
And rouse hei with his matin ray 
Her duteous orisons to pay, — 

That morn ng sun has three times seen 
The flowers unfold on Rokeby green, 
But sees no more the slumbers fly 
From fair Matilda’s hazel eye. 

That morning sun has thi ee times broke 
On Rokeby’s glades of elm and oak, 
But, rising from their silvan screen, 
Marks no grey turrets glance between 
A shapeless mass lie keep and tower, 
That, hissing to the morning shower^ 
Can but with smouldering vapour pay 
The early smile of summer day 
The peasant, to his labour bound, 
Pauses to \iew the blacken’d mound, 
Striving, amid the ruin’d space, 

Each well-remember’d spot to trace 
That length of frail and fire-scorch’d 
wall 

Once screen’d the hospitable hall , 
"When yonder broken arch was whole, 
’Twas there was dealt the weekly dole , 


And where yon tottering columns nod, 
The chapel sent the hymn to God — 
So flits the woild s uncertain span f 
Noi zeal for God, nor love for man, 
Gives mortal monuments a date 
Beyond the power of Time and Fate 
The towers must share the buildei s 
doom , 

Rum IS theirs, and his a tomb 
But better boon benignant Heaven 
To Faith and Charity has given. 

And bids the Christian hope sublime 
Transcend the bounds of Fate and 
Time 

II 

Now the third night of summer came. 
Since that which witness’d Rokeby’s 
flame 

On Brignal cliffs and Scargill brake 
The ow let s homilies awake, 

The bittern scream’d from rush and 
flag, 

The raven slumber’d on his crag, 
Forth from his den the otter drew, — 
Grayling and trout their tyrant knew, 
As between reed and sedge he peers, 
With fierce round snout and sharpen’d 
ears, 

Or, prowling by the moonbeam cool, 
Watches the stream or swims the 
pool 

Perch’d on his wonted eyne high, 
Sleep seal’d the tercelets weaned 
ej^e. 

That all the day had watchM so well 
The cushat dart across the dell 
In dubious beam reflected shone 
That lofty cliff of pale grey stone, 
Beside whose base the secret cave 
To rapine late a refuge gave 
The crag s wild crest of copse and 3 ew 
On Greta’s breast dark shadows threw 
Shadows that met or shunn’d the sight 
With every change of fitful light , 

As hope and fear alternate chase 
Our course through life’s uncertaih 
race 1 
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III 

Gilding by crag and copsewood green, 
A solitary form %\'is seen 
To trace with stealthy pace the wold, 
Like fox that seeks the midnight fold, 
And pauses oft, and cowers dismay’d, 
At every breath that stirs the shade 
He passes now the ivy bush, — 

The owl has seen him, and is hush , 
He passes now the dodder d oak, — 
Ye heard the startled raven croak , 
Lower and lower he descends, 

Rustle the leaves, the brushwood 
bends , 

The otter hears him tread the shore. 
And dives, and is beheld no more , 
And by the cliff of pale grey stone 
The midnight wanderer stands alone 
Methinks, that by the moon we trace 
A well-remember’d form and face t 
That stripling shape, that cheek so 
pale. 

Combine to tell a rueful tale, 

Of powers misused, of passion’s force, 
Of guilt, of grief, and of remorse ’ 

'Tis Edmund’s eye, at every sound 
That flings that guilty glance around 
’Tis Edmund’s trembling haste divides 
The brushwood that the cavern hides , 
And, when its narrow porch lies bare, 
’Tis Edmund’s form that enters there 

IV 

His flint and steel have sparkled bright, 
A lamp hath lent the cavern light. 
Fearful and quick his e>e surveys 
Each angle of the gloomy maze 
Since last he left that stern abode 
It seem’d as none its floor had trode , 
Untouch’d appear’d the various spoil, 
The purchase of his comrades’ toil , 
Masks and disguises gnm’d with mud, 
Arms broken and defiled with blood, 
And all the nameless tools that aid 
Night felons m their lawless trade, 
Upon the gloomy walls were hung, 
Or lay in nooks obscurely flung 


Still on the sordid board appear 
The relics of the noontide cheer 
Flagons and emptied flasks wei e there, 
And bench 0 erthrown, and shatter’d 
chair , 

And all ai ound the semblance show’d, 
As when the final revel glow’d, 

When the red sun was setting fast, 
And parting pledge Guy Denzil past 
*To Rokeby treasure vaults *’ they 
quaff’d, 

And shouted loud and wildly laugh’d. 
Pour d maddeningfrom therocky door, 
And parted— to return no more • 

They found m Rokeby vaults their 
doom, — 

A bloody death, a burning tomb ' 

V 

There his own peasant dress he spies, 
Doffd to assume that quaint disguise ; 
And, shuddenng, thought upon his 
glee, 

When prank’d m garb of minstrelsy 
‘ O, be the fatal art accurst,’ 

He cried, ‘ that moved my folly first , 
Till, bribed by bandits’ base applause, 
I burst through God’s and Nature s 
laws ' 

Three summer days are scantly past 
Since I have trod this cavern last, 

A thoughtless wretch, and prompt to 
err — 

But, O, as yet no murderer * 

E\ en now I list my comrades’ cheer,. 
That general laugh is m mine ear, 
Which raised my pulse and steel’d my 
heart, 

As I rehearsed my treacherous part — 
And would that all since then could 
seem 

The phantom of a fever s dream ^ 

But fatal Memory notes too well 
The horrors of the dying yell 
From my despairing mates that broke, 
When flash’d the fiie and roil’d the 
smoke , 
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When the avengers shouting came, 
And hemmM us *twixt the sword and 
flame I 

My frantic flight, — ^the lifted brand, — 

That angel’s interposing hand » 

If, for my life from slaughter freed, 

I yet could paj some grateful meed • 
Perchance this object of my quest 
May aid’ — he turn’d, nor spoke the 
rest 

VI 

Due n orthward from the rugged hearth, 
With paces five he metes the earth, 
Then toil’d with mattock to explore 
The entrails of the cavern floor, 

Nor paused till, deep beneath the 
ground. 

His search a small steel casket found 
Just as he stoop’d to loose its hasp 
His shouldei felt a giant grasp , 

He started, and look’d up aghast. 
Then shriek’d « — ’Twas Bertram held 
him fast 

‘Fear not!* he said, but who could 
hear 

That deep stern voice, and cease to fear ^ 

‘ Fear not ’—By heaven, he shakes as 
much 

As partridge m the falcon’s clutch ’ ’ — 
He raised him, and unloosed his hold, 
While from the opening casket roll’d 
A chain and rehquaire of gold 
Bertram beheld it with surprise, 

Gazed on its fashion and device. 

Then, cheenng Edmund as he could. 
Somewhat he smooth’d his rugged 
mood 

For still the youth’s half-lifted eye 
Quiver’d with terror’s agony, 

And sidelong glanced, as to explore. 

In meditated flight, the door 
‘Sit,’ Bertram said, ‘from danger free 
Thou const not, and thou shalt not, 
flee 

Chance brings me hither, hill and plain 
I Ve sought for refuge-place m vain 


And tell me now, thou aguish boy. 
What makest thou here ? what means 
this toy ? 

Denzil and thou, I mark’d, were ta’en, 
What lucky chance unbound your 
chain ^ 

I deem’d, long since on Baliol s tower, 
Your heads were warp’d with sun 
and shower 

Tell me the whole — and, mark* nought 
e’er 

Chafes me like falsehood, or like fear * 
Gathering his courage to his aid, 

But trembling still, the youth obey’d 

VII 

‘ Denzil and I two nights pass’d o’er 
In fetters on the dungeon floor 
A guest the third sad morrow brought , 
Our hold dark Oswald Wy chffe sought, 
And eyed my comrade long askance. 
With fix’d and penetrating glance 
“ Guy Denzil art thou call’d — “The 
same 

“ At Court who served wild Bucking- 
hame , 

Thence banish d, won a keeper’s place. 
So Villiers will d, in Marwood-chase , 
That lost — I need not tell thee why — 
Thou madest thy wit thy wants supply, 
Then fought for Rokeby — Have I 
guess’d 

My prisoner right — “At thy be- 
hest 

He paused a while, and then went on 
With low and confidential tone , — 

Me, as I judge, not then he saw. 

Close nestled in my couch of straw — 
“ List to me, Guy Thou know’st the 
great 

Have frequent need of what they 
hate , 

Hence, in their favour oft we see 
Unscrupled, useful men like thee 
Were I disposed to bid thee live 
What pledge of faith hast thou to 
give?” 
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‘The ready Fiend, who never yet 
Hath failed to sharpen DenziFs wit, 
Prompted his he — “ His only child 
Should rest his pledge ” — The Baron 
smiled, 

And turn’d to me — “Thou art his son 
I bowed — our fetters were undone, 
And we were led to hear apart 
A dreadful lesson of his art 
Wilfnd, he said, his heir and son, 
Had fair Matilda’s favour won , 

And long since had their union been 
But for her father’s bigot spleen. 
Whose brute and blindfold party rage 
Would, force per force, her hand 
engage 

To a base kern of Insh earth. 
Unknown his lineage and his birth, 
Save that a dying ruffian bore 
The infant brat to Rokeby door 
Gentle restraint, he said, would lead 
Old Rokeby to enlarge his creed , 

But fair occasion he must find 
F or such restraint well meant and kind, 
The Knight bemgrender’d to his chsxge 
But as a prisoner at large 

IX 

‘ He school’d us m a well forged tale, 
Of scheme the Castle walls to s<^le, 
To which was leagued each Cavalier 
That dwells upon the Tyne and Wear, 
That Rokeby, his parole forgot, 

Had dealt with us to aid the plot 
Such was the charge, which DenziFs 
2eal 

Of hate to Rokeby and O Neale 
Proffer’d, as witness, to make good, 
Even though the forfeit were their 
blood 

I scrupled, until o’er and o’er 
His pnsoners’ safety Wycliffe swore , 
And then — alas* what needs there 
more? 

I knew I should not live to say 
The proffer I refused that day , 


Ashamed to live, yet loth to die, 

I soil’d me with their infamy ♦ ’ — 
‘Poor youth,’ said Bertram, ‘wavering 
still, 

Unfit alike for good or ill • 

But what fell next ? ’ — ‘ Soon as at large 
Was scroll d and sign’d bur fatal charge, 
There never yet, on tragic stage, 

Was seen so well a painted rage 
As Oswald’s show’ d* With loud alarm 
He call’d h’s garrison to arm , 

From tower to tower, from post to post, 
He hurried as if all were lost , 
Consign’d to dungeon and to chain 
The good old Knight and all his tram , 
Warn’d each suspected Cavalier, 
i Within his limits, to appear 
To morrow, at the hour of noon, 

In the high cnurch of Eghston ’ 

X 

‘Of Eghston < — Even now I pass’d,’ 
Said Bertram, ‘as the night closed fast, 
Torches and cressets gleamed around, 
I heard the saw and hammer sound, 
And I could mark they toil’d to raise 
I A scaffold, hung with sable baize, 

I Which the grim headsman’s scene 
[ display’d, 

I Block, axe, and sawdust ready laid 
I Some evil deed will there be done, 
j Unless Matilda wed his son , — 

She loves him not — ’tis shrewdly 
guess d 

That Redmond rules the damsel’s 
breast 

-This IS a turn of Oswald’s skill , 

But I may meet, and foil him still * 
How earnest thou to thy freedom?’ — 
‘There 

Lies mystery more dark and rare 
I n midst of Wycliffe’s weli-feign’d rage, 
A scroll was offer’d by a page, 

Who told, a muffied horseman late 
Had left it at the Castle gate 
He broke the seal — his cheek show’d 
change, 

Sudden, portentous, wild, and strange , 
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The mimic passion of his eye 
Was turn’d to actual agony , 

His hand like summer sapling shook, 
Terror and guilt were in his look 
Denzil he judged, m time of need, 

Fit counsellor foi evil deed , 

And thus apart his counsel broke. 
While with a ghastly smile he spoke — 

XI 

* As in the pageants of the stage. 
The dead awake in this wild age 
Mortham — whom all men deem’d 

decreed 

In his own deadly snare to bleed, 
Slam by a bravo, whom, o’er sea, 

He train d to aid in murdering me, — 
Mortham has ’scaped > The coward shot 
The steed, but harm’d the nder not ” ’ 
Here, with an execration fell, 

Bertram leap’d up, and paced the cell — 

* Thine own grey head, or bosom dark,’ 
He mutter’d, ‘ may be surer mark » ’ 
Then sat, and sign’d to Edmund, pale 
With terror, to resume his tale 

‘ Wycliffewent on — “Mark with what 
flights 

Of wilder’d revene he writes — 

THE LETTER 

* “ Ruler of Mortham’s destiny * 
Though dead, thy victim lives to thee 
Once had he all that binds to life, 

A lovely child, a lovelier wife , 
Wealth, fame, and friendship, were 
his own — 

Thou gavest the word, and they are 
flown 

Mark how he pays thee — ^To thy hand 
He yields his honours and his land, 
One boon premised , — Restore his 
child • 

And, from his native land exiled, 
Mortham no more returns to claim 
His lands, his honours, or his name , 
Refuse him this, and from the slam 
Thou shalt see Mortham nse again ” 


XII 

^ This billet while the Baron read. 

His falteringaccentsshow’d his dread , 
He press’d his forehead with his palm, 
Then took a scoinful tone and calm , 

* Wild as the winds, as billows wild * 
What wot I of his spouse or child ? 
Hither he brought a joyous dame, 
Unknown her lineage or her name 
Her, in some frantic fit, he slew , 

The nurse and child in fear withdrew 
Heaven be my witness > wist I where 
To find this youth, my lansman’sheir, — 
Unguerdon’d, I would give with joy 
The father s arms to fold his boy, 

And Mortham’s lands and towers 
resign 

To the just heirs of Mortham’s line ” 
Thou know’st that scarcely e’en his 
fear 

Suppresses Denzil’s cynic sneer , — 

“ Then happy is thy vassal s part,” 
He said, “ to ease his patron s heart 1 
In thine own jailer’s watchful care 
Lies Mortham’s just and iightful heir, 
Thy generous wish is fully won, — 
Redmond O’Neale is Mortham’s 


XIII 

' Up starting with a frenzied look, 

His clenched hand the Baion shook 
“ Is Hell at work ? or dost thou rave, 
Or darest thou palter with me, slave * 
Perchance thou wot’st not, Barnard’s 
towers 

Have racks, of strange and ghastly 
powers ” 

Denzil, who well his safety knew, 
Firmly rejoin’d, “ I tell thee true 
Thy racks could give thee but to know 
The proofs, which I, untortured, 
show 

It chanced upon a winter night, 
When early snow made Stanmore 
white, 
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That very night, when first of all 
Redmond O’Ncale saw Rokeby hall, 

It was my goodly lot to gam 
A reliquary and a chain, 

Twisted and chased of massive gold 
— Demand not how the prize I hold ’ 

It was not given, nor lent, nor sold 
Gilt tablets to the chain were hung, 
With letters in the Irish tongue 
I hid my spoil for there was need 
That I should leave the land with 
speed , 

Nor then I deem’d it safe to bear 
On mine own person gems so rare 
Small heed I of the tablets took. 

But since have spell’d them bj the 
book, 

When some sojourn in Erin’s land 
Of their wild speech had given com 
mand 

But darkling was the sense, the phrase 
And language those of other dajs. 
Involved of purpose, as to foil 
An interloper’s piymg toil 
The words, but not the sense, I knew, 
Till fortune gave the guiding clew, 

XIV 

* ** Three dzys since was that clew 
1^ reveal’d, 

In Thorsgill as I lay conceal’d, 

And heard at full when Rokeby’s maid 
Her uncle s history display d , 

And now I can interpret well 
Each syllable the tablets tell 
Mark, then Fair Edith was the joy « 
Of old O’Neale of Gland ebo> , 

But from her sire and countr3’' fled. 

In secret Mortham-’s Lord to wed 
O’Neale, his first resentment o’er, 
Despatch’d his son to Greta’s shore, 
Enjoining he should make him known 
(Until his farther will were shown) 

To Edith, but to her alone 
What of their ill starr’d meeting fell 
Lord Wyclifie knows, and none so 
welL 


O NeJe it was, who, in despair, 
Robb’d Mortham of his infant hen , 
He bled him in their nurture wild, 
And call d him murder d Connel s 
child 

Soon died the nurse , the dm belie\ ed 
What from their Chieftain they le- 
ceived 

His purpose was, that ne’er again 
The boy should cross the Irish mam p 
But, like his mountain sires, enjoj 
The woods and wastes of Clandeboj^ 
Then on the land wild troubles came* 
And stronger chieftains in ged a claim^ 
And wrested from the old man’s hands 
His native towrers, his father’s lands 
Unable then, amid the strife, 

To guard young Redmonds rights or 
hfe. 

Late and reluctant he restores 
The infant to his native shores, 

With goodly gifts and letters stored,. 
With many a deep conjuring word, 
To Mortham and to Rokeby s Lord 
Nought knew the clod of Irish earth, 
Who was the guide, of Redmond s 
birth , 

But deem’d his Chiefs commands w ere 
laid 

On both, by both to be obey ’d 
How he was wounded by the waj 
I need not, and I list not say ” 

XV r, 

* « A wondrous tale ’ and, grant it true, 
Wliat,” Wj^chfFe answer’d, ‘might I 
do? 

Heaven knows, as willingly” as now” 

I raise the bonnet from my brow, 
Would I my kinsman’s manors fair 
Restore to Mortham, or his heir , 

But Mortham is distraught — 0 Neale 
Has drawn for tyranny his steel, 
Malignant to our rightful cause. 

And train’d in Rome’s delusive laws* 
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Hark thee apart * — They whisper’d 
long, 

Till Denzil’s voice grew bold and 
strong 

'^My proofs * I never will,” he said, 
‘■'Show mortal man where they are laid 
Nor hope discovery to foreclose. 

By giving me to feed the crows , 

For I have mates at large, who know 
Where I am wont such toys to stow 
Free me from peril and from band. 
These tablets are at thy command , 
Nor were it hard to form some tram, 
To wile old Mortham o’er the mam 
Then, lunatic’s nor papist’s hand 
Should wrest from thine the goodly 
land ” 

< — '* I like thy wit, ’ said WyclifFe,*' well , 
But here in hostage shalt thou dwell 
Thy son, unless my purpose err. 

May prove the trustier messenger 
A scroll to Mortham shall he bear 
From me, and fetch these tokens rare 
Gold shalt thou have, and that good 
store, 

And freedom, his commission o’er , 
But if his faith should chance to fail, 
The gibbet frees thee from the jail ” 

xvxi 

* Mesh’d in the net himself had twined, 
What subterfuge could Denzil find ^ 
He told me, with reluctant sigh, 

That hidden here the tokens lie , 
Conjured my svnft return and aid 
By all he scoff’d and disobey’d, 

And look’d as if the noose were tied, 
And I the priest who left his side 
This scroll for Mortham Wycliffe gave, 
Whom I must seek by Greta’s wave , 
Or in the hut where chief he hides, 
Where Thorsgill’s forester resides 
(Thence chanced it, wandenng in the 
glade. 

That he descried our ambuscade ) 

I was dismiss’d as evening fell, 

And reach’d but now this rocky cell * — 


‘GiveOswald’s letter ’ — Bertram read. 
And tore it fiercely, shred by shred — 
' ^1 lies and villany » to blind 
His noble kinsman’s generous mind. 
And tram him on from day to day, 
Till he can take his life away 
And now, declare thy purpose, youth, 
Nor dare to answer, save the truth , 
If aught I mark of Denzil’s ait, 

1 11 tear the secret from thy heart ' ’ 

XVIII 

‘ It needs not I renounce,* he said, 

‘ My tutor and his deadly trade 
Fix’d was my purpose to declare 
To Mortham, Redmond is his heir , 
To tell him m what risk he stands, 
And yield these tokens to his hands 
Fix’d was my purpose to atone. 

Far as I may, the evil done , 

And fix’d it rests — if I survive 
This night, and leave this cave alive * — 
‘ And Denzil ? ’ — ‘ Let them ply the 
rack, 

Even till his joints and smews crack » 
If Oswald tear him limb from limb, 
What ruth can Denzil claim from him, 
Whose thoughtlessyouthheled astray , 
And damn’d to this unhallow’d way ^ 
He school’d me, faith and vowa were 
vain , 

Now let my master reap his gam ’ 
‘True,’ answer’d Beitram, *’tis his 
meed , 

There ’s retribution m the deed 
,^B^t thou — thou art not for our course, 
Hast fear, hast pity, hast remorse , 
And he, with us the gale who braves, 
Must heave such cargo to the waves. 
Or lag with overloaded prore, 

While barks unburden’d reach the 
shore ’ 

XIX 

He paused, and, stretching him at 
length, 

Seem’d to repose his bulky strength 



VI] 




373 


Commuiimg with his secret mind, 

As half he sat, and half reclined. 

One ample hand his forehead press’d, 
And one was dropp’d across his breast 
The shaggy ey ebrows deeper came 
Above his eyes of swarthy flame , 

His lip of pride awhile forbore 
The haughty curve till then it wore , 
The unalter’d fierceness of his look 
A shade of darken’d sadness took, — 
For dark and sad a presage press’d 
Resistlessly on Bertram’s breast, — 
And when he spoke, his wonted tone, 
So fierce, abrupt, and brief, v-as gone 
His voice was steady, low, and deep. 
Like distan t waves wh en breezes si eep , 
And sorrow mix’d with Edmund’s fear, 
Its low unbroken depth to hear 

XX 

‘Edmund, in thy sad tale I find 
The woe thatwarp’d my patron’s mind 
T would wake the fountains of the 
e>e 

In other men, but mine are dry 
Mortham must never see the fool 
That soM himself base Wyclifife’s tool , 
Yet less from thirst of sordid gam, 
Than to avenge supposed disdain 
Say, Bertram rues his fault a word, 
Till now, from Bertram never heard 
Say, too, that Mortham ’s Lord he 
pra>s 

To think but on their former days , 

On Quariana’s beach and rock, 

On Cayo’s bursting battle-shock, 

On Danen’s sands and deadly dew, 
And on the dart Tlatzeca threw , — 
Perchance my patron yet may hear 
More that may grace his comrade’s 
bier 

My soul hath felt a secret weight, 

A warning of approaching fate 
A priest had said, “ Return, repent ^ ” 
As well to bid that rock be rent 
Firm as that flint I face mine end , 
My heart may burst, but cannot bend 


XXX 

The dawning of my youth, with awe. 
And prophecy, the Dalesmen saw, 
For over Redesdale it came, 

^s bodeful as their beacon flame 
Edmund thy years were scarcely mine, 
When, challenging the clans of Tyne 
To bring their best m3- brand to prove. 
O’er Hexham’s altar hung my glove , 
But Tynedale, nor m tow er nor tow n. 
Held champion meet to take it down* 
My noontide, India may declare , 

Like her fierce sun, I fired the air ^ 
Like him, to wood and cave bade fly 
Her natives, from mine angry eye 
Panama’s maids shall long look pale 
When Rismgham inspires the tale, 
Chill’s dark matrons long shall tame 
The frow^ard child with Bertram’s name 
And now, my race of terror run. 

Mine be the eve of tiopic sun ’ 

No pale gradations quench his ray, 
No twilight dews his wrath allay, 
With disk like battle target red. 

He rushes to his burning bed 
Dyes the wide w^ave v\ ith bloody” light, 
Then sinks at once — and all is night 

X\II 

‘ Now to thy mission, Edmund Fly, 
Seek Mortham out, and bid him hie 
To Richmond, where his troops are 
laid, 

And lead his force to Redmond s aid 
Say, till he reaches Egliston, 

A fnend will watch to guard his son 
Now, fare- thee well , for night draws 
on, 

And I would rest me here alone ’ 
Despite his ill dissembled fear, 

There swam in Edmund’s e3^e a tear , 
A tribute to the courage high 
Which stoop’d not in extremity, 

But strove, irregularly great, 

To triumph o’er approaching fate ! 
Bertram beheld the dew drop start,. 

It almost touch’d his iron heart — 
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* 1 did not think there lived,’ he said, 
'‘One who would tear for Bertram 
shed’ 

Ife loosen’d then his baldric’s hold, 

A buckle broad of massive gold , — 

^ Of all the spoil that paid his pains, 
But this with Rismgham remains, 
And this, dear Edmund, thou shalt take, 
And wear it long for Bertram’s sake 
Once more — to Mortham speed amain, 
Earewell ’ and turn thee not again ’ 
xxni 

The night has yielded to the morn. 
And far the hours of prime are worn 
Oswald, who, since the dawn of day, 
Had cursed his messenger’s delay, 
Impatient question d now his train, 
*\Vas Denzil s son retuin’d again 
It chanced there answei d of the crew, 
A menial, w ho young Edmund knew 
No son of Denzil this,’ he said , 

^ A peasant boy from Winston glade, 
For song and minstrelsy renown’ d. 
An d knavish pranks, the hamlets round ’ 
■^Not Denzil’s soni — From Winston 
vale t — 

Then it was false, that specious tale , 
O r, worse, he hath despatch’d they outh 
To show to Mortham’s Lord its truth 
Fool that I was'— but ’tis too late, — 
This IS the very turn of fate * — 

The tale, or true or false, relies 
On Denzil s evidence * — He dies * — 
Ho I Provost Marshall * instantly 
Lead Denzil to the gallows-tree ' 
Allow him not a parting word , 

Short be the shnft, and sure the cord ' 
Then let his gory head appal 
Marauders from the Castle wall 
Lead forth thy guard, that duty done, 
With best despatch to Eghston 
— Basil tell Wilfrid he must straight 
Attend me at the Caslle-gate * 

XXIV 

* Alas ' ’ the old domes^-ic said, 

And shook his venerable head, 


‘ Alas, my Lord ' full ill to day 
May my young master brook the way ' 
The leech has spoke with grave alarm 
Of unseen hurt, of secret harm. 

Of sorrow lurking at the heart. 

That mars and lets his healing art ’ — ■ 
‘ lush, tell not me ' — Romantic boys 
Pine themselves sick foi airy toys 
I will find cure for Willrid soon. 

Bid him for Eghston be boune, 

And quick ' — I hear the dull death-drum 
fell Denzil’s hour of fate is come ’ 
Hepausedwuthscornfulsmile, and then 
Resumed his tram of thought agen 
‘ Now comes my fortune’s crisis near' 
Entreaty boots not — instant fear, 
Nought else, can bend Matilda’s pride, 
Or win her to be Wilfrid s bride 
But when she sees the scaffold placed, 
With axe and block and headsman 
graced, 

And when she deems, that to deny 
Dooms Redmond and her sire to die, 
She must give way Then, were the 
line 

Of Rokeby once combined with mine, 
I gam the weather-gage of fate ' 

If Mortham come, he comes too late, 
While I, allied thus and prepared, 
Bid him defiance to his beard 
If she prove stubborn, shall I dare 
Todroptheaxe^ — soft' pause we there 
M ortham still liv es — yon 3 outh may tell 
His tale — and I airfax loves him well , — 
Else, w^herefore should I now delay 
To sweep this Redmond from my 
way? 

But she to piety perforce 
Must >ield — ^Without there' sound 
to horse * 

XXV 

*Twas bustle in the court below 
‘ Mount, and march forward '’ — Forth 
they go , 

Steeds neigh and trample all around, 
Steel rings, spears glimmer, trumpets 
sound 
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Tust then was sung his parting h^ mn , 
And Denzil turn’d his eyeballs dim. 
And, scarcely conscious what he sees, 
Follows the horsemendown the Tees, 
And scarcely conscious what he hears. 
The trumpets tingle m his ears 

0 er the long bridge the> re sweeping 

now, 

The van is hid bj greenwood bough , 
But ere the rearw^ard had pass’d o er, 
Guy Denzil heaid and saw no more ’ 
One stroke, upon the Castle bell, 

To Osw aid rung his dying knell 

XXVI 

Oh for that pencil, erst profuse 
Of chivalry s emblazon d hues, 
Thattraced ofoM, in Woodstock bow er, 

1 he pageant of the Leaf and Flower, 
And bodied forth the tourney high 
Held for the hand of Emil^ ’ 

Then might I pamt the tumult broad 
1 hat to the ciow^ded abbey flow d 
And pour d, as with an ocean s sound, 
Into the church’s ample bound ’ 

Then might I show each varying mien, 
Exulting w oful or serene , 
Indifference, wnth his idiot stare, 

And S^mpath^, with anxious air , 
Paint the dejected Ca^ alier. 

Doubtful, disarm’d, and sad of cheer, 
And his proud foe, whose formal e^ e 
Claim d conquest now and mastery , 
And the brute crowd, whose emious 
zeal 

Huzzas each turn of Fortune’s wheel, 
And loudest shouts w hen low^est lie 
Exalted w^’orth and station high 
Yet what ma.y such a wish avail ^ 

^fis mine to tell an onward tale, 
Hunying, as best I can, along, 

The hearers and the hasty song , — 
Like traveller when approaching 
home, 

Who sees the shades of evening come, 
And must not now his course delay, 
Or choose the fair but winding wa^ , 


Naj , scarcely may his pace suspend, 
Where o'er his head the wildings bend, 
1 o bless the breeze that cools his brow, 
Or snatch a blossom from the bough 
xxvii 

The reverend pile lay wild and waste, 
Profaned, d shonour d, and defaced 
Through stoned lattices no moie 
In soften’d light the sunbeams poui, 
Gilding the Gothic sculpture rich 
Of shnne and nonument, and niche 
The Ci\ il fury of the time 
Made sport of sacrilegious crime , 

For dark Fanaticism rent 
Altar, and screen, and ornament, 
Andpeasant hands the tombs o’erthrew 
Of Bowes, of Rokebj , and Fitz Hugh. 
And now was seen, unwonted sight, 
In holy walls a scaffold dight ’ 

Where once the priest, of grace di\ine 
Dealt to his flock the mystic sign , 
There stood the block display d, and 
there 

The headsman gr m his hatchet bare , 
And for the \vord of Hope and Faith, 
Resounded loud a doom of death 
Hince the fierce trumpet’s breath was 
heard, 

And echo’d thrice the herald’s word, 
Dooming for breach of martial laws. 
And treason to the Commons’ cause. 
The Knight of Rokeby and O’ Neale 
To stoop their heads to block and steel 
The trumpets flourish’d high and shrill. 
Then wras a silence dead and still , 
And silent prayers to heaven were cast, 
And stifled sobs were bursting fast. 
Till from the crowd begun to use 
Murmuis of sorrow or surprise, 

And from the distant aisles there came 
Deep mutter’d threats, with Wycliffe ’s 
name 

xxvni 

But Oswmld, guarded by his band, 
Powerful in eiil, waved his hand, 
And bade Sedition s \ oice be dead, 
On peril of the murmurer s head 
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Then first his glance sought Rokeby’s 
Knight , 

Who gazed on the tremendous sight 
As calm as if he came a guest 
To kindred Baron’s feudal feast, 

As calm as if that trumpet-call 
Were summons to the banner’d hall , 
Firm in his loyalty he stood, 

And prompt to seal it with his blood 
With downcast look drew Oswald 
nigh,— 

He durst not cope with Rokeby’s 
eye » — 

And said, with low and faltering breath, 
‘ Thou know’st the terms of life and 
death ’ 

The Knight then turn’d, and sternly 
smiled 

^ The maiden is mine only child. 

Yet shall my blessing leave her head, 
If with a traitor’s son she wed * 

Then Redmond spoke ‘The life of one 
Might thy malignity atone, 

On me be flung a double guilt • 

Spare Rokeby’s blood, let mine be 
spilt ' * 

Wycliffe had listen’d to his suit. 

But dread prevail’d, and he was mute 

And now he pours his choice of fear 
In secret on Matilda’s ear, 

* An union form’d with me and mine 
Ensures the faith of Rokeby’s line 
Consent, and all this dread array, 
Like morning dream, shall pass away. 
Refuse, and, by my duty press’d, 

I give the word — thou know’st the 
rest ’ 

Matilda, still and motionless, 

With terror heard the dread address, 
Pale as the sheeted maid who dies 
To hopeless love a sacrifice , 

Then wrung her hands in agony, 

And round her cast bewilder d eye, 
Now on the scaffold glanced, and now 
On Wychffe’s unrelenting brow 


She veil’d her face, and, with a voice 
Scarce audible, — ‘ I make my choice • 
Sparebut their lives f — foraughtbeside, 
Let Wilfrid’s doom my fate decide 
He once was generous — As she 
spoke, 

Dark Wy cliffe’s j oy in triumph broke — 
‘ Wilfrid, where loiter’d ye so late ? 
Why upon Basil rest thy weight ? 

Art spell bound by enchanter’s 
wand ^ — 

Kneel, kneel, and take her juelded 
hand. 

Thank her with raptures, simple boy » 
Should tears and trembling speak thy 
joy!’— 

'O hush, my sire' To prayer and tear 
Of mine thou hast refused thine ear , 
But now the awful hour draws on 
When truth must speak in loftier tone ’ 

XXX 

He took Matilda’s hand — ‘ Dear maid, 
Couldst thou so injure me,’ he said, 

‘ Of thy poor friend so basely deem, 
As blend with him this barbarous 
scheme ? 

Alas J my efforts, made in vain, 

Might well have saved this added pain 
But now, bear witness earth and 
heaven. 

That ne’er was hope to mortal given, 
So twisted with the strings of life. 

As this — to call Matilda wife'* 

I bid it now for ever part, i 
And with the effoit bursts my heart I’ 
His feeble frame was worn so low 
With wounds, with watching, and with 
woe. 

That nature could no more sustain 
The agony of mental pain 
He kneel’d — his lip her hand had 
press’d, — - 

Just then he felt the stern arrest , 
Lower and lower sunk his head, — 
They raised him, — but the life was 
fled I 
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Then, first alarm’d, his sire and tram 
Tried every aid, but tried in vain 
The soul, too soft its ills to bear, 

Had left our mortal hemisphere. 

And sought m better woild the meed 
To blameless life by Heaven decreed 

xwi 

The wretched sire beheld, aghast, 
With Wilfrid all his projects past 
All turn’d and centred on Ins son, 

On Wilfrid all — and he was gone 

* And I am childless now,’ he said , 

* Childless, through that relentless 

maid f 

A lifetime s arts, in vain essay’d, 

Are bursting on their artist s head f 
Here lies my Wilfnd dead — and there 
Comes hated Mortham for his heir, 
Eager to knit in happy band 
With Rokebj s heiress Redmond’s 
hand 

And shall their triumph soar o er all 
The schemes deep laid to work their 
fall’ 

No deeds, which prudence might 
not dare. 

Appal not vengeance and despair 
The murd ress weeps upon his bier — 
I 11 change to real that feigned tear f 
They all shall share destruction s 
shock , — 

Ho^ lead the captives to the block*’ 
But ill his Provost could divine 
His feelings, and forbore the sign 

* Slave * to the block *— or I, or they, 
Shall face the judgment seat this day*’ 

XXXII 

The outmost crowd have heard asound 
Like horse’s hoof on harden’d ground, 
Nearer it came, and yet more near, — 
The very death’s men paused to hear 
’Tis in the churchyard now— the tread 
Hath waked the dwelling of the dead * 
Fresh sod, and old sepulchral stone. 
Return the tramp in varied tone 


All eyes upon the gateway hung, 
When through the Gothic arch there 
" sprung 

Ahorseman arm’d, atheadlongspeed— 
Sable his cloak, his plume, his steed 
Fire from the finty floor was spurn'd. 
The vaults unwonted clang retui n d ' — 
One instant’s glance around he threw, 
From saddlebow Ins pistol drew 
Grimly determined was his look * 

His chai ger with the spurs he strcok — 
All scatter’d backward as he came. 
For all knew Bertram Risingham * 
Three bounds that ncble courser ga\ e , 
The first has reach’d the central nav e, 
Ihe second clear’d the chancel wide, 
The third — he was at Wyclifte’s side 
Full levell’d at the Baron’s head, 
Rung the repoit — the bullet sped — 
And to his long account, and last. 
Without a groan dark Oswald past * 
Ail was so quick, that it might seem 
A flash of lightning, or a dream 

x\xin 

While yet the smoke the deed conceals, 
Bertram his ready charger wheels , 
But flounder’d on the pav ement floor 
The steed, and down the iider bore, 
And, bursting in the headlong swa^. 
The faithless saddle girths gave w ay 
’Twas while he toil’d him to be freed. 
And with the rein to raise the steed, 
That from amazement s iron trance 
All Wyclifie s soldiers waked at once 
^Sword, halberd, musket-but, their 
blows 

Hail’d upon Bertram as he rose , 

A score of pikes, with each a wound. 
Bore down and pinn’d him to the 
ground , 

But still his struggling force he rears, 
’Gainst hacking brands and stabbing 
spears , 

Thrice from assailants shook him free. 
Once gam’d his feet, and twice his 
knee 
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By tenfold odds oppress’d at length, 
Despite his struggles and his strength, 
He took a hundred mortal wounds 
As mute as fox ’mongst mangling 
hounds , 

And when he died, his parting groan 
Had more of laughter than of moan I 
— They gazed, as when a lion dies. 
And hunters scarcely trust their eyes, 
But bend their weapons on the slam 
I est the grim king should rouse again < 
Then blow and insult some renew d, 
And from the trunk the head had 
hew d, 

But Basil’s \ oice the deed forbade , 

A mantle o’er the corse he laid — 

* Fell as he was in act and mind. 

He left no bolder heart behind 
Then give him, for a soldier meet, 

A soldier’s cloak for winding sheet ’ 

XXXIV 

No more of death and dying pang, 

No more of trump and bugle clang, 
Though through the sounding woods 
there come 

Banner and bugle, trump and drum 
Arm’d with such powers as well had 
freed 

Young Redmond at his utmost need, 
And back’d with such a band of horse 
As might less ample powers enforce , 
Possess d of every proof and Sign 
That ga\e an heir to Mortham s line. 
And y lelded to a father s arms 
An image of his Edith’s charms — 
Mortham is come, to hear and see 
Of this strange morn the history 


What saw he ? — not the chuich’s floor 
Cumber’d with dead and stain’d with 
gore, 

What heard he^ — not the clamorous 
crowd, 

That shout their gi atulations loud 
Redmond he saw and heard alone, 
Clasp’d him, and sobb’d, ‘ My son ' my 
son » ’ — 


XXXV 

This chanced upon a summer morn, 
When 3-ellow waved the heavy corn, 
But when brown August o’er the land 
Call’d forth the reapers’ busy band, 

A gladsome sight the sih an road 
From Egliston to Mortham show d 
Awhile the hardy rustic leaves 
The task to bind and pile the sheaves, 
And maids their sickles fling aside 
To gaze on biidegioom and on bride, 
And childhood s wondering group 
draws near, 

And from the gleaner’s hands the ear 
Drops, while she folds them fora prayer 
And blessing on the lovely pan 
’Twas then the Maid of Rokeby gave 
Her plighted troth to Redmond brave. 
And Teesdale can remember yet 
How Fate to Viitue paid her debt. 
And, for theirtroubles, bade them prove 
A lengthen’d life of peace and love 


Time and Tide had thus their sway. 
Yielding like an April day, 

Smiling noon for sullen morrow, 
Years of joy for hours of sorrow > 


END OF ROKEBY 
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Between the publication of ‘The Lady of 
the Lake,’ \^hich was so eminently successful, 
and that of ‘Rokeby,’ in 1813, three years 
had intertened I snail not, I believe, be 
accused of ever having attempted to usurp 
a superiority over many men of genius, m> 
contemporaries , but in point of popularity, 
not of actual talent, the caprice of the public 
had certainly given me such a temporary 
superiority ov er men, of whom, in regard to 
poetical fancy and feeling, I scarcelv thought 
myself worthy to loose the shoe latchet On 
the other hand it w ould be absurd affectat on 
n me to deny that I conceved mvself to 
understand, more p'^rfectly than many of my 
contemporaries, the manner most likelv to 
interest the great mass of mankind 'Vet 
even with this belief, I must truly and fairly 
say that I always cons dered myself rather 
as one w ho held the bets in t me to be paid 
over to the winner, than as having any pre 
tence to keep them in my own right 
Tn the meantime vears crept on, and not 
without their usual depredations on the 
passing generation My sons had arrived 
at the age when the paternal home was no 
longer their best abode as both were dcs 
tined to active life The field sports, to 
which I was peculiarly attached had now 
less interest, and were replaced by other 
amusements of a more quiet character , and 
the means and opportunity of pursuing these 
were to be sought for I had, indeed, for 
some years attended to farming a know- 
ledge of which is, or at least was then, indis- 
pensable to the comfort of a family residing 
in a solitary)' country house , but although 
this was the favourite amusement of many 
of my friends, I have never been able to con- 
sider it as a source of pleasure I never 
could think it a matter of ^ssmg importance 
tiiat my cattle or crops were better o' more 
plentiful than those of my neighbours, and 
nevertheless I began to feel the necessity of 
some more quiet out door occupation, dif- 
ferent from those I had hitherto pursued 


I purchased a small farm of about one 
hundred acres with the purpose of planting 
and improving it, to whnh property circum- 
stances afterwards enabled me to make con 
siderable additions, and thus an era took 
place in my life, almost equal to the im 
portantone mentioned by the V icar of "Wake 
field wh-n he removed from the blue room 
to the brown In point of neighljourhood 
at least the change of nmdcnce made little 
diilcrence Vbbotsford, to which we 
remove!, was only six or seven miles down 
the Tweed, and lay on the same beautiful 
stream It d d not possess the romantic 
character of Ashestiel, mv former residence , 
but It had a stretch of meadow land along 
the river, and po sessed, m the phrase of the 
landscape gardener, considerable capabili- 
t es \bove all, the land was my own, like 
Uncle loby s bow img green, to do what I 
would with It had Icon, though the grati- 
fication was long postponed, an early wish 
of mine to connect mvself with my mother 
earth and prosecute those experiments by 
which a spec es of creative power is exercised 
over the face of nature I can trace, ev en to 
childhood a pleasure denv v d from Dodsley s 
account of Shenstone s Leasovv es, and I em fed 
the poet much more for the pleasure of 
accompl shmg the objects detailed in his 
friend s sketch of his grounds than for the 
possession of pipe, crook, flock, and Philhs 
to boot My memory alsOj tenacious of 
quaint expressions, still retained a phrase 
w hich It had gathered from an old almanack 
of Charles the Second’s time (when everv 
thing down to almanacks affected to be 
smart) n which the reader, in the month of 
June is aiHised for health's sake to walk 
a mile or two every day before breakfast, 
and, if he can possibly so manage, to let his 
exercise be taken upon his own land 

ith the satisfaction of hav mg attained 
the fulfilment of an early and long cherished 
hope, I commenced my improvements, as 
delightful in their progress as those of the 
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child who first makes a dress for a new doll 
The nakedness of the lard was in time hidden 
by woodlands of considerable extent, the 
smallest of tfossible cottages was progres 
sn ely expanded into a sort of dream of a man 
Sion house, \\ himsical in the extenor, but con 
\enient within Nor did I forget what is the 
natural pleasure of exery man who has been 
a reader , I mean the filling the shehes of a 
tolerably large library All these objects I 
kept in view, to be executed as con\ enience 
should serve, and, although I knew many 
years must elapse before they could be 
attained, I was of a disposition to comfort 
myself with the Spanish proverb, ‘ Time and 
I gainst any two ’ 

The difficult and indis.pensable point of 
finding a permanent subject of occupation 
was now at length attained , but there was 
annexed to it the necess ty of becoming 
again a candidate for public fax our, for, as 
I was turned improxer on the earth of the 
-every day xvorld, it was under condition that 
the small tenement of Parnassus which might 
be accessible to my labours, should not re 
main uncultivated 

I meditated, at first, a poem on the subject 
of Bruce, inxxhich I made some progress, but 
afterwards judged it advisable to lay it aside, 
supposing that an English story might have 
more nox elty , in consequence, the precedence 
was given to ‘ Rokeby ’ 

If subject and scenery could hax e influenced 
the fate of a poem, that of * Rokeby ’ should 
ihaxe been eminently distinguished, for the 

f rounds belonged to a dear friend with whom 
had lived in habits of intimacy for many 
years, and the place itself united the romantic 
oeauties of the wilds of Scotland with the rich 
and smiling aspect of the southern portion ot 
the island jBut the Cavaliers and Roundheads 
whom I attempted to summon up to tenant 
this beautiful reg on, had for the public neither 
the novelty nor the peculiar interest of the 
primitix e Highlanders Th s, perhaps, w as 
scarcely to be expected, considering that the 
general mind sympathizes readily and at once 
with the stamp which nature herself has affixed 
upon the manners of a people living in a simple 
and patriarchal state , whereas it has more 
difiiculty in understanding or interesting itself 
m manners founded upon those peculiar habits 
of think ng or acting which are produced by 
the progress of society We cculd read w itn 
pleasure the tale of the adventures of a Cos- 
sack or a Mongol Tartar, while we only 
wonder and stare oxer those of the lovers 
itt ‘The Pleasing Chinese History,’ where the 
-embarrassments turn upon difficulties arising 
out of unintelligible del cacies peculiar to the 
customs and manners of that affected people 
The cause of my failure had, however, afar 
deeper root The manner, or style, which, 
by its novelty, attracted the public in an un 
usual degree, had now, after having been three 
times before them, exhausted the patience of 
the reader, and began in the fourth to lose its 


charms The reviewers may be said to hax e 
apostrophized the author in the language of 
Parnell’s Edwin — 

And here reverse the charm he cries 

And let it fairly now suff ce 
The gambol has been shown 

The licentious combination of rhjmes, in 
a manner not perhaps x ery congenial to our 
language, had not been confined to the author 
Indeed, in most similar cases^ the inventors 
of such novelties have their reputation de 
stroyed by their own imitators as Actaeon 
fell under the f uiy of his ow n dogs The pre 
sent author, like Bobadil, had taught his trick 
of fence to a hundred gentlemen (and ladies) 
who could fence very nearly or quite as well 
as himse f For this there was no remedy, 
the harmony became tiresome and ordinary, 
and both the ong nal inventor and his inven 
tion must hax^e fallen into contempt if he haii 
not found out another road to public favour 
What has been said of the metre only roust 
be considered to apply equally to the struc 
tuie of the poem ana of the style The x ery 
best passages of any popular style are not, 
perhaps, susceptible of imitation but they 
may be approached by men of talent , and 
those who are less able to copy them at least 
lay hold of their peculiar features so as to 
produce a strong burlesque In either x\a>, 
the effect of the manner is rendered cheap 
and common , and, m the latter case, nd cu 
lous to boot The evil consequences to ax 
author’s reputation are at least as fatal as 
those w h ch come upon the musical composer 
when his melody falls into the hands of the 
sti eet ballad singer 

Of the unfavourable species of imitation, 
the author’s style gave room to a very large 
number owing to an appearance of facilit) 
to which some of those who used the measure 
unquestionably leaned too far The effect of 
the more fax ourable imitations, composed by 
persons of talent, was almost equally un 
fortunate to the ong nal minstrel, by showing 
that they could overshoot him with his own 
bow In short, the popularity which once 
attended the School^ as it w as called, w as now 
fast decaying 

Besidesallthis tohaxekepthisground at the 
crisis w hen ‘Rokeby ’ appeared, its author ought 
to have put forth his utmost strength, ana to 
have possessed at least all his original adxan 
tages, for a mighty and unexpected rival was 
adv ancing on the stage — a rival not in poetical 
powers only, but m that art of attracting 
opulanty m which the present writer had 
itherto preceded better men than himself 
The reader w ill easily see that Bj ron is here 
meant, who, after a little velitation of no great 
promise, now appeared as a senous candidate, 
in the First Two Cantos of ‘ Childe Harold ’ 
I was astonished at the power evinced by 
that work, which neither the Hours of Id’e 
ness’ nor the ‘ English Bards and Scotch Re 
viewers ’ had prepared me to expect from its 
author There was a depth in his thought, 
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an ea^er abundance in his diction, -which 
argued full confidence in the inexhaustible 
resources of -which he felt himself possessed , 
and there was some appearance of that labour 
of the file -which indicates that the author is 
conscious ofthe necessity of doing everj justice 
to h s work that it may pass warrant Lord 
Byron -was also a traveller, a man whose ideas 
were fired by having seen, in distant scenes of 
difficult} and danger, the places whose very 
names are recorded in our bosoms as the 
shrines of ancient poetry For bis own mis 
fortune, perhaps, but certainly to the high 
increase of his poetical character, nature had 
mixed in Lord Byron ssjstera those passions 
which agitate the human heart with most 
violence, and which may be said to have 
hurried his bright career to an early close 
There w^ould have been little wisdom in 
measuring my lo-ce with so formidable an 
antagonist , and I w as as likcl v to tire of play 
mg the second fiddle m the concert, as my au 
dience of hearing me Age also w as ad\ ancing 
I was growing insensible to those subjects 
of excitation By which jouth is agitated 
1 had around me the most pleasant but least 
exciting of all society, that of kind fnends 
and an affectionate family My circle of 
employments was a narrow one , it occupied 
me constantly, and it became daily more 
difficult for me to interest myself in poetical 
composition 

* How happUj the days of Thalaba went by ’ 

Yet, though conscious that I must be, in 
the opinion of good judges, inferior to the 
place I had for four or fiv e y ears held in letters, 
and feeling alike that the latter was one to 
which I had only a temporary right, I could 


not brook the idea, of relinquishing literary 
occupation, which had been so loi^ iny chief 
diversion Neither was I disposed to choose 
the alternative of sinking into a mere editor 
and commentator, though that was a species 
of labour which I had practised, and to which 
I was attached But I could not endure to* 
think that I might not, whether known or 
concealed, do something of more importance 
My inmost thoughts were those of the Troian 
captain in the galley race — 

Non jam priina peto Mnestheus neque sincere 
certo 

Quanquani O 1— sed superent qmbus hoc, Neptane^ 
dedisti 

Extreinos puclcat reclitsse hoc vincite cn es 

Lt prohibcte nefas. — > I94-I97 

I had, indeed, some private reasons for ray 
Quanquam 0 > which were not wors than 
those of Mnestheus I have already hinted 
that the materials were collected for a poem 
on the subject of Bruce, and fragments of it 
had been shown to some of my mends, and 
received with applause Notwithstanding, 
therefore, the eminent success of Byron, and 
the great chance of his taking the wind eut 
of my sails, there was, I judged, a species of 
cowardice in desisting from the task which 
I had undertaken, and it was time enough to 
retreat when the battle should be more de- 
cidedly lost 1 he sale of ‘ Rokeby,’ excepting- 
as compared with that of ‘The Lady of the 
Lake,’ was in the highest degree respectable , 
and as it included fifteen hundred quartos, m 
those quarto-reading days, the trade had no 
reason to be dibsatisfied 

WALTER SCOTT* 
Abbotsford, April 1830 


NOTES 


Note I 

On Barnard's lowers, and Tees's stream 

—P 313 

‘Barnard Castle,’ saith old Leland 
‘standeth stately upon Tees It is founded"* 
upon a very high bank, and its ruins impend 
over the river, including within the area 
a circuit of six acres and upwards This 
once magnificent fortress derives its name 
from Its founder, Barnard Baliol, the ances 
tor of the short and unfortunate dy nasty of 
that name which succeeded to the Scottish 
tlirone under the patronage of Edw ard I and 
Edward III Baliol s Tower, afterwards 
mentioned in the poem is a round tower of 
great size, situated at the western extremity 
of the building It bears marks of great 
antiquity, and w as remai kable for the curious 
construction of its vaulted roof, which has 
been lately greatly injured by the opera 


tions of some persons, to whom the tower has 
been leased for the purpose of making patent 
shot ’ The prospect from the top of BalioTs 
To-wer commands a rich and magnificent 
view of the wooded valley of the Tees 
Barnard Castle often changed masters 
dunng the middle ages. U port the forfeiture 
of tlie unfortunate John Baiiol the first king 
of Scotland of that familv, Elward I seized 
this fonress among the other English estates 
of his refractory \assal It was afterwards 
vested m the Beauchamps of W arwick and 
in the Staffords of Buckingham, andwasaUo 
sometimes in the possession of the Bishops of 
Durham, and sometimes in that of the crown 
Richard III is «aid to have enlarged and 
strengthened its fortifications and to have 
made it for some time his principal residence, 
for the purpose of bridling and suppressing 
the Lancastrian faction in the northern 
counties From the Staffords, Barnard 
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Castle passed, probably by marriage into 
the possession of the povierful Ne\illes, Earls 
of \\ estmoreland, and belonged to the last 
representatne of that family, when he en 
gaged with the Earl of Northumberland in 
the ill concerted insurrection of the twelfth of 
Queen Elizabeth Upon this occasion, how 
e\ er, Sir George Bow es of Sheatlam, w ho held 
great possessions in the neighbourhood, anti 
cipated the two insurgent earK, by seizing 
upon and garrisoning Barnard C astle, which 
he held out for ten days against all their 
forces, and then surrendered it upon honour 
able terms See Sad'er s State Papers, \ol 
n p 1530 In a ballad, contained in Percy s 
Reliques of Anciert Poetry, vol 1 , the siege 
4S thus commemorated — 

Then Sir George Bowes he straight way rose 
After them some spoyle to make 
These no'ile erles turned bad agame 
^nd aye they vowed that knii,ht to take 

That baron he to his castle fled 
To Barnard Castle then fled he 
The uttermost walles were eathe to won 
The erles havf won them presenthe 

The uttermost walles were lime and brick 
But tliouf,h they won them soon anone 
Long ere they wan the innermost v/alles 
I or they were cut m rowk and stone 

By the suppression of this rebellion, and the 
consequent forfeiture of the Earl of West 
moreland, Barnard Castle reverted to the 
crown, and was sold or leased out to Car, 
Earl of Somerset, the guilty and unhappy 
favourite of James I it was afterwarefs 
granted to Sir Henry Vane the elder, and was 
tlierefore, m all probability, occupied for the 
Parliament, whose interest during the Cnil 
W ar was so keenl> espoused by the Vanes 
It is now, with the other estates of that family, 
the property of the Right Honourable Earl 
of Darlington 


Note II 

fza human ear, 

Unsharpen^d by revenue and fear. 

Could e'er dtsUngmsh horse's clank 
— P 314 

I have had occasion to remark, m real 
JifCj the effect of keen and ferv ent anxiety in 
giving acuteness to the organs of sense My 
gifted friend, Miss Joanna Baillie, whose 
dramatic works display such intimate ac 
quaintance with the operations of human 
passion, has not omitted this remarkable cir* 
cumstance — 

Monfort [OJThts guard) Tis Rezenvelt 
1 beard bis well known foot 
From the first staircase mounting step by step 
Freb How quick an ear thou hast for distant sound t 
I heard him not 

\pe Montfot t looks embarrassed and ts stlettf ) 


Note III 

The morion's plumes his visage hide. 

And the buff coat an ample fold, 

Mantles his form's gigantic fnould 
— P 314 

The use of complete suits of armour was 
fallen into disuse during the Civil War 
though they were still worn by leaders of 
rank and importance ‘ In the reign of King 
James I,’ sajs our military antiquary, ‘no 
great alterations were made in the article of 
defensive armour, except that the buff coat, 
or jerkin, which was originally worn under 
the cuirass, now became frequently a substi- 
tute for it, it having been found that a good 
buff leather would of itself resist the stroke of 
a sword, this, however onlj occasionally took 
place among the light armed cavalry and 
infantry, complete suits of armour being still 
used among the heavy hoise Buff coats 
continued to be worn by the city trained 
bands till within the memory of persons now 
living so that defensiv e armour may in some 
measure^ be said to have terminated m the 
same materials with which it began that is, 
the skins of animals, or leather * — Grose’s 
Military Antiquities Loud i8oi, 410, vol 
11 p 323 

Of the buff-coats, which were worn over the 
corslets, se\ era! are yet preserved , and 
Captain Grose has giv en an engraving of one 
which was used in the time of Chai les I by 
Sir Francis Rhodes, Bart of Balbrough Halt, 
Derbyshire They were usually lined with 
silk or linen, secured before by buttons, or 
by a lace, and often richly decorated with 
jold or silver embroidery From the fol 
owing curious account of a dispute respecting 
a buff coat between an old roundhead captain 
and a justice of peace, by whom his arms 
were seized after the Restoration, we learn, 
that the value and importance of this de 
fensive garment were considerable — ‘ \ party 
of hor&e came to my house, commanded by 
Mr Peebles , and he told me he was come 
for my arms and that I must deliver them 
I asked him for his order He told me he 
had a better order than Oliver used to give , 
and, clapping his hand upon his sword hdt, 
he said, that was his order 1 told him, if he 
had none but that, it was not sufficient to take 
my arms , and then he pulled out his warrant, 
and I read it It was signed by Wentworth 
\rmitage, a general warrant to search all 
persons they suspected, and so left the power 
to the soldiers at their pleasure They came 
to us at Coalley Hall, about sun setting, 
and I caused a candle to be lighted, and 
conveyed Peebles into the room where my 
arms were My arms were near the kitchen 
fire , and there they took away fowling pieces, 

E istols, muskets, carbines, and such like, 
etter than £1^ Then Mr Peebles asked me 
for my buff coat , and I told him they had 
no order to take away my apparel He 
told me I was not to dispute their orders; 
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but if I would not deluer it, he would carry 
me away prisoner, and had me out of doors 
liet he let me alone unto thi, next morning-, 
that I must wait upon Sir John, at Halifax, 
and, comings before him, he threatened me, 
and said, it I did not send the coat, for it 
was too good for me to keep I told him it 
was not in his power to demand my apparel , 
and he, growing into a fit, called me rebel 
and traitor and said, if I did not send the 
coat with all speed, he would send me where 
I did not like well I told him I was no rebel, 
and he did not well to call me so before these 
soldiers and gentlemen, to make me the mark 
for every one to shoot at I departed the 
room , >et, notwithstanding all the threaten 
mgs, did not send the coat But the next day 
he sent John L-yster, the son of Mr Thomas 
Lyster, of Shipdf n Hall, for this coat, with 
a letter, verbatim thus — “Mr Hodson, I 
admire vou will plav the child so with me as 
3 ou have done, m wri mg such an inconsidcr 
ate letter Let me have the buff coat sent 
foithwith otherwise you shall so hear from 
me as will not very well please >ou ” I was 
not at home when this messenger came , but 
1 had ordered my ^vifc not to deliver it, but, 
if they would take it, let them look to it 
and he took it away, and one of Sir John’s 
brethren wore it many >ears after They 
sent Captain Butt to compound w ith my w ife 
about It, but I sent word I would have my 
own again but he adv ised me to take a price 
for it, and make no more ado I said, it was 
hard to take raj arms and apparel too , I had 
laid out a great deal of money for them , 
I hoped they did not mean to destroy me, by 
taking my goods illegally from me He said 
he would make up tne matter, if I pleased, 
betw ixt us , and, it seems, had brought Sir 
John to a price for my coat I would not 
have taken £, lo for it , he would have given 
about ;^4 , but, wanting my receipt for the 
money, he kept both sides and I had nev er 
sat isfaction ’ — Memoirs of Ca^iainHodgson 
Ddin 1806, p 178 


Note IV 

On hts dark face a scorchinf clime^ 

And toil^ had done the -work of time 

Death had he seen hy sudden blow^ 

By wasting" plague^ by tortures slow 
“P 3*5 

In this character I have attempted to 
sketch one of those West Indian adv enturers, 
who, during the course of the seventeenth 
century, were popularly known by the name 
of Bucaniers The successes of the English 
in the predatory incursions upon Spanish 
Amenca, during the reign of El zabetn, had 
never been forgotten , and, from that period 
downward, the exploits of Drake and Raleigh 
■were imitated, upon a smaller scale indeed, 
bat with equally desperate valour, bj small 


bands of pirates, gathered from all nations, 
but chiefly Frendi and English The en 
grossing policy of the Spaniards tended 
greatly to increase the number of these free 
hooters, from whom their commerce and 
colonies suffered, in the issue, dreadful cala 
mity The Windwaid Islands, which the 
Spaniards did not deem worthy their own 
occupation, had been gradually settled by 
adventurers of the French and Lnghsh nations 
But I redenc of Toledo who was despatcheO 
m i6$o with a powerful fleet against the 
Dutch, had orders from the Court of Madrid 
to destroy these colonies whose vicin ty at 
onceoffended the pride andexcited the jealous 
suspic ons of their Spanish neighbours This 
order the Spanish Admiral executed with 
sufiicunt rigour, but tl e only consequence 
was, that the planters, being rendered des- 
perate by persecution oegan, under the well 
known name of Bucaniers, to commence 
a retaliation so horridly savage, that the 
perusal makes the reader shudder When 
they carried on their depredations at sea, 
they boarded, without respect to disparity of 
number, every Spanish ves&el that came m 
their way , and, demeaning themselves, both 
in the battle and after the conquest, more like 
demons than human beings, they succeeded 
in impressing their enemies with a sort of 
superstitious terror, which rendered them m 
capable of offering effectual resistance From 
piracy at sea, they advanced to making 
predatory descents on the Spanish temtones, 
m which they displajed the same furious and 
irresistible valour, the same thirst of spoil, 
and the same brutal inhumanity to their 
captiv es The large treasures w hich they ac 
quired in their adv entures they dissipated by 
the most unbounded licentiousness m gaming, 
women, w me, and debauchery of ev erj species 
When their spoils were thus wasted, they 
entered into some new association, and under- 
took new adv entures For farther particulars 
concerning these extraordinary banditti, the 
reader may consult Raynal, or the common 
and popular book called the History of the 
Bucaniers 


Note \ 

On Ma^ St on heath 

Met^ front to fronts the ranks of death 

— P 3*6 

The well know n and desperate battle of 
Long Marston Moor, wh ch terminated so 
unfortunately for the cause of Charles, com- 
menced under very different auspices Prince 
Rupert had marched with an army of 20,000 
men for the relief of York, then besieged by 
S r Thomas Fairfax, at the head of the 
Parliamentary army, and the Earl of Lcien, 
w ith the Scottish auxiliary forces In this he 
so completely succeeded, that he compelled 
the besiegers to retreat to Marston Moor, 
a large open plain about eigh«. miles distant 
from the city Thither they were followed 
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by the Prince, -viho had no'w. united to his 
army the garrison of York, probably not less 
than 10,000 men strong under the gsdlant 
Marquis (then Eail) of Newcastle white 
locke has recorded, with much impartiality, 
the following particulars of this eventful day 
—‘The right wing of the Parliament was 
commanded by Sir Thomas Fairfax, and 
consisted of all his horse, and three regiments 
of the Scots horse, the left wing was com 
manded by the Earl of Manchester and 
Colonel Cromwell One body of their foot 
was commanded by Lord Fairfax, and 
consisted of his foot, and two bngades of the 
Scots foot for reserve , and the mam body 
of the rest of the foot was commanded by 
General Le^ en 

‘The light wing of the Prince’s army was 
commanded by the Earl of Newcastle the 
left wing by the Prince himself, and the 
main body by General Goring Sir Charles 
Lucas, and Major General Porter Thus 
were both sides drawn up into battalia 

‘July 3rd 1644 In this posture both 
armies faced each other, and about seven 
o’clock in the morning the fight began 
between them The Prince, with his left 
wing, fell on the Parliament’s right wing, 
routed them and pursued them a great way . 
the like did General Goring, Lucas, and 
Porter, upon the Parliaraent"s mam body 
The three generals, giving all for lost, hasted 
out of the field, and many of their soldiers 
fled, and threw dow n their arms , the King’s 
forces too eagerly following them, the victory, 
now almost achieved by them, was again 
snatched out of their hand-* For Colonel 
Cromwell, with the brave regiment of his 
countrymen, and Sir Thomas Fairfax, having 
rallied some of his horse, fell u^n the 
Pnnee’s right wing, where the Earl of 
Newcastle was, and routed them , and the 
rest of their companions rallying, they fell 
altogether upon the divided bodies of Rupert 
and Goring, and totally dispersed them, and 
obtained a complete victory, after three 
hours’ fight 

‘From this battle and the pursuit, some 
reckon were buried 7000 Englishmen, all 
agree that above 3000 of the Prince’s men 
were slam in the battle, besides those m the 
chase, and 3000 pnsoners taken, many of their 
chief oflScers, twenty five pieces of ordnance, 
forty seven colours, 10,000 arms, two wag- 
gons of carabms and pistols, 130 barrels 
of powder and all their bag and bag 
gage ’— Whitelocke's fol p 80 

Lond 1683 

Lord Clarendon informs us, that the King, 
reviQus to receiving the true account of the 
attle, had been informed, by an express 
from Oxford, ‘that Prince Rupert had not 
only relieved York, but totally defeated the 
Scots, with many particulars to confirm it, 
all which was so much believed there, that 
they had made public fires of joy for the 
victory » 


Note \I 

Monckton and Mtiton told the news 
How troops of Roundheads choked the Ouse^ 
And many a bonny Scoi^ aghast^ 
furring hts palfrey northward, past, 
Curstng the day when seal or meed 
First lured their Lesley o'er the Tweed 

-P 319 

Monckton and Mitton are villages near 
the river Ouse, and not very distant from the 
field of battle The particulars of the action , 
were v lolently disputed at the time , but 
the following extract, from the Manuscript 
History of the Baronial House of Somerv ille, 
is decisive as to the flight of the Scottish 
general, the Earl of Leven The particulars 
are given by the author of the history on the 
authority of his father, then the representativ e 
of the family Ihis curious manuscript has 
been published by consent of my noble friend, 
the present Lora Somerville 

‘The order of this great battell, whenn 
both armies was neer of ane equal 1 number, 
consisting, to the best calculatione, neer to 
three score thousand men upon both sydes, 

I shall not take upon me to discryve , albeit, 
from the draughts then taken upon the place, 
and information I receaved from this gentle 
man, who being then a volunteer, as having 
no command, had opportunitie and libertie 
to ryde from the one wing of the armieto the 
other, to view all ther several squadrons of 
horse and battalhons of foot, how formed, 
and in what manner drawn up, with every 
other circumstance relating to the fight, and 
that both as to the King’s armies and that 
of the Parliament’s, amongst whom, untill 
the engadgraent, he went from statione to 
statione to observe ther order and forme, 
but that the descnptione of this battell, with 
the various success on both sides at the 
beginning, with the loss of the royal armie, 
and the sad effects that followect that mis- 
fortune as to his Majestic s interest, hes been 
so often done already by English authors, 
little to our commendatione, how justly 
I shall not dispute, seing the truth is, as our 
pnncipall generall fled that night neer fourtie 
mylles from the place of the fight, that part 
of the armie where he commanded being 
totailie routed , but it is as true, that much 
of the V ictone is, attnbuted to the good con 
duct of David Lesselie lievetennent generall 
of our horse Cromw ell himself, that minione 
of fortune, but the rod of God’s wrath, to 
punish eftirward three rebellious nations, 
disdained not to take orders from him, albeit 
then in the same qualitie of command for the 
Parliament, as being lievetennent general to 
the Earl of Manchester’s horse, whom, with 
the assistance of the Scots horse, haveing 
routed the Prince’s right wing, as he had 
done that of the Parliament’s These two 
commanders of the horse upon that wing 
wisely restrained the great bodies of their 
horse from persuing these brocken troups^ 
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bat, wheelling to the left hand falls in upon 
the naked flanks of the Prince s mam battal 
lion of foot, carying them doune \\ ith great 
violence, nether mett the> with any great 
resistance untill they came to the Marques 
of ISewcastle his battallione of Vn- hite Coats, 
who, firsst peppering them soundly with ther 
shott, when thev came to charge, stoutly bore 
them up with their picks that they could not 
enter to break, them Here the Parliament s 
horse of that wing receaved ther greatest 
losse, and a stop lor sometyme putt to ther 
hoped for victone, and that only by the 
stout resistance of this gallant battallione, 
which consisted neer of four thousand foot, 
until at length a Scots regiment of dragouns 
commanded by Collonell Fnzeall, with other 
two, was brought to open them upon some 
hand, which at length they did, when all the 
ammunitione was spent Having refused 
quarters, every man fell m the same order 
and ranke wherein he had foughten 

*Be this execution was done the Prince 
returned from the persuite of the right wing 
of the Parliament’s horse, which he had 
beatten and followed too farre, to the loss>e 
of the batteli, which certanely in all men’s 
opinions, he might have carved if he had not 
been too violent upon the pursuite, which 
ga\e his enemies upon the left hand oppor 
tunitie to disperse and cut doune his infantne, 
who, haveing cleared the field of all the 
standing bodies of foot, wer now, with many 
of the r oune, standing ready to 
receav e the charge of his ailmost spent horses, 
fl he should attempt it which the Prince 
observeing, and seeing all lost, he retreated 
to Yorke with two thousand horse Not 
withstanding of this, ther was that night such 
a constematione in the Parliament armies, 
that It’s believed by most of those that wer 
there present, that if the Prince, havemg so 
great a body of horse inteire, had made ane 
onfall that night, or the ensueing morning 
betyme, he had carryed the victorie out of 
ther hands , for it ’s certane, by the morning s 
light, he had rallyed a body of ten thousand 
men, wherof ther was neer three thousand 

S Jlant horse These, with the assistance of 
e toune and garnsoune of Tcorke, might 
have done much to have recovered the 
victoiy, for the loss of this batteli in effect 
lost the King and his interest in the three 
kingdomes, his Majes le never being able 
cftir this to make head m the north, but lost 
his garrisons every da} 

‘As for Generali Lesselie, in the beginning 
of this flight haveing that part of the army 
quite brocken, whare he had placed himself, 
by the valour of the Prince, he imagined, 
and was confermed by the opinione of others 
then upon the place with hnr, that the batteli 
was irrecoverably lost, seeing the> wer fleeing 
upon all hands, theirfore Siey humblie in 
treated his excellence to reteir and wait h s 
better fortune, which, without farderadvyse 
mg, he did , and never drew bridle until! he 


came the lenth of Leads, having ridden all 
that night with a cloak of drap de berrie 
about him belonging to this gentleman of 
whom I write, then in his rttmue, with many 
other officers of good qualitie It was neer 
twelve the ne\t day befor they had the 
certanety who was master of the field, wheix 
at length ther arryves ane expresse, sent by 
DaviaLtsselie, to acquaint the General they 
had obtained a most glorious victory, and 
that the Prince, with his brocken troupes, 
was fled from Yorke This intelligence was 
somewhat amazeing to these gentlemen that 
had been eje witnesses to the disorder of the 
armie before ther retearing, and had then 
accompanved the Geneial in his flight , who, 
being much wearyed that evening of the 
batteli with ordering of his armie, and now 
quite spent with his long journey in the 
night, had caste n himselfe doune upon a bed 
to rest, when th s gentleman comeing qu} etly 
into his chamber, he awoke and hastily erves 
out, “Lievetennen -collonell, what new s’ — 
“ A.I1 IS safe, may it please your Excellence , 
the Parliament’s armie lies obtained a great 
victory ” and then delivers the letter The 
Generali upon the hearing of this, knocked 
upon his breast, and sajes, “ I v\ould to God 
I had died upon the place ' ” and then opens 
the letter which, in a few lines, gave ane 
account of the victor), and m the close 
pressed his speedy returnc to the armie, 
w hich he did the next day, being accompan) ed 
some mylles back by this gentleman, who 
then takes his leave of him, and receaved at 
parting many expressions of ky ndenesse, w ith 
promises that he would never be unmy ndful 
of his care and respect towards him , and in 
the end he intreats him to present his service 
to all his friends and acquaintances in Scot- 
land Thereftir the Generali sets forward m 
his journey for the armie, as this gentleman 
did for , in order to nis trans 

portatione for Scotland, where he arryved 
sex dayes eftir the fight of Mestoune Muir, 
and gave the first true account and desenp 
tione of that great batteli, wherein the 
Covenanters then gloiyed soe much, that 
they imp ously boasted the Lord had now 
signally appeared for his cause and people , 
1 toeing ordinary for them, dureing the whole 
time o? this warre, to attribute the greatnes 
of their success to the goodnes and justice of 
ther cause, untill Divine Justice trysted them 
with some crosse dispensatione, and then you 
might have heard this lan^age from them, 
“That it pleases the Lord to give his oune 
the heavy est end of the tree to bear that the 
saints and tlie people of God must still be 
sufferers while they are here away, that the 
malignant party was God’s rod to punish 
them for ther unthankfullnessej which in the 
endhewill cast into the fire,’’ with athousand 
other expressions and scripture citations, 
prophanely and blasphemously uttered by 
them, to palliate ther v illainie and rebellion ’ 
—■Memoirs of the Somervilles Edin 1815 
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Note VII 

Azs iarb''d k&rse^ fresh itdtnffs say^ 
Stout Cromwell has redeem'd the day 

— P319 

Cromwell, with his regiment of cuirassiers, 
had a principal share m turning the fate of 
the day at Marston Moor , which was equally 
matter of triumph to the Independents, and 
of gnef and heartburning to the Presby- 
terians and to the Scottish Pnncipal Baillie 
expresses his dissatisfaction as follows — 
*The Independents sent up one quickly to 
assure that all the glory of that ni^t was 
theirs, and they and their Major General 
Cromwell had done it all there alone but 
Captain Stuart afterward showed the vanity 
and falsehood of their disgraceful relation 
God gave us that victory w onderfully There 
were three generals on each side, Lesley, 
Fairfax, and Manchester , Rupert, Newcastle, 
and King Within half an hour and less, all 
six took them to their heels , — this to you 
alone The disadvantage of the ground, and 
Molence of the flower of Prince Rupert’s 
horse, carried all our right wing dow n , only 
Eglinton kept ground, to hts great loss , his 
lieutenant crowner, a brave man, I fear shall 
die, and his son Robert be mutilated of an 
arm Lindsay had the greatest hazard of 
any, but the beginning of the Mctory was 
from David Lesly, who before was much 
suspected of evil designs he, with the Scots 
and Cromwell’s horse, having the advantage 
of the ground, did dissipate all before them ’ 
Baillie’ s I etters and Journals Edm 
1785, 8vo, 11 36 


Note VIII 

Do not my native dales prolong^ 

^ Percy Rede the irag-icsonr^ 
u rain'd forward to his hlooay fall^ 

By GtrsonJUldy that treacherous Hall 
— P 319 

In a poem, entitled ‘The Lay of the Reed- 
watet Minstrel,’ Newcastle, 1809, this tale, 
with many others peculiar to the valley of 
the Reed, is commemorated — ‘The par 
ticulars of the traditional story of Parcy Reed 
of Troughend, and the Halls of Gireonfield, 
the author had from a descendant of the 
familyof Reed h rom h is account, it appears 
that Tercival Reed, Esquire, a keeper of 
Reedsdale, was betrajed by the Halls (hence 
denominated the false hearted Ha’s)to a band 
of moss troopers of the name of Crosier, who 
slew him at Batinghope, near the source of 
the Reed 

‘The Halls w ere, after the murder of Parcy 
Reed, held m such universal abhorrence and 
contempt by the inhabitants of Reedsdale, 
for tbeif cowardly and treacherous behaviour, 
4 Lhat they were obliged to leave the country * 
In another passage, we are informed that the 
ghost of the injured Borderer is supposed to 


haunt the banks of a brook called the Pringle 
These Redes of Troughend were a very 
ancient family, as may be conjectured from 
their deriving their surname from the river 
on which they had their mansion An epitaph 
on one of their tombs affirms, that the family 
held their lands of Troughend, which are 
situated on the Reed, nearly opposite to 
Otterburn, for the incredible space of nine 
hundred yeais 

Note IX 

And near the spot that gave me name^ 

Xhe moated mound ofRisingham, 

Where Reed upon her margin sees 
Sweet Woodbume's cottages and irees^ 
Some ancient sculptor's art has shown 
An outlaw s image on the stone — P 319 

Rismgham, upon the river Reed, near the 
beautiful hamlet of Woodbum is an ancient 
Roman station, formerly called Habitancum 
Camden says, that in his time the popular 
account bore, that it had been the abode of 
a deity, or giant called Magon , and appeals, 
m support of this tradition, as well as to 
the et3^ology of Rismgham, or Reisenham, 
which signifies, in German, the habitation 
of the giants, to two Roman altars taken 
out of the river, mscnbed, Deo Mogonti 
CadenoEum About half a mile distant 
from Rismgham, upon an eminence covered 
with scattered birch trees and fragments of 
rock, there is cut upon a large rock, m alio 
relievo, a remarkable figure, called Robin 
of Risingham, or Robin of Reedsdale It 
resents a hunter, with his bow raised m one 
and, and m the other what seems to be 
a hare There is a quiver at the back of the 
figure, and he is dressed m a long coat, or 
kirtle, coming down to the knees, and 
meeting close, with a girdle bound round 
him Dr Horseley, who saw all monuments 
of antiquity with Roman eyes, inclines to 
think this figure a Roman archer and 
certainly the bow is rather of the ancient size 
than of that which was so formidable m the 
hand of the English archers of the middle 
ages But the rudeness of the whole figure 
prevents our founding strongly upon mere 
inaccuracy of proportion The popular tra 
dition IS, that it represents a giant, whose 
brother resided at Woodburn, and he himself 
at Rismgham It adds, that they subsisted 
by hunting, and that one of them, finding 
the game become too scarce to support 
them, poisoned his companion, in whose 
memory the monument was engraved What 
strange and tragic circumstance may be 
concealed under this legend, or whether it is 
utterly apocryphal, it is now impossible to 
discover 

The name of Robin of Redesdale was given 
to one of the Umfraviiles, L/ords of Prudhoe, 
and afterwards to one Hilliard, a friend aiid 
follower of the king making Earl of Warwick* 
This person commanded an army of North 







amptonshtre and northern men, who seized 
on and beheaded the Earl Rners, father to 
Edward the Fourth’s queen and his son, 
Sir John Woodville — See Holinshed, ad 
annum^ 1469 


Note X 

do thou revere 

The statutes of the Bucanier — P 319 

The ‘statutes of the Bucamers’ were, in 
reality, more equitable than could have been 
expected from the state of society under 
which they had been formed They chieflj 
related, as may readily be conjectured, to 
the distribution and the inhentance of their 
plunder 

W ben the expedition was completed, the 
fund of prize money acquired was thrown 
together, each party taking his oath that he 
had retained or concealed no part of the 
common stock If any one transgressed in 
this important particular, the punishment 
was, his being set ashore on some desert ke\ 
or island, to shift for himself as he could 
The owners of the vessel had then their share 
assigned for the expenses of the outfit These 
were generally old pirates, settled at Tobago, 
Jamaica St Domingo, or some other French 
or English settlement The surgeon s and 
carpenter’s salaries, with the price of pro 
visions and ammunition, were also defrayed 
Then followed the compensation due to the 
maimed and wounded, rated according to 
the damage they had sustained , as six 
hundred pieces of eight, or six slaves, for the 
loss of an arm or leg, and so in proportion 

‘ After this act of justice and humanity, the 
remainder of the booty was divided into as 
many shares as there were Bucamers The 
commander could only lay claim to a single 
share, as the rest, but they complimented 
him with two or three, in proportion as he 
had acquitted himself to their satisfaction 
"^hen the vessel was not the property of the 
whole company the person who had fitted it 
out, and furnished it with necessary arms 
and ammunition, w as entitled to a third of 
all the prizes Favour had never any in 
fluence in the division of the booty, for every 
share was determined by lot. Instances of 
such rigid justice as this are not easilj met 
with, and they extended even to the dead 
Their share was given to the man who w as 
known to be their companion when alive, 
and therefore their heir It the person who 
had been killed had no intimate, his part was 
sent to his relations, when they were known 
If there were no friends nor relations, it was 
distributed in chanty to the poor and to 
churches, which were to pray for the person 
in whose name these benefactions were given 
the fruits of inhuman, but necessary piratical 
plunders Raynal’s History of European 
Settlements in the East and West Indies^ 
by fusiamond Lond 1776, 8vo, iii p 41 


387 


Note XI 

The course of Tees — P 324 

The view from Barnard Castle commands 
the rich and magnificent valley of Tees 
Immediately adjacent to the river, the banks 
are very thickly wooded , at a little distance 
they are more open and cultivated, but, 
being interspersed with hedge rows, and w ith 
isolated trees of great size and age, they still 
retain the richness of w oodland scenerj The 
river itself flows m a deep trench of solid 
rock, chiefly lime-stone and marble The 
finest view of its romantic course is from 
a handsome modern built bridge over the 
Tees, by the late Mr Morritt of Rokeby In 
Leland's time the marble quarries seem to 
have been of some value ‘ Hard under the 
cliff by Fgliston, is found on eche side of Tese 
very fair marble, wont to be taken up booth 
by marbelers of Barnardes Castelle and of 
Eglisten, and partly to have been wrought 
bj them, and partly sold onwi ought to 
others —Itinerary Oxford, 1768, 8\ o, p 88 


Note XII 

Bghstor^ s grey rums —P 324 

The rums of this abbey, or priorj, (for 
Tanner calls it the former and Leland the 
latter,) are beautifully situated upon the 
angle, formed by a little dell called Thorsgill, 
at its junction with the Tees A good part 
of the religious house is still in some degree 
habitable but the church is in rums Eglis- 
ton was dedicated to St MaiyandSt John 
the Baptist, and is sunposed to hav e been 
founded by Ralph de Multon about the end 
of Henry the Seconds reign There were 
formerly the tombs of the families of Rokeby , 
Bowes*, and Fitz Hugh 


Note XIII 

the mounds 

Raised by that Legion long renervon^d^ 
Whose votiie shrine asserts their claim 
ft Of piouSy faithful^ conquering fame 

325 

Close behind the George Inn at Greta 
Bridge there is a well preserved Roman 
encampment, surrounded with a tnple ditch 
lying between the river Greta and a brook, 
called the Tutta Ihe four entrances are 
easily to be discerned Very many Roman 
altars and monuments have been found in 
the V icinjty, most of w hich are preserved it 
Rokeby by mv friend Mr Momtt Among 
others IS a small votive altar, with the inscrip- 
tion, LEG VI VIC P F E, which has been 
rendered Sexia Victrix Pia Torti& 

Fideks 
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Note XIV 

Rokedfs turrets high — P 325 
This ancient manor long- gave name to 
a family by whom it is said to have been 
possessed trora the Conquest downward, 
and who are at different times distinguished 
in history It was the Baron of RokeW who 
finally defeated the insurrection of the Earl of 
Northumberland, tempore Hen IV^ of which 
Holmshed gives the following account — ‘The 
King, advertised hereof, caused a great armie 
to be assembled, and came forward with 
the same towards his enemies , but yer the 
King came to Nottingham, Sir Thomas, or 
(as other copies haue) Sir Rafe Rokesbie, 
Shiriffe of Yorkeshii e, assembled the forces 
of the countrie to rcsisat the Earle and his 
power, coming to Grimbautbng'., beside 
Knaresborough, there to stop them the 
passage , but they returning aside, got to 
vVeatherbie, and so to Tadcaater, and finally 
came forward unto Bramham moor, near to 
Haizlewood where they chose their ground 
meet to fight upon The Shiriffe was as 
readie to giue battell as the Erie to receiue it 
and so with a standard of S George spread, 
set fiercelie vpon the Earle, who, vnder a 
standard of his owne armes, encountered his 
aduersaries with great manhood There was 
a sore incounter and cruell conflict betwixt 
the parties, but in the end the victone fell to 
the Shiriffe The Lord Bardolfe was taken, 
but sore wounded, so that he shortlie after 
died of the hurts As for the Earle of North 
umberland, he was slam outright, so that 
now the prophecy was fulfilled, which gaue 
an inkling of this his heauy hap long before, 
namelie, 

S irps Persitma penet confusa ruma.” 

For this Eai le was the stocke and maine 
root of all that were left alme, called by the 
name of Persie , and of raanie more by diuers 
slaughters dispatched For whose misfortune 
the people were not a little some, making 
report of the gentleman’s valiantnesse, re- 
nowne, and honour, and appheing vnto him 
certeine lamentable verses out of Lucaine, 
saieng, 

Sed nos nec sangfuis nec tantum vulnera nostn 

AfTecere senis quantum gestata per urbein c 

Ora duels quae transilxo deformia pilo 

V idxmus 

For his head, full of siluer hone haires, being 
put upon a stake, was openhe earned through 
London, and set vpon the bridge of the same 
citu in like manner was the Lord Bar 
dolfes’ — Holinshed’s Chromdes Lond 
1808, 4to, 111 4^ The Rokeby, or Rokesby 
family, continued to be d stin^ished until 
the great Civil War, when, havmg embraced 
the cause of Charles I, they suffered severely 
by Jfees and confiscations The estate then 
passed from its ancient possessors to the 
family of the Robinsons, from whom it was 
purchased by the father of my valued friend, 
the present proprietor 


Note XV 

A stem and lone^ yet lovely road^ 

As e'er the foot of Minstrel trade t 
— P 32^ 

What follows IS an attempt to describe the 
romantic glen, or rather ravine, through 
which the Greta finds a passage between 
Rokeby and Mortham , the former situated 
upon the left bank of Greta, the latter on 
the right bank, about half a mile nearer to 
its junction with the Tees The river runs 
with very great rapidity over a bed of solid 
rock, broken by many shelving descents, 
down which the stream dashes with great 
noise and impetuosity, vindicating its ety 
mology, which has been derived from the 
Gothic, Grtdan^ to clamour The banks 
partake of the same wild and romantic 
character, being chiefly lofty cliffs of lime 
stone rock, whose grey colour contrasts 
admirably with the various trees and shrubs 
which find root among their crevices, as well 
as With the hue of the ivy, which clings around 
them m profusion, and hangs dovin from 
their projections in long sweeping tendrils 
At other points the rocks give place to pre 
cipitous banks of earth, bearing large trees 
intermixed with copsevvood In one spot the 
dell, which is elsewhere very narrow, widens 
for a space to leave room for a dark grove of 
yew trees, intermixed here and there with 
aged pines of uncommon size Directly 
opposite to this sombre thicket, the cliffs on 
the other side of the Greta are tall, white, 
and fringed with all kinds of deciduous 
shrubs The whole scenery of this spot is 
so much adapted to the ideas of su^rstition, 
that It has*?cquired the name of Blockula, 
from the place were the Swedish w itches were 
supposed to hold their Sabbath The dell, 
however, has superstitions of its own growth, 
for it is supposed to be haunted by a female 
spectre, called the Dobie of Mortham The 
cause assigned for her appearance is a lady’s 
having been whilom murdered in the wood, 
in evidence of which, her blood is shown upon 
the stairs of the old tower at Mortham 
But whether she was slam by a jealous 
hubband, or by savage banditti, or by an 
uncle who coveted her estate, or by a rejected 
lover, are points upon which the traditions of 
Rokeby do not enable us to decide 

Note X\I 

How whistle rash bids tempests roar 

— P 327 

That this IS a general superstition, is well 
known to all who have been on shipboard, 
or who have conversed with seamen The 
most formidable whistler that I remember to 
have met with was the apparition of a certain 
Mrs Leakey, who, about 1636, resided, we 
are told, at Mynenead, in Somerset, where 
her only son drove a considerable trade 
between that port and Waterford, and was 
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owner of several \essel!» This old gentle 
'woman as of a social disposition, and so 
acceptable to her friends, that they used to 
saj to her and to each other, it -were pity such 
an excellent goodnatured old lady should 
die, to wh ch she was -wont to reply, tliat 
whateier pleasure they might find in her 
company just now, they w ould not greatly 
like to see or con\erse with her after death, 
wh ch ne\ertheless she was apt to think 
might happen Accordingly, after her death 
and funeral she began to appear to various 
persons by night and by noonday, in her 
own house, in the town and fields at sea 
and upon shore So far had she departed 
from her former urbanity , that she is recorded 
to have kicked a doctor of medicine for his 
impolite negligence in omitting to hand her 
over a stile It was also her humour to 
appear upon the quay, and call for a boat 
But especially so soon as any of her son’s 
ships approached the harbour, ‘this ghost 
would appear m the same garb and likeness 
as when she was alive, and! standing at the 
mainmast, would blow with a whistle, and 
though It were never so great a calm, yet 
immediately there would arise a most dread- 
ful storm, that would bieak, wreck, and 
drow n ship and goods ’ W hen she had thus 
proceeded until her son had neither credit to 
freight a vessel, nor could have procured 
men to sail in it she began to attack the 
persons of his family, and actually strangled 
their only child in the cradle The rest of 
her story, showing how the spectre looked 
over the shoulder of her daughter m law 
while dressing her hair at a looking glass, 
and how Mrs Leakey the younger took 
courage to address her, and how the beldam 
despatched her to an Irish prelate, famous 
for his crimes and misfortunes, to exhort 
him to repentance, and to apprize him that 
otherwise he would be hanged, and how the 
bishop w as satisfied w ith replying, that if he 
was born to be hanged, he should not be 
drowned, — all these, with many more par 
ticulars, may be found at the end of one of 
John Dunton s publications, called Athenian 
ism, London, 1710, w here the tale is engrossed 
under the title of ‘ The Apparition Evidence ’ 


Note XMl 

Of Erick's cap and Elmo'^s hgft 

-P 327 

‘ThisEncus, Kmgof Sweden, mhistimewas 
held second to none in the magical art , and 
he was so familiar with the evil spirits, which 
he exceedingly adored, that which way soever 
he turned his cap, the w ind would presently 
blow that way From this occasion he was 
called Windy Cap , and many men believed 
that Regnerus, King of Denmark, by the 
conduct of this Encus, who was his nephew, 
did happily extend his piracy into the most 


remote parts of the earth, and conquered 
many countries and fenced cities by h s 
cunning, and at last was Ins coadjutor , that 
by the consent of the nobles, be should be 
chosf*n King of Sweden, which continued 
a long time with him very happily, until he 
died of old age Olaus, ut supra^ p 45 


Note XVIII 

The De^non Frigate ■— P 327 

This is an allusion to a well known nautical 
superstition concerning a fantastic vessel 
called by sailors theFhing Dutchman, and 
supposed to be seen about the latitude of 
the Cape of Good Hope She is distinguished 
from earthly vessels by bearing a press 
of sail when all others are unable, iroxn stress 
of weather, to show an inch of canvas 
The cause of her wander ng is not altogether 
certain , but the general account is, that she 
was originally a vessel loaded with great 
wealth, on board of which some horrid act of 
murder and piracy had been committed , that 
the plague broke out among the w icked crew 
who had perpetrated the crime, and that 
they sailed in v am from port to port, offering, 
as tl e price of shelter, the w hole of their ill 
gotten wealth , that they were excluded from 
every harbour, for fear of the contagion which 
was devouring them , and that, as a punish 
ment of their crimes, the apparition of the 
ship still continues to haunt those seas m 
which the catastrophe took place, and is 
considered by the manners as the w orst of all 
possible omens 

My late lamented friend, Dr John Leyden, 
has introduced this phenomenon into his 
‘ Scenes of Infancy,’ imputing, with poetical 
ingenuity, the dreadful judgment to the first 
ship which commenced the slav e trade — 

Stout ■was the ship from Benin s palmy shore 
That first the weight of barter d captives bore 
Bedimm d with b’ood the sun with shrinking beams 
Beheld her boundmg o er the ocean streams 
But, ere the moon her silver horns had rear d 
Amid the crew the speckled plague appear d. 

Faint and despairmg on their -watery bier 
To every friendly shore tlie sailors steer, 

Repell d from port to port, they sue m vain 
And track with slow unsteady sail the mam 
'•'W here ne er the bright and buoj ant wave is seen 
To streak with wandering foam the sea weeds green 
Towers the tall mast a lone and le-ifless tree 
Till self impell d amid the waveless sea 
Where summer breezes ne er were heard to sing 
Nor hovermg snow birds spread the downy wing 
Fix d as a rock amid the boundless plain 
The yellow stream pollutes the stagnant mam. 

Till tkr through night the funeral names aspire 
As the red lightning smites the ghastly pyre 

Still doom d by fate on weltering billows roll d 
Along the deep their restless course to hold 
Scenting the storm the shadowy sailors guide 
The prow with sails opposed to wind and tide , 

The Spectre Ship m livid glimpsing light 
Glares baleful on the shuddering watch at night 
Lmblest of God and man '—Till time shall end 
Its view strange horror to the storm shall lend 
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Note XIX 

5 y some desert isle or key — P 327 

"W hat contributed much to the security of 
the Bucaniers about the Windward Islands 
was the great number of little islets, called 
in that country keys These are small sandy 
patches, appearing just above the surface of 
the ocean, covered only with a few bushes and 
weeds, but sometimes affording springs of 
water, and, in general, much frequented by 
turtle Such little uninhabited spots afforded 
the pirates good harbours, either for refitting 
or for the purpose of ambush , they were 
occasionally the hiding place of their treasure, 
and often afforded a shelter to themselves 
As many of the atrocities which they practised 
on their prisoners were committed in such 
spots, there are some of these keys which 
even now have an indifferent reputation 
among seamen and where they are with 
difficulty pre% ailed on to remain ashore at 
night, on account of the visionary terrors 
incident to places which have been thus con 
taminated 

Note XX 

Before the jrate of Mortham stood 
— P 328 

The castle of Mortham, which Lei and 
terms ‘ Mr Rokesby's Place, m ripa citer^ 
scant a quarter of a mile from Greta Bridge, 
and not a quarter of a mile beneath into 
Tees.’ IS a picturesque tower, surrounded by 
buildings of different ages, now converted 
into a farm house and offices The battle 
ments of the tower itself are singularly 
elegant, the architect having broken them 
at regular intervals into different heights, 
while thqse at the corners of the tower pro 
ject into octangular turrets They are also 
from space to space covered with stones laid 
across them, as in modern embrasures, the 
whole forming an uncommon and beautiful 
effect The surrounding buildings are of a less 
happy form, being pointed into high and 
steep roofs Aw all, w ith embrasures, encloses 
the southern front, where a low portal arch 
affords an entry to what was the castle court 
At some distance is most happily placed^ 
between the stems of tw»o magnificent elms, 
the monument alluded to in the text It is 
said to have been brought from the ruins of 
Egliston Priory and, from the armoury with 
which it IS richly carved, appears to have 
been a tomb of the Fitz-Hughs 

The situation of Mortham is eminently 
beautiful, occupying a high bank, at the 
bottom of which the Greta winds out of the 
dark^ narrow and romantic dell, which the 
text has attempted to describe and flows 
onward through a more open valley to meet 
the Tees about a quarter of a mile from the 
castle Mortham is surrounded W old trees, 
happily and widely grouped with Mr Momtt 's 
new plantations 


Note XXI 

There dig^ and tomb your precious heap^ 
And bid the dead your treasure keep 

— P 329 

If time did not permit the Bucaniers to 
lavish away their plunder m their usual 
debaucheries, they were wont to hide it with 
many superstitious solemnities in the desert 
islands and keys which they frequented, and 
where much treasure, whose lawless owners 
penshed without reclaiming it, is still sup- 
posed to be concealed The most cruel of 
mankind are often the most superstitious , 
and these pirates are said to have had re 
course to a horrid ritual, in order to secure an 
unearthly guardian to their treasures They 
killed a Negro or Spaniard, and buried him 
with the treasure, believing that his spirit 
would haunt the spot, and ternfy away all m 
truders I cannot produce any other authority 
on which this custom is ascribed to them than 
that of mantime tradition, which is, however, 
amply sufficient for the purposes of poetry 


Note XXIL 

The power 

That unsubdued and lurking lies 
To take the felon by surprise^ 

And force him^ as by magic spell^ 

In his despite his guilt to tell — P 329 
All who are conversant with the adminisf- 
tration of criminal justice, must remember 
many occasions in which malefactors appear 
to hai e conducted themselves with a species 
of infatuation, either by making unneces 
sary confidences respecting their guilt, or by 
sudden and involuntary allusions to circuro 
stances by which it could not fail to be 
exposed A remarkable instance occurred 
in the celebrated case of Eugene Aram A 
skeleton being found near Knaresborough, 
was supposed, by the persons who gathered 
around the spot, to be the remains of one 
Clarke, who had disappeared some years 
before, under circumstances leading to a 
suspicion of his having been murdered One 
Houseman, who had mingled m the crowd, 
suddenly said, while looking at the skeleton 
and hearing the opinion which v\as buzzed 
around ‘That is no more Dan Clarke’s bone 
than It is mine * ’ — a sentiment expressed so 
positively, and with such peculiarity of 
manner, as to lead all who heard him to infer 
that he must necessarily know where the 
real body had been interred Accordingly, 
being apprehended, he confessed having 
assisted Eugene Aram to murder Clarke, 
and to hide his body m Saint Robert’s Cave 
It happened to the author himself, while con- 
versing w ith a person accused of an atrocious 
crime, for the purpose of rendering him pro- 
fessional assistance upon his trial, to near 
the prisoner, after the most solemn and 
reiterated protestations that he was guiltless, 
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suddenly, and, as it i^ere, involuntarily, in 
the course of his communications, make such 
an admission as was altogether incompatible 
with innocence 


Note XXIII 

Brackenbury's dismal lower — P 1532 

This tower has been already mentioned 
It IS situated near the north-eastern ex 
tremity of the wall which encloses Barnard 
Castle, and is traditionally said to hat e been 
the prison By an odd coincidence, it bears 
a name which we naturally connect with 
imprisonment, from its being that of Sir 
Robert Brackenbury, lieutenant of the 
Tower of London under Edward IV and 
Richard III There is, indeed, some reason 
to conclude, that the tower may actually 
have dented the name from that family, 
for Sir Robert Brackenbuiy himself pos- 
sessed considerable property not far from 
Barnard Castle 


Note XXIV 

Nobles and km^his so proud of lafe^ 

Must fine for freedom and estate 

Right heavy shall hts f ansom he^ 

Unless that maid compound with thee f 
—P 332 

After the battle of Marston Moor, the 
Earl of Newcastle retired beyond sea in dis- 
gust, and many of his followers laid down 
their arms, and made the best composition 
they could with the Committees of Parlia 
ment Pines were imposed upon them in 
proportion to their estates and degrees of 
delinquency, and these fines were often 
bestowed upon such persons as had deser\ed 
well of the Commons In some circum- 
stances It happened, that the oppressed 
cat aliers were fain to form family alliances 
with some powerful person among the 
triumphant party The w hole of Sir Robert 
Howard’s excellent comedy of The Com- 
mittee turns upon the plot of Mr and Mrs 
Day to enrich their family, by compelling 
Arabella, whose estate was under sequestra 
tion, to marry their son Abel, as the price 
by which she was to compound with Parlia- 
ment for delinquency , that is, for attachment 
to the royal cause. 


Note XXV 

The IndiaUy prowling for his prey^ 

Who hears the settlers track his way 
— P 333 

The patience, abstinence, and ingenuity 
exerted by the North American Indians, 


when m pursuit of plunder or tengeance, is 
the most distinguished feature in tneir char 
acter, and the activity and address which 
they display in their retreat is equally sur 
prising Adair, whose absurd hypotheses 
and turgid style do not affect the general 
authenticity of his anecdotes, has recorded 
an instance which seems incredible 
* When the Chickasah nation was engaged 
m a former war with the Muskohge, one ot 
their young warriors set off against them to 
retenge the blood of a near relation 
He went through the most unfrequented and 
thick parts of the woods, as such a dangerous 
enterprise required, till he armed opposite 
to the great and old beloved town of refuge, 
Koosan which stands high on the eastern 
side of a bold river, about 250 yards broad, 
that runs by the late dangerous Albehama 
Fort, down to the black poisoning Mobille, 
and so into the Gulf of Mexico There he 
concealed himself under cover of the top of 
a fallen pine tree, in view of the ford of th^ 
old trading path, where the enemy now and 
then pass the river in their light popla- 
canoes All his war store of provisions con 
sisted of three stands of barbicued venison, 
till he had an opportunity to revenge blood, 
and return home He waited with watchful 
ness and patience almost three days, when 
a young man, a w^oman, and a girl, passed 
a little wide of him an hour before sunset 
The former he shot down, tomahawked the 
other two, and scalped each of them in 
a trice, in full view of the town By way of 
bravado, he shaked the scalps before them 
sounding the awful death whoop, and set off 
along the trading path, trusting to his heels, 
while a great many of the enemy ran to their 
arms and gave chase. Seven miles from 
thence he entered the great blue ridge of the 
\palahche Mountai ns About an hour before 
day he had run over seventy miles of that 
mountainous tract , then, after sleeping two 
hours in a sitting posture leaning nis back 
against a tree, he set off again with fresh 
speed As he threw aw a\ the venison when 
he found himself pursued bj the enemy, he 
was obliged to support nature with such 
herbs, roots, and nuts, as his sharp eyes 
with a running glance, directed him to snatch 
cp m his course. Though I often have rode 
that warpath alone, when delay might have 
proved dangerous, and with as fine and 
strong horses as any in '\merica, it took me 
five days to nde from the aforesaid Koosah 
to this sprightly warrior’s place in the Chic 
j kasah country, the distance of 300 computed 
j miles , yet he ran it, and got home safe and 
well at about eleven o dock of the third 
day, which was only one day and a halt 
and two nights ’—Adair’s History of 
the American Indians Lond 1775, 4to 
P 395 
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Note XXVI 

Jh Redesdaie htsyouik hiid heard 

Each art her wily dalesmen dared^ 

When Rooken eage^ and Redswatr htgh^ 

To bugle rung and bloodhound s ciy 
— P 

What manner of cattle stealers they are 
that inhabit these ^ alleys in the marches of 
both kingdoms, John Lesley, a Scotche man 
himself, and Bishop of Ross, will inform you 
They sally out of their o\^n borders in the 
night, in troops, through unfrequented by 
ways and many intricate windings All the 
daytime they refresh themselves and their 
horses in lurking holes they had pitched upon 
before, till they arrive in the dark in those 
places they have a design upon As soon as 
they have seized upon the booty, they, m like 
manner, return home in the night, through 
blind ways, and fetching many a compass 
The more skilful any captain is to pass 
through those wild deserts, crooked turnings, 
and deep precipices, in the thickest mists, nis 
reputation is the greater, and he is looked 
upon as a man of an excellent head And 
they are so very cunning that they seldom 
have their booty taken from them, unless 
sometimes when, by the help of bloodhounds 
following them exactly upon the track, they 
may chance to fall into the hands of their 
adversaries V hen being taken, they have 
so much persuasive eloquence, and so many 
smooth insinuating words at command, that 
if they do not mo^ e their judges, nay, and 
e\en their adt ersaries, (notwithstanding the 
seventy of their natures) to have mercy, yet 
they incite them to admiration and com 
passion ’ — Camden’s Britannia 

The inhabitants of the valleys of Tyne and 
Reed were, in ancient times, so inordinately 
addicted to these depredations, that in 1564, 
the Incorporated Merchant adi enturers of 
Newcastle made a law that none born in 
these districts should be admitted apprentice 
JThe inhabitants are stated to be s>o generally 
addicted to rapine, that no faith should be 
reposed m those proceeding from ‘ such lewde 
and wicked progenitors ^ This regulation 
continued to stand unrepealed until 1771 
A beggar, in an old play, describes himself 
as ‘born in Redesdaie, in Northumberland^ 
and come of a wight riding surname, called 
the Robsons, good honest men and true, 
saving a little shifting for their livings 
God help them f ’ — a description which w ouTd 
have applied to most Borderers on both sides 

Reidswair, famed for a skirmish to which 
It gives name, [see Border Minstrel^, vol 
11 p 1<,1 is on the very edge of the Carter 
fell, which divides England from Scotland 
The Rooken is a place upon Reedwater 
Bertram, being described as a native of these 
dales where the habits of hostile depredation 
long survived the union of the crowns, may 
have been, m some degree, prepared by 
education for the exercise of a similar trade 
in the wars of the Bucaniers 


Note XXVII 

Hiding his face^ lestfoemen spy 
The sparkle of his swarthy eye — P 3^4 
After one of the recent battles, in which 
the Irish rebels were defeated one of their 
most active leaders was found in a bog, in 
which he was immersed up to the shoulders, 
while his head was concealed by an im 
pending ledge of turf Being detected and 
seized, notwithstanding his precaution, he 
became solicitous to know how his retreat 
had been discovered ‘ I caught ’ answered 
the Sutherland Highlander, by whom he was 
taken, ‘the sparkle of your eye ’ Those who 
are accustomed to mark hares upon their 
form usually discover them by the same 
circumstance 


Note XXVIII 

Here stood a wretch^ prepared to change 

His souVs redemption for revenge t 

It IS agreed by all the writers upon magic 
and witchcraft, that revenge was the most 
copimon motive for the pretended compact 
between Satan and his vassals The in 
genuity of Reginald Scot has very happily 
stated how such an opinion came to root 
Itself, not only in the minds of the public and 
of the judges, but even m that of the poor 
wretches themselves who were accused of 
sorcery, and were often firm believers in 
their own power and their own guilt 

‘One sort of such as are said to be 
witches, are women which be commonly old, 
lame, blear eyed, pale foul, and full of 
wrinkles , poor, sullen, superstitious, or 
papists or such as know no religion, in 
whose drowsie minds the devil hath gotten 
a fine seat , so as what mischief, mischance, 
calamity, or slaughter is brought to pass, 
they are easilj peiswaded the same is done 
by themselves, imprinting in their minds an 
earnest and constant imagination there 
of These go from house to house, and 

from door to door, for a pot of milk, vest, 
drink, pottage, or some such relief, w ithout 
the which they could hardly live , neither 
obtaining for their service or pains, nor yet 
by their art, nor yet at the devil’s hands, 
(with whom they are said to make a perfect 
and visible bargain, ) either beauty, money, 
promotion, wealth, pleasure, honour, know 
ledge, learning, or any other benefit whatso- 
ever 

‘ It falleth out many a time, that neither 
their necessities nor their expectation is 
answered or served in those places where 
they be^ or borrow, but rather their lewd 
ness IS by their neighbours reproved. And 
farther, in tract ot time the witch waxeth 
odious and tedious to her neighbours and 
they again are despised and despited of her , 
so as sometimes she curseth one, and some 
times another, and that from the master of 
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the house, his wife children, cattle, &c , to 
the little pig that lieth m the stie Thus, in 
process of time, they have all displeased her, 
and she hatli wished evil luck unto them all, 
perhaps w ith curses and imprecations made 
in form Doubtless (at length) some of her 
neighbours die or fall sick, or some of their 
children are visited with diseases that vex 
them strangely, as apoplexies, epilepsies, 
convTilsions, hot fev ers, worms, S.c , which, 
by Ignorant parents, are supposed to be the 
vengeance of witches 

The witch, on the other side, expecting 
her neighbours’ mischances, and seeing things 
sometimes come to pass according to her 
wishes, cur'jes, and incantations, (for Bodin 
himself confesses, that not above two in a 
hundred of their witchings or wishings take 
effect,) being called before a justice, bj due 
examination of the circumstances, is driven 
to see her imprecations and desires, and her 
neighbours’ harms and losses, to concur, and, 
as it were, to take effect, and so confesscth 
that she (as a goddess) hath brought such 
things to pass W herein not only she, but 
the accuser, and also the justice, are foull> 
deceived and abused, as being, through her 
confession, and other circumstances, per 
swaded (to the injury of God s glory) that she 
hath done, or can do, that which is proper 
only to God himself *— -Scot s Discovery 
of Witchcraft Lond 1655, fol pp 4, 5 


Note XXIX 

Of my marauding on the clowns 

Of Calverley and Bradfoi d downs 

The troops of the King, when they first 
took the field were as well disciplined as 
could be expected from circumstances But 
as the circumstances of Charles became le^s 
favourable, and his funds for regularly pay- 
ing his forces decreased, habits of military 
license prevailed among them in greater 
excess Lacy the player, who serv'-ed his 
master during the Civil War, brought out, 
after the Restoration, a piece called The Ola 
Troop in which he seems to hav e commem 
orated some real incidents which occurred m 
his military career The names of the officers 
of the Troop sufficiently express their habits 
We have Flea flint Plunder Master General, 
Captain Ferret farm, and Quarter Master 
Bum drop The officers of the Troop are in 
league with these worthies, and connive at 
their plundering the country for a suitable 
share in the booty All this was undoubtedly 
drawn from the life, which Lacy had an 
opportunity to study The moral of the 
whole is comprehended in a rebuke giv en to 
the lieutenant, whose disorders in the country 
are said to prejudice the King’s cause more 
than his courage in the field could recom 
pense The piece is bj no means void of 
farcical humour 


Note XXX 

Bngnats woods^ and Scargilts wave^ 

E'en now^ o er many a sister cave — P 337 
The banks of the Greta, below Rutherford 
Bridge, abound in seams of grejish slate, 
which are wrought in some places to a verv 
great depth unefcr ground thus forming arti 
ficial caverns, which, when the seam has 
been exhausted, are gradually hidden by tl e 
underwood which grows in ppfusion upon 
the romantic banks of the river In times of 
public confusion, they might be well adapted 
to the purposes of banditti 


Note XXXI 

When Spain waged warfare with our 
land —P 339 

There was a short war with Spam m 162^-6, 
which Will be found to agree prettj wellwuh 
the chronologv of the poem But probablv 
Bertram held an opinion very common 
among the maritime lieroes of the age, that 
‘there was no peace beyond the Line 
The Spanish guar da costas were constant! j 
employed in aggressions upon the trade and 
settlements of the English and French , and, 
by their own seventies, gave room for the 
system of bucaniering, at first adopted in 
self defence and retaliation, and afterwards 
persev ered in from habit and thirst of plunder 


Note XXXII 

——^our comrades' strife ' — P 340 
The law s of the Bucaniers, and their sue 
cessors the Pirates, however severe and 
equitable, were, like other laws often set 
aside bj the stronger party Their quarrels, 
about the division of the spoil fill their 
hibtorTi and they as frequentlj arose out of 
mere frolic, or the tyrannical humour of their 
chiefs An anecdote of Teach, (called Black 
beard, )shows that their habitual indifference 
for human life extended to their companions, 
as well as their enemies and captives 

‘One night, dnnking in his cabin with 
Hands, the pilot and anpther man, Black 
tJeard, without any provocation, pnvatelv 
draws out a small pair of pistols, and cocks 
them under the table, w hich being perceiv ed 
by the man, he withdrew upon deck, leaving 
Hands, the pilot, and the captain together 
When the pistols were ready, he blew out 
the candles, and, crossing nis hands, dis- 
charged them at his company Hands, the 
master, was shot through the knee, and 
lamed for life , the other pistol did no exe 
cution ’—Johnson’s History of Pirates 
Lond 1724, 8vo vol 1 p 38 
Another anecdote of this worthy may be 
also mentioned ‘ The hero of whom we are 
wnting was thoroughly accomplished this 
way, and some of his frolics of wickedness 
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■were so extra\agant, as if he aimed at making 
his men believe he was a devil incarnate , for 
being one day at sea, and a little flushed 
with dank, “Come,” says he, “let us make 
a hell of our own, and try how long we can 
bear it ” Accordingly, he, with two or three 
others, went down into the hold, and, closing 
up all the hatches, filled several pots full of 
brimstone and other combustible matter, and 
set it on fire, and so continued till they were 
almost suffocated, when some of the men 
cried out for air At length he opened the 
hatches, not a little pleased that he held out 
the longest ’ — Idz/sf p 90 


Note XXXIII 

f/iy rangers go 

Even now to track a milk white doe 

— P 340 

‘Immediately after supper, the huntsman 
should go to his master’s chamber, and if he 
serve a King, then let him go to the master of 
the game’s chamber, to know in what quarter 
he determineth to hunt the day following, 
that he may know his own quarter, that 
done, he may go to bed, to the end that he 
may rise the earlier in the morning, according 
to the time and season, and according to the 
place where he must hunt then when he is 
up and ready, let him drinke a good draught, 
and fetch his hound, to make mm breake his 
fast a little and let him not forget to fill his 
bottel ■with good wine that done^ let him 
take a little vinegar into the palme of his hand, 
and put it in the nostrils of his hound, for to 
make him snuffe, to the end his scent may be 
the perfecter, then let him go to the wood 
When the huntsman perceiveth that it 
is time to begin to beat, let mm put his hound 
before him, and beat the outsides of springs 
or thickets , and if he find an hart or deer 
that likes him, let him mark well whether it 
be fresh or not, which he may know as well 
by the maner of his hounds drawing, as also 
by the eye When he hath well 

considered what maner of hart it may be, and 
hath marked every thing to judge by, then 
let him draw till he come to the couert where 
he IS gone to , and let him harbour him if Jie 
can, still marking all his tokens, as well by 
the slot as by the entries, foyles, or such like 
That done, let him plash orbrusedown small 
twigges, some aloft and some below as the 
art requireth, and therewithal!, whilest his 
hound is hote, let him beat the outsides, and 
make his rmj^alkes, twice or thnee about 
the wood ’ — Tthe Noble Art of Venerze^ or 
Hunting Lend 161 1, 4to, pp 76, 77 


Note XXXIV 
Adieu for evermore ^"2 <541 

The last verse of this song is taken from 
the fragment of an old Scottish ballad, of 


which I only recollected two \erses when the 
first edition of Rokeby was published Mr 
Thomas Sheridan kindly pointed out to me 
an entire copy of this beautiful song, which 
seems to express the fortunes of some follow er 
of the Stuart family - 

It was a for our rightful king 
That we left fair Scotland s strand 
It was a for our rightful king 
That we e ersaw Irish land 

My dear 

That we e er saw Irish land. 

Now all IS done that man can do 
And all is done m vain I 
My love I my native land adieu I 
For I must cross the mam 

My dear. 

For I must cross the mam 

He turn d him round and right about. 

All on the Irish shore 
He gave his bridle rems a shake 
With, Adieu for evermore 

My dear I 

Adieu for evermore ' 

The soldier frae the war returns 
And the merchant frae the mam 
But I hae parted wi my love 
And ne er to meet again 

My dear 

And ne er to meet agaixu 

W hen day is gone and night is come, 

And a are boun to sleep 
I thmk on them that s far awa 
The lee lang night and weep 
My dear 

The lee lang night and weep 


Note XXXV 

Rere cross on Stanmore — P 342 

This IS a fragment of an old cross, w ith its 
pediment, surrounded by an intrenchment, 
upon the \ery summit of the waste ridge of 
Stanmore, near a small house of entertain 
ment called the Spittal It is called Rere 
cross, or Ree cross, of which Holmshed gives 
us the following explanation — 

‘ At length a peace w as concluded betwixt 
the two kings vnder these conditions, that 
Malcolme should enmy that part of North 
umberland which lietn betwixt Tweed, Cum 
berland, and Stainmore, and doo homage to 
the Kinge of England for the same In the 
midst of Stainmore there shall be a crosse 
set up, with the Kinge of England’s image 
on the one side, and the Kinge ofScotland’s on 
the other, to signifie that one is march to 
England, and the other to Scotland This 
crosse was called the Rot crosse, that is, the 
crosse of the King ’—Holinshed Lond 
i8o8, 4to, V 280 

Holinshed’s sole authority seems to have 
been Boethius But it is not improbable 
that his account maybe the true one, although 
the circumstance does not occur in Wintoun’s 
Chronicle The situation of the cross, and 
the pains taken to defend it, seem to indicate 
that it was intended tor a land mark of im 
portance 
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Note XXXVI 

Hast thou lodged our deer 5— P 34.2 

The duty of the ranger, or pricker, ’was 
first to lodge or harbour the deer , 1 e to 
discover his retreat, as described at length 
in Note XXXIII, and then to make his report 
to his prince or master — 

* Before the King I come report to make 
Then husht and peace for noble Tnstrame ssake 
My liege I ivtnt this morning on in> quest 
My hound did stick and seem d to \ent some beast 
I held him short and drawing after him 
I might behold the hart was feeding tryin 
His head was high and large in each degree 
‘Well paulmed eke, and seem d full sound to be. 

Of colour brow ne he beareth eight and tenne 
Of stately height and long he seemed then 
His beam seem d great in good proportion led 
Well barred and round w^ pearled neare his head 
He seemed fa> re tweene blacke and bemo brounde 
He seemed well fed by all the signes I found. 

For when I had well marked him with eye 
I stept aside to watch where he would Ije 
And when I had so wayted full an houre 
That he might be at laj re and in his boure 
I cast about to harbour him full sure 
My hound by sent did me thereof assure 
Then if he ask what slot or %iew I found 
I say the slot or \iew was long on ground 
The toes were great the joynt bones round and 
short 

The sliinne bones large the dew claws close 111 port 
Short loynted was he hollow footed eke 
An hart to hunt as an} man can seeke 

The Art 0/ V enerie ut supra p 9/ 


Note XXX\II 

When Denmark's raven soar'd on htgh^ 
Triumphant through Northumbrian sky^ 
Till^ hovering near^ her fatal croak 
Bade RegecTs Britons dread the yoke 

-P 343 

About the year of God 866 the Danes, 
under their celebrated leaders Inguar {more 
properly Agnar) and Hubba, sons it is said, 
of the still more celebrated Regnar Lodbrog, 
invaded Northumberland, bringing with them 
the magical standard, so often mentioned 
in poetry, called Reafen, or Rumfan, from 
its bearing the figure of a raven — 

* Wrought by the sisters of the Danish king 
Of funous Ivar m a midnight hour 
While the sick moon at their enchanted song 
Wrapt in pale tempest labour d through the clouds 
The demons of destruction then they say 
"Were all abroad and mixmg with the woof 
Their baleful power The sisters ever sung 
“Shake standard shake this rum on our foes 

THOMSON and MALLETS Alfred 

The Danes renewed and extended their 
incursions and began tocolonize, establishing 
a kind of capital at York, from which thej 
spread their conquests and incursions m 
every direction Stanmore, which divides 
the mountains of Westmoreland and Cum- 
berland, was probably the boundary of the 
Danish kingdom m that direction The dis- 
trict to the west, known in ancient British 


historj bj the name of Reged, had never 
been conquerf*d by the Saxons, and continued 
to maintain a precarious independence until 
it was ceded to Malcolm, King of Scots, b) 
W illiam the Conqueror, probably on account 
of Its similarity in language and manners to 
the neighbouring Briti^ kingdom of Strath 
Clyde 

Upon the extent and duration of the Danish 
sovereignty in Northumberland, the curious 
may consult the various authorities quoted 
in the Gesta et Vestigia Danorum extra 
Damam tom 11 p 40 The most powerful 
of their Northumbrian leaders seems to hav e 
been Ivar called, from the extent of his con 
quests, Wtdfam^ that is, The Strider 


Note XXXVIII 

Beneath the shade the Northmen came^ 
Fix'd on each vale a Runic name — P 34^ 

Ihe heathen Danes have left several trace«» 
of their religion in the upper part of Teesdale 
Balder garth, which derives its name from 
the unfortunate son of Odin, is a tract of 
waste land on the very ridge of Stanmore 
and a brook which falls into the Tees near 
Barnard Castle, is named after the same 
deity \ field upon the banks of the Tees ib 
also termed Woaen Crott, from the supreme 
deity of the Edda Thorsgill, of which a de 
scnption IS attempted in stanza 11, is a beauti 
All little brook and dell running up behind 
the rums of Eghston Abbey Inor was the 
Hercules of the Scandinavian mythology, 
a dreadful giant quelLr, and in that capacit> 
the champion of the gods, and the defender 
of Asgard, the northern 01> mpus, against the 
frequent attacks of the inhabitants of Jotun 
hem Ihere is an old poem in the Edda ol 
Soemund, called the Song of Thrym, which 
turns upon the loss and recovery of the Mace, 
or Hammer, which was Thor s principal wea 
on, and on which much of his pow er seems to 
ave depended It may be read to great ad 
\ antage m a\ ersion equally spinted and literal 
among the Miscellaneous Translations and 
Poems of the Honourable William Herbert 


XXXIX 

Who has not heard how brave O' Neale 
In English blood imbrued his steel ^ — P 344. 

The O’ Neale here meant, for more than 
one succeeded to the chieftainship during the 
reign of Elizabeth, was Hugh the grandson 
of Con O’Neale, called Con Bacco, or the 
Lame His father, Matthew O’ Kelly, was 
illegitimate, and, being the son of a black 
smith’s wife^ was usually called Matthew the 
Blacksmith His father, nevertheless, des- 
tined his succession to him, and he was 
created, by Elizabeth, Baron of Dungannon 
Upon the death of Con Bacco, this IS^tthew 
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was slam by his brother Hugh narrowly 
escaped the same fate and was protected by 
the Bn;^sh Shane O’ Neale, his uncle, called 
Shane Dymas, was succeeded by Turlough 
Lj.nogh O’Ncale , after whose death Hu^, 
having assumed the chieftainship, became 
nearly as formidable to the English as any 
by w horn it had been possessed He rebelled 
repeatedly, and as often made submissions, 
of which it was usually a condition that he 
should not any longer assume the title of 
O’Neale , in lieu ot which he was created 
Earl of Tyrone But this condition he never 
observed longer than until the pressure of 
superior foice was withdrawn His baffling 
the gallant Earl of Essex in the field and 
overreaching him in a treaty, w-’s the in 
duction to that nobleman’s tragedy Lord 
Mountjoj succeeded in finally subjugating 
O’Neale, but it was not till the succession 
of James), to whom he made personal sub 
mission, and was reccned with ciMlity at 
court Yet, according to Momsoh, ‘no 
respect to him could containe many weomen 
in those parts, who had lost husbands and 
children in the Irish warres, from flinging 
durt and stones at the carle as he passet^ 
and from reuiling him with bitter w^ords 
yea, when the earle had been at court, and 
there obtaining Ins majcstie’s direction for 
his pardon and performance of all con 
ditions promised him by the Lord Mountjoy, 
was about September to returne he durst 
not pass by those parts without direction to 
the shinffes, to comey him with troops of 
horse from place to place, till he was safely 
imbarked and put to sea for Ireland ’ — 
Itinerary^ p 296 


Note XL 



— P U4- 


The chief victory which Tyrone obtained 
over the English was in a battle fought near 
Blackw ater,whilehebesiegedafort garrisoned 
by the English, which commanded the passes 
into his country 

‘This captain and his few warders djd 
with no less courage suffer hunger, and 
having eaten the few horses they had, lived 
vponliearbes growing m the ditches and 
wals, suffering all extremitiea till the lord 
lieutenant, in the moneth of August, sent 
Sir Henry Bagnal, marshall of Ireland, wnth 
the most choice companies of foot and horse 
troopes of the English army to victual this 
fort, and to raise the rebels siege When the 
English entered the place and thicke woods 
beyond Armagh, on the east side, Tyrone 
(with all the rebels assembled to him) pneked 
forward with rage, enuy, and settled rancour 
against the marshall, assay led the English, 
and turning his full force against the mar 
shall’s person, had the successe to kill him, 


valiantly fighting among the thickest of the 
rebels Wnereupon the English being dis- 
mayed with his death, the rebels obtained 
a great victory against them I terme it 
great, since the English, from their first 
arriual m that kingdome, neuer had recened 
so great an ouerthrow as this, commonly 
called the Defeat of Blackew ater , thirteene 
valiant captaines and 1 «^oo common souldiers 
(whereof many were of the old companies 
which had serued in Brittany vnder General 
Norreys) were slam in the field The y lelding 
of the fort of Blackew ater followed this 
disaster, when the assaulted guard saw no 
hope of relief, but especially vpon messages 
sent to Captain Williams from our broken 
forces, retired to Armagh, professing that all 
their safety depended vpon his ^yielding the 
fort into the hands of Tyrone, without which 
danger Captaine Williams professed that no 
want or miserie should have induced him 
thereunto ’—Fynes MoR\ son’s Itinerary 
London, 1617, fol part 11 p 24 
Tyrone is ‘laid to have entertained a per 
sonal animosity against the knight marshal, 
Sir Henry Bagnal, whom he accused of 
detaining the letters which he sent to Queen 
Elizabeth, explanatory of h s conduct, and 
offering terms of submission The river, 
called by the English, Blackw ater, is termed 
in Irish, Avon l 5 uff, which has the same 
signification Both names are mentioned by 
Spenser in his ‘Marriage of the Thames and 
the Medway’ But I understand that his 
V ei ses relate not to the Blackwater of Ulster, 
but to a river of the same name in the south 
of Ireland — 

Swift Avon Duff which of the Englishmen 

Is evUed Blackwnter 


Note XLI 

Xhe Ta?iisi he to g-reai O' Neale — P 344. 

Eudox What is that which you call 
Tanist and Tanistry ’ Thebe be names and 
terms never heard of nor known to us 

'‘Iren It is a custom amongst all the 
Iribh, that presently after the death of one 
of tlieir chiefe lords or captaines, they doe 
presently assemble themselves to a place 
generally appointed and knowne unto them, 
to choose another in his stead, where they 
do nominate and elect, for the most part not 
the eldest sonre, nor any of the children of 
the lord deceased, but the next to him in 
blood, that is, the eldest and worthiest as 
commonly the next brother unto him, if he 
have any, or the next cousn, or so forth, 
as any is elder in that kindred or sept , and 
then next to them doe they choose the next 
of the blood to be Tanist, who shall next 
succeed him in the said captamry, if he live 
thereunto 

‘ Etidox Do they not use any ceremony 
in this election, for all barbarous nations are 
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commonly great obsen ers of ceremonies and 
superstitious rites ’ 

^hen They use to place him that shall 
be their captaine upon a stone, alviajs 
reserved to tliat purpose, and placed com 
monly upon a hill In some of which I ha\ e 
seen formed and engra\en a foot, which they 
say was the measure of their first captaine s 
foot , whereon hee standing, recen es an Oath 
to preserve all the ancient former customes 
of the countrey inviolable, and to deliver up 
the succession peaceably to his Tanist, and 
then hath a wand delivered unto him by 
some whose proper office that is , after which, 
descending from the stone he turneth himself 
round, thrice forwards and thrice backwards 
‘ Budox But how is the Tanist chosen ’ 
''Iren They say he setteth but one foot 
upon the stone, and receiveth the like oath 
that the captaine did ’ — Spenser S View of 
the State of Ireland^ apud Works^ Lond 
180*?, 81 o vol vm p 300 
The Tanist, therefore, of O’Neale, was the 
heir apparent of his power This kind of 
succession appears albO to ha\e regulated, 
m very remote times, the succession to the 
crown of Scotland It would ha\e been 
imprudent, if not impossible, to have as 
sorted a minor’s right of succession in those 
stormy days, when the principles of polic) 
were summed up m my frienu Mr ords 
worth’s lines — 

the good old rule 

Sufficeth them the bimple plan 
That they should take who have the poner 
And they should keep ■who can 


Note XLII 

His plaited hair in elf locks spread 4-0 
“P 345 

There is here an attempt to describe the 
ancient Irish dress, of which a poet of Queen 
Elizabeths day has given us the following 
particulars — 

I marvailde in my m>nde 
and thereupon did muse 
To see a bnde of hea^enhe hewe 
an ouglie fere to chuse 
This bnde it is the soile 
the bndegroome is the kame 
“With 'wnthed glibbes like wicked sprits 
with visage rough and stearne 
W ith sculles upon their poalles 
instead of civill cappes 
“With speares in hand and swordes besj des 
to beare off after clappes 
W ith jackettes long and large, 
which shroud simphcitie 
Though spitfull darts which they do beare 
importe imqmtie 
Their shirtes be \ery strange 
not reaching past the tine 
W Ith pleates on pleates thei pleated are 
as thick as pleates may l>e 
A hose sleaves hang trailing doune 
almost unto the shoe 
And with a mantel! cominonlie 
the Irish karne do goe 
:Now some amongst the reste 
doe use another weede 


A coate I iiieane of strange dense 
which fancy first did breade 
His skirts bt. verj shorte 
with pleates thick about 
And Irish trouzes inoe to put 
their strange protactours out 
DERRICK S ofirelattd, apud SOMER^ 

Tracts Edin 1S09 4to %ok i p 585 

Some curious wooden engravings accom 
pany this poem from which it would seem 
that the ancient Irish dress was (the bonnet 
excepted) very similar to that of the Scottish 
Highlanders The want of a covering on 
the head was supplied by the mode of plaiting 
and arranging tl e hair, winch was ca’led the 
ghbbe These glibbes, according to Spenser, 
were fit marks for a thief, since, when be 
wished to disguise himself he could either 
cut It off entirely, or so pull it over his eyes 
as to render it very hard to recognize him 
This, however, is nothing to the reprobation 
with which the same poet regards that 
favounte part of the Irish dress, the mantle 
‘ It IS a fit house for an outlaw, a meet bed 
for a rebel, and an apt cloke for a thief 
First, the outlaw being for his many crimes 
and villanyes banished from the townes and 
houses of honest men, and wandnng m waste 
places far fiom danger of law, raaketh his 
mantle his house, and under it covcreA,h him 
self from the wrath of heav en, from the offenCe 
of the earth, and from tlie sight of men 
\\ hen it raineth, it is his pent house , when 
itbloweth. It IS his tent, when it freezeth, it 
IS his tabernacle In summer he can wear 
it loose, m winter he can wrap it close, at 
all times he can use it , never hea\y never 
cumbersome Likewise for a rebel it is as 
serviceable , for in his vvarre that he maketh, 
(if at least it deserve the name of warre.) 
when he still fiyeth from his foe, and lurketii 
m the thicke woods and straite passages, 
waiting for advantages, it is his bed, yea, 
and almost his household stuff For the 
wood is his house against all weathers, and 
his mantle is his couch to sleep m Therein 
he wrappeth himself round, and coucheth 
himself strongly against the gnats, w hich m 
that country doe more annoy the naked 
rebels while they keep the woods, and doe 
more sharply wound them, than all their 
enemies swords or speares, which can seldom 
3 ome nigh them yea, and oftentimes their 
mantle seneth them when they are neere 
driven, being wrapped about their left arme, 
instead of a target, for it is hard to cut 
thorough with a sword , besides, it is light to 
beare, light to throw away , and being (as 
they commonly are) naked, it is to them all 
m all Lastly, for a thiefe it is so handsome 
as it may seem it was first invented for him , 
for under it he may cleanly convey any fit 
pillage that cometh handsomely in his way, 
and when he goeth abroad m the night in 
freebootmg, it is his best and surest friend, 
for lying, as they often do, two or three 
nights together abroad to watch for their 
booty, with that they can prettily shroud 
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themselves u^der a bush or bankside till 
they may conveniently do their errand , and 
■when all is over, he can in his mantle passe 
through any town or company, being close 
hooded over his head as he useth, from 
knowledge of any to whom he is indangered 
Besides this, he or any man els that is 
disposed to mischief or villany, may, under 
his mantle, goe privily armed without sus 
picion of any, cany his head-piece, his skean, 
or pistol, if he please, to be always in 
readiness * — Spenser’s View of the Sthte of 
Ireland^ apud Works, ut supra, viii 
The javelins, or darts, of the Irish, which 
they threw with great dexterity, appear, 
from one of the prints already mentioned, 
to have been about four feet long, with 
a strong steel head and thick knotted shaft 


Note XLIII 

W^tih wild majestic port and tone. 

Lake envoy of some barbarous throne 
— P ?45 

The Insh chiefs, m their intercourse with 
the English, and with each other, were wont 
to assume the language and style of inde- 
pendent royalty Morrison has preserved 
a summons from Tyrone to a neighbouring 
chieftain, which runs in the following terms — 

* O’ Neale commendeth him unto you, Monsh 
Fitz-Thomas, O’Neale requesteth you, in 
God’s name, to take part with him, and 
fight for your conscience and right , and m 
so doing, O’Neale will spend to see you 
righted ui all your affaires, and will help you 
And if you come not at O’Neale betwixt this 
and to-morrow at twelve of the clocke, and 
take his part. O’ Neale is not beholding to 
you, and will doe to the uttermost of his 
ower to overthrow you, if you come not to 
im at furthest by Satturday at noone F rom 
Knocke Dumayne in Caine, the fourth of 
February, 1599 

‘O’ Neale requesteth you to come speake 
with him, and doth giue you his word that you 
shall receive no harme neither in comming 
nor going from him, whether you be friend 
or not, and bnng with you to O’Neale Gerat" 
Fitzgerald 

(Subscribed) ‘ O’Neale ’ 

Nor did the royalty of O’ Neale consist in 
words alone Sir John Hamngton paid him 
a visit at the time of his truce -with Essex, 
and, after mentioning his ‘fern table, ana 
fern forms, spread under the stately canopy 
of heaven,’ he notices what constitutes the 
real power of eve^ monarch, the love, namely, 
and allegiance of his subiects ‘ His guards, 
for the most part, were beardless boys with 
out shirts, who in the frost wade as 
familiarly through rivers as water spaniels. 
"With what charm such a master makes them 
love him, I know not , but if he bid come, 


they come , if go, they do go , if he say do 
this, they do it° — Nugae Antiquae Lond 
1784, 8vo, vol 1 p 251 


Note XLIV 

Hts foster father was his guide — P 1546 
There was no tie more sacred among the 
Irish than that which connected the foster, 
father, as well as the nurse herself, with the 
child they brought up 

‘Foster fathers spend much more time, 
money, and affection on their foster children 
than their own , and in return take from them 
clothes, mon^ for their several professions, 
and arms, and, even for any vicious purposes, 
fortunes and cattle, not so much by a claim 
of right as by extortion , and they will even 
carry those things off as plunder All who 
have been nursed by the same person pre 
serve a greater mutual affection and confi. 
dence in each other than if they were natural 
brothers, whom they will even hite for the 
sake of these When chid by their parents, 
they fly to their foster-fathers, who frequently 
encourage them to make open war on their 
parents, tram them up to every excess of 
wickedness, and make them most abandoned 
miscreants , as, on the other hand, the nurses 
make the young women, whom they bnng 
up for every excess If a foster child is sick, 
it IS incredible how soon the nurses hear of it, 
however distant, and with what solicitude 
they attend it by day and night ’ — Giraldus 
CambrensiS, quoted by Camden, iv 368 
This custom, like many other Irish usages, 
prevailed till of late in the Scottish Highlands, 
and was cherished by the chiefs as an easy 
mode of extending their influence and con- 
nexion, and even in the Lowlands, dunng 
the last century, the connexion between the 
nurse and fostei child was seldom dissolved 
but by the death of one party 


Note XLV* 

Great Nial of the Pledges Nine — P 347 

Neal Naighvallach, or Of the Nine Hostages, 
is said to have been Monarch of all Ireland, 
during the end of the fourth or beginning of 
the fifth century He exercised a predatory 
warfare on the coast of England and of 
Bretagne, or Armorica, and from the latter 
country brought off the celebrated Saint 
Patrick, a youth of sixteen, among other 
captives, whom he transported to Ireland 
Neal derived his epithet from nine nations, 
or tribes, whom he held under his subjection, 
and from whom he took hostages From 
one of Neal’s sons were derived the Kinel- 
eoguin, or Race of Tyrone, which afforded 
monarchs both to Ireland and to Ulster 
Neal (according to O’Flaherty’s Ogygia) was 
killed by a poisoned arrow, in one of his 
descents on the coast of Bretagne. 
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Note XLVI 

Shane Dymas wild — P 347 

This Shane Dymas, or John the 'Wanton, 
held the title and power ot O'Neale in the 
earlier part of Elizabeth’s reign, against 
whom he rebelled repeatedly 

‘ This chieftain is handed dowm to us as the 
most proud and profligate man on earth He 
was immoderately aadicted to women and 
wine He is said to have had 200 tuns of 
wine at once in his cellar at Dandram, but 
usquebaugh was his favourite liquor He 
spared neither age nor conditnin of the fair 
sex Altho* so illiterate that he could not 
write, he was not destitute of address , his 
understanding was strong, and his courage 
daring He had 600 men for his guard, 
4000mot, 1000 horse forthe field He claimed 
superiority o\er all the lords of Ulster, and 
called himself king thereof When com 
missioners were sent to treat with him, he 
said, “ That, tho’ the Queen were his sovereign 
lady, he never made peace with her bui at 
her lodging^ that she had made a wise Earl 
of Macartymore, but that he kept as good a 
man as he , that he cared not for so mean 
a title a s Earl , that his blood and power w ere 
better than the best , that his ancestors w ere 
Kings of Ulster and that he would give place 
to none ” His kinsman the Earl of Kildare, 
having persuaded him of the folly of contend 
ing with the crown of England, he resolved 
to attend the Queen, but in a st>le suited to 
his princely dignity He appeared in London 
with a magnificent tram of Irish Galloglasses, 
arrayed m the richest habiliments of their 
country, their heads bare, their hair flow mg 
on their shoulders, with their long and open 
sleet es dyed with saffron Thus dressed 
and surcharged with military harness, and 
armed with battle axes, they afforded an 
astonishing spectacle to the citizens, who 
regarded them as the intruders of some veiy 
distant part of the globe But at Court his 
tersatility now prevailed, his title to the 
sovereignty of Tyrone was pleaded from 
English laws and Irish institutions, and his 
allegations were so specious, that tne Queen 
dismissed him with presents and assurances 
of favour In England this transaction was 
looked on as the humiliation of a repenting 
rebel , in Tyrone it was considered as a treaty 
ofpeace between two potentates ’ — Camden s 
Britannia^ by Gough London, 1806, fol , 
vol iv p 442 

When reduced to extremity by the English, 
and forsaken by his allies, this Shane Dymas 
fled to Clandeboy, then occupied by a colony of 
Scottish Highlanders of the family of Mac 
Donell He was at first courteously recei\ ed , 
but by degrees they began to quarrel about 
the slaughter of some of their friends whom 
Shane-Dyraas had put to death and ad\ ancing 
from words to deeds, fell upon him with their 
broadswords, and cut him to pieces. After 


his death a law was made that none should 
presume to take the name and title of 
O’Neale 


Note XLVII 
Geraldine — V 347 

The O’Neales were closel> allied with this 
powerful and warlike family, for Henry 
Owen O’Neale married the daughter of 
Thomas Earl of Kildare, and their son Con 
More married his cousin german a daughter 
of Gerald Earl of Kildare. This Con More 
cursed any of his posterity who should learn 
the English language sow corn, or build 
houses, so as to in\ ite the English to settle in 
their country Others ascribe this anathema 
to his son Con Bacco Fearflatha O’Gnive, 
bard to the O’Neales ofClannaboy, complains 
in the same spirit of the towers and ramparts 
with which the strangers had disfigured the 
fair sporting fields of Erin — See WALKER’S 
Irish Bards^ p 140 


Note XLVIII 

He chose that honour'" d fiag to hear 

— P 347 

Lacy informs ns, in the old play already 
quoted, how the cavalry raised by the country 
gentlemen for Charles^ service were usually 
officered ‘ You, cornet have a name that ’s 
proper for all comets to be called bj , for they 
are all beardless bojs m our army The 
most part of our horse were raisecfthus — 
The honest country gentleman raises the troop 
at his own charge, then he gets a Low country 
lieutenant to fight his troop safely , then he 
sends for his son from school to bebis comet 
and then he puts off his child s coat to put on 
a buff coat and this is the constitution of our 
army ’ 


NoteXLIX. 

——his Page^ the next degree^ 

In that old time^ to chivalry — P 347 
Originally, the order of chnalry embraced 
three ranks — i, the Page, 2 the Squire, 
% the Knight —a gradation which seems to 
have been imitated m the mystery of free 
masonry But, before the reign of Charles I, 
the custom of serving as a squire had fallen 
into disuse, though the order of the page 
was still, to a certain degree, in observance 
This state of servitude was so far from infer- 
ring anything degrading, that it was con- 
sidered as the regular school for acquinng 
every quality necessary for future distinction 
The proper nature, and the decay of the 
institution, are pointed out by old Ben Jonson, 
with his own forcible moral colouring The 
dialogue occurs betw een Lovell, ‘ a com pleat 

f entleman, a soldier, and a scholar, known to 
ave been page to the old Lord Beaufort, and 
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so to have followed him m the French wars, 
after companion of his studies, and left guar 
dian to his son,’ and the facetious Goodstock, 
host of the Light Heart Lo vel had offered to 
take Goodstock’s son for his page, which the 
latter, in reference to the recent abuse of the 
establishment, declares as ‘a desperate course 
of life’ — 

Lovell Call you that desperate which by a Ime 
Of institution from our ancestors 
Hath been derived down to us and received 
In a succession for the noblest way 
Of breeding up our youth m letters arms 
Fair mien discourses civil exercise 
And all the blazon of a gentleman? 

Vn here can he learn to vault to ride, to fence 
To move his body gracefully to speak 
His language purer , or to tune his mind 
Or manners, more to the harmony of nature 
Than in the nurseries of nobility? 

Jlost Ay that was when the nursery s self was 
noble 

And onlj virtue made it not the market 
That titles were not vented at the drum 
Or common outcry Goodness gave the greatness 
And greatness worslyp every house became 
An academy of honour and those parts 
We see departed m the practice now. 

Quite from the institution 

Lovell Why do you say so’ 

Or think so enviously? Do they not still 
Learn there the Centaur s skill the art of Thrace, 

To ride? or Pollux mysterj to fence? 

The Pyrrhic gestures both to dance and spring 
In armour to be active m the wars ’ 

To study figures numbers and proportions. 

May yield them great m counsels and the arts 
Grave Nestor and the wise Ulysses practised? 

To make their English sweet upon their tongue 
As reverend Chaucer says? 

Host Sir vou mistake 

To play Sir Pandarus my copy hath it 
And carry messages to Madame Cressida 
Instead of backing the brave steed o mominip, 

To court the chambermaid and for a leap 

O the vaulting horse to ply the vaultmg house 

For exercise of arms a bale of dice 

Or two or three packs of cards to show the cheat 

And nimbleness of hand mistake a cloak 

Upon my lord s back and pawn it ease his pocket 

Of a superfluous watch or geld a jewel 

Of an odd stone or so twinge two or three buttons 

From olf my lady s gown These are the arts 

Or seven liberal deadly sciences 

Of pagery or rather paganism 

As the tides run to which if he apply him 

He may perhaps take a degree at Tyburn 

A year the earlier come to take a leaure 

Upon Aquinas at St Thomas a Watenngs, 

And so go forth a laureat in hemp circle i 

JONSON S Neto Inn Act I Scene III 


Note L 

Seem'd! half abanehtt'd to decay — P 353 

The ancient castle of Rokeby stood exactly 
upon the site ofthe present mansion, by which 
a part of itswalls isenclosed. It is surrounded 
by a profusion of fine w ood, and the park in 
which It stands is adorned by the lunction 
of the Greta and of the Tees The title 
of Baron Rokeby of Armagh was, in 1777. 
confetred on the Right Reverend Richard 
Robinson, Pnmate of Ireland descended of 
the Robinsons, formerly of Rokeby, m York 
shire. 


Note LI 

Rokeby' s lords of martial fame^ 

1 can count them name by name — 355 

The follo-wing brief pedigree of this very 
ancient and once powerful family was kindly 
supplied to the author by Mr Rokeby of 
Northamptonshire, descended of the ancient 
Barons of Rokeby — 

* Pedigree ofthe House of Rokeby 

1 Sir Alex Rokeby, Knt married to Sir 

Hump Liftle’s 1 daughter 

2 Ralph Rokeby, Esq to Tho Lumley’s 

daughter 

3 Sir Tho Rokeby, Knt to Tho Hubborn’s 

daughter 

4 Sir Ralph Rokeby, Knt to Sir Ralph 

Biggot s daughter 

5 Sir Thos Rokeby, Knt to Sir John de 

Melsass’ daughter, of Bennet Hall, m 
Holderness 

6 Ralph Rokeby, Esq to Sir Brian Staple- 

ton’s daughter, of Weighill 

7 Sir Thos Rokeby, Knt to Sir Ralph 

Ury’s daughter ^ 

8 Ralph Rokeby, Esq to daughter of Mans- 

field, heir of Morton 

9 Sir Tho Rokeby, Knt to Stroode’s 

daughter and heir 

10 Sir Ralph Rokeby, Knt to Sir James 

Strangwayes’ daughter 

11 Sir Thos Rokeby, Knt to Sir John 

Hotham’s daughter 

12 Ralph Rokeby, Esq to Danby of Yaf 

forth’s daughter and heir* 

13 Tho Rokeby, Esq to Rob Constable’s 

daughter, of Cliff, serjt at law 

14 Christopher Rokeby Esq to Lasscells of 

Brackenburgh s daughter ■> 
i<j Thos Rokeby, Esq to the daughter of 
Thweng 

16 Sir Thomas Rokeby, Knt to Sir Ralph 

Lawson’s daughter, of Brough 

17 Frans Rokeby, Esq toFaucett’s daughter, 

citizen of London 

18 Thos Rokeby, Esq to the daughter of 

Wickhffe of Gales 

High Sheriffs of Yorkshire 

1337 II Edw 3 Ralph Hastings and Thos 
de Rokeby 

1343 17 Edw 3 Thos de Rokebj , pro sept 
annis 

1 Lisle JS Temp Edw 2di. ® Temp Edw 3111. 

4 Temp Hear 7mt and from liim is the house of 
Skjers of a fourth brother 
s From him is the house of Hotham and of the 
second brother that had issue 
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1358 25 Edw 3 Sir Thomas Rokeb>, Jus 
ticiary of Ireland for six: 
years, died at the castle 
ofKilka 

1407 8 Hen 4 Thomas Rokeby Miles, de- 

feated and slew the Duke 
of Northumberland at the 
battle of Bramham Moor 
1411 12 Hen 4 Thos Rokeby Miles 

i486 Thomas Rokeby, Esq 

1539 Robert Holgate, Bishop of 

LandafF, afterwards P of 
York, Ld President of the 
Council for the Preserva 
tion of Peace in the North 
1564 6 Eliz, Thomas Younge Arch 

bishop of Yorke, Ld 
President 

30 Hen 8 Tho Rokeby, LL D , one of 
the Council 

Jn Rokeby, LL D ,one of 
the Council 


I072 15EI12 Henry Hastings, Earl of 
Pluntingdon, Ld Pre 
sident 

Jo Rokeby, Esq , one of the 
Council 

^ Rokeby, LL D , ditto 
Ralph Rokeb} , Esq , one of 
tl e Secretaries 

1574 17 Eliz Jo Rokebj, Precentor of 
York 

7 Will 3 Sir J Rokeby, Knt , one of 
the Justices of the King s 
Bench 

The family of De Rokeby came over with 
the Conqueror 

The old motto belonging to the famil} is Ifi 
Btvio Dexti a 

The arms, argent, che\Ton sable, between 
three rooks proper 

‘There is somew hat more to be found m our 
family in the Scottish history about the affairs of 
Dun Bretton town, but w hat it is, and in w hat 
time, I know not, nor can ha\e convenient 
leisure to search But Parson Blackwood, the 
Scottish chaplain to the Lord of Shrewsbury, 
recited to me once a p ece of a Scottish song, 
w herein was mentioned, that W ilham ^ allis, 
the great deliverer of the Scots from the 
English bondage, should, at Dun Bretton, 
havebeen brought up under a Rokeby, captain 
then of the place , and as he w alked on acliff, 
should thrust him on a sudden into the sea 
and thereby have gotten that hold, which, I 
think, was about the 33rd of Edward I, or 
before Thus, leav mg our ancestors of record, 
we must also with them leave the Chronicle 
of Malmesbury Abbey, called Eulogium 
Histonarum, out of which Mr Leland re 
porteth this history and coppy dow n unw ntten 
story, the which have yet the testimony of 
Uter times, and the fresh memorj of men 


yet alive, for their warrant and creditt, of 
whom I have learned it that in K Henry 
the 7th s reign, one Ralph Rokeby, Esq was 
owner of Morton and I guess that this was 
he that deceived the frjars of Richmond with 
his felon swine, on which a jargon was made ’ 

The above is a quotation from a manuscript 
written by Ralph Rokebj , when he lived is 
uncertain 

To what metrical Scottish tradition Parson 
Blackwood alluded, it would be now in vain 
to inquire But in Blind Harrv s History of 
Sir William Wallace, we find a legend of one 
Rukbie, whom he makes keeper of Stirling 
Castlo under the English usurpation, and 
whom YV allace slays with his own hand — 

* In the jjreat press Wallace and Rukbie met 
With his goocl sword a stroke upon him set 
Dtrfly to death the old Rukbie he drav e 
But his tHO sons escaped among tl e lave. 

These sons, according to the romantic 
Mini>tiel, surrendered the castle on conditions 
and went back to England, but returned to 
Scotland m the da} s of Bruce, when one of 
them became again keeper of Stirling Castle 
Immediate!} after th s achievement follows 
anothei engagement, between A^allacc and 
those Western Highlanders who embraced 
the English interest, at a pass in Glendou 
chart, where many were precipitated into the 
lake ov er a precipice. These circumstances 
may have been confused in the narrative of 
Parson Blackwood, or m the recollection of 
Mr Rokebv 

In the old ballad of Chew Chase there is 
mentioned among the English warriors 
Sir Raff the ryche Rugbe which may apply 
to Sir Ralph Rokeby, the tenth baron m the 
pedigree The more modern copv of the 
ballad runs thus — 

* Good Sir Ralph Raby ther was slain. 

W hose prowess did surmount 

This would rather seem to relate to one of 
the Nevilles of Raby But, as the whok 
ballad is romantic, accuracy is. not to be 
looked for 


Note LII 

The Felon Sow — P 355 

The ancient minstrels had a comic as well 
as a serious strain of romance , and although 
the examples of the latter are by far the most 
numerous, they are, perhaps, the less valu- 
able The comic romance was a sort of 
parody upon the usual subjects of minstrel 
poetry If the latter described deeds of heroic 
achievement, and the events of the battle, the 
tourney, and the chase the former as m the 
Tournament of Tottenham introduced a set 
of clowns debating in the field, with all tlie 
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assumed circumstances of chivalry, or, as 
in the Hunting of the Hare (see Weber’s 
Metrical Romances^ vol m), pei^ons of the 
same description following the chase, with 
all the grievous mistakes and blunders 
incident to such unpractised sportsmen 
The idea, therefore, of Don Quixote’s frenzy, 
although inimitably embodied and brought 
out was not, perhaps, in the abstract, alto 
gether original One of the \ery best of 
these mock romances, and which has no 
small portion of comic humour, is the Hunt 
ing of the Felon Sow of Rokeby by the 
Fnars of Richmond Ralph Rokeby, who 
(for the lest’s sake apparently) bestowed this 
intractable animal on the conient of Rich 
mond, seems to have flourished m the time of 
Henry VI I, which, since we know not the 
date of Friar Theobald’s wardenship, to 
which the poem refers us, may indicate that 
of the composition itself Morton, the Mor 
tham of the text, is mentioned as being 
this facetious baron’s place of residence, 
accordingly, Leland notices, that ‘ Mr 
Rokeby hath a place called Mortham, a 
little beneath Grentey bridge, almost on the 
mouth of Grentey’ That no information 
may be lacking which is m my power to 
supply, I ha\e to notice, that the Mistress 
Rokeby of the romance, who so charitably 
refreshed the sow after she had discomfited 
Friar Middleton and his auxiliaries, was, as 
appears from the pedigree of the Rokeby 
family, daughter and heir of Danby of Yaf 
fort 

This curious poem was first published in 
Mr Whitaker’s History of Craven, but, from 
an inaccurate manuscript, not corrected very 
happily It ■was transferred by Mr Evans 
to the new edition of his Ballaos, with some 
well judged conjectural improvements I 
have been induced to gi\e a more authentic 
and full, though still an imperfect, edition of 
this humorsome composition, from being 
furnished with a co{^ from a manuscnpt in 
the possession of Mr Rokeby, to whom I 
have acknowledged my obligations in the 
last note It has three or four stanzas more 
than that of Mr Whitaker, and the language 
seems, where they differ, to have the more 
ancient and genuine readings. 

THE FELON SOW OF ROKEBY AND THE 
FRIARS OF RICHMOND 

Ye men that will of aunters i winne 
That late within this land hath beene 
Of one I will you tell 
And of a sew a that was sea s strange, 

Alas I that ever she lived sae lanv, 

For fell-* folk did she whell5 


IBoth the MS and Mr Whitakers copy read 
ixftcesfcrs evidently a corruption of aunters^ ad 
ventures, as corrected by Mr Evans. 

3 Sow, according to provincial pronunciation 
3 So, Xorkshite dialect ^ rele, many. Sax. 

M A corruption of to kill. 


She was mare l than other three 
The"grisliest beast that ere might be, 
Her head was great and gray 
She was bred m Rokeby wood 
There were few that thither goed2 
That came on live * away 

Her walk ivas endlong^ Greta side 
There was no bren - hat durst her bide, 
That was froe s heaven to hell 
Nor never man that had that might 
That ever durst come in her sight 
Her force it was so fell 

Ralph of Rokeby with good will 
The Fryers of Richmond gave her till 7, 
Full well to garre 8 them fare 
Fryar Middleton by his name 
He was sent to fetch her hame 
That rued hun sme® full sare 


With him tooke he wicht men two, 

Peter Dale was one of thoe 
That ever was brim as beare 
And well durst strike with sword and knife, 
And fight full manly for his life 
What time as mister ware 

These three men went at God s will 
This wicked sew while they came till, 
Ligganis under a tree , 

Rugg and rusty was her haire. 

She raise up with a felon fareW 
To fight against the three 


She was so grisely for to meete 
She rave the earth up with her feete. 
And bark came fro the tree 
When Fryar Middleton her saugh^, 
Weet ye weU he might not laugh, 

Pull earnestly look t hee 


These men of aunters that was so wight W, 
They bound them, bauldly le for to figh^ 
And strike at her full sare 
Until a kiln they garred her flee 
Wold God send them the victory 
The wold ask him noa mare. 


The sew was m the kiln hole down 
As they were on the balke aboon n. 

For 18 hurting of their feet , 

They were so saulted lo with this sew 
That among them was a stalworth stew, 
The kiln began to reeke. 

Durst noe man neigh her with his hand. 
But put a rape 30 down with his wand 
And haltered her full meete 
They hurled her forth against her will. 
Whiles they came into aniU 
A little fro the streetai 


1 More greater 2 Went 

* Alive 4 Along the side of Greta, 

5 Barn, child, man m generak 6 From, 

y To 8 Make 9 Since. 

^0 Fierce as a bear Mr Whitakers copy reads, 
perhaps m consequence of mistaking the MS T other 
was Bryan of Bear 

1 Need were Mr Whitaker reads musters 
13 Lying, 13 A fierce countenance or r p^^"**** 

W Saw 

15 Wight brave The Rokeby MS xea,datMcou7tierSt 
and Mr Whitaker auHcestors 

16 Boldly 17 On the beam above 

i« To prevent Assaulted. 2o Rope 

SI Wathng Street See the sequel. 
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And there she made them such a fray 
If they should live to Doomes-diy 
They thirrow 1 it ne er forgett 
She bradeda upon every side 
And ran on them gaping full wide, 
For nothing wowd she letts 

She gave such brades < at the band 
That Teter Dale had in his hand 
He might not hold his feet 
She chafed them to and fro 
The wight men was never soe woe 
Their measure was not so meete. 


She bound her boldly to abide 
To Peter Dale she came aside, 

With many a hideous yell 
She gaped soe wide and cried soe hee 
The Fr j ar seid I conjure thee 5 
Thou art a femd of hell 


* Thou art come hither for some trame « 
I conjure thee to go againe 
Where thou wast wont to dwell ’ 

He saynedT him with crosse and creede 
Took forth a book began to reade 
In St. John his gospeU. 


The sew she would not Latin heare 
But rudely rushed at the Prear 
1 hat blinked aU his blee s 
And when she would have taken her hold 
The Frrar leaped as Jesus wold, 

And bealed nim & with a tre& 


She was as bnmli as any beare 
For all their meete to labour there 
To them it was no boote 
Upon trees and bushes that by her stood 
She ranged as she was wood 
And rave them up by roote 


He s^d Alas that I was Frear » 

And I shall be rugged ^ m sunder here 
Hard is my destmie 1 
Wist my brethren in this houre 
That X was sett m such a stoure is 
They would pray for me 


This wicked beast that wrought this woe 
Tooke that rape from the other two 
And then the^ dedd all three , 

They fledd away by Wathng street 
They had no succour but theu: feel^ 

It was the more pity 


I Dare 2 Rushed. a Leave it 4 Fulls, 
s This hne is wanting in Mr Whitakers copy 
whence it has been conjectured that somethmg 
IS wanting after this stanza, which now there is no 
occasion to suppose 

6 Evil device 7 Blessed, Fr 8 Lost his colour 
9 Sheltered himself 10 Fierce 

W The MS reads, io iabeur weere The text 
seems to mean, that all their labour to obtain their 
intended meat was of no use to them Mr Whitaker 
reads, 

* She was bnm as any boar 
And gave a gnsly hideous roar 
To mem it was no boot. 

Besides the want of connection between the last line 
and the two former the second has a very modem 
sound, and the readmg of the Rokeby MS with the 
i^ht alterabon m the text, is much better 
12 Mad 13 Tom, pulled M Knew 

IS Comba^perQous fight 


The feild it was both lost and wonne 1 
The sew went hame and that full soone 
To Morton on the Greene 
When Ralph of Rokeby saw the rape 2, 
He wKt3 thit there hid been debate 
Whereat the sew had beene 


He bad them stand out of her way. 
For she had had a sudden fray — 

I saw never so keene 
Some new things shall we heare 
Of her and Middleton the Frear 
Some battell hath there beene. 


But all that served him for nought 
Had they not better succour sought. 

They were served therefore loe. 

Then Mistress Rokeby came anon 
And for her brought shee meate full sooner 
The sew came her unto 


She gave her meate upon the fiower 

[Hiatiis -valde deflendus ) 

When Frjar Middleton came home 
His brethren was full/ain ilkoneo 
And thanked God of his life , 

He told them all unto the end 
How he had foughten with a fiend 
And hved through mickle strife 

\\ e gave her battell half a day 
And sithin 0 was fain to fly awaj 
For saving of our life 7 
And Pater Dale would never blinn*. 
But as fast as he could ryn ^ 

Till he came to his wife 


The warden said I am full of woe 
That ever ye should be torment so 
But wee with you bad beene ! 

Had wee been there your brethren all 
Wee should have garred the warle w fall 
That wrought you all this teyne H 

Fryar Middleton said soon "Nfay 
In filth you would have fled away 
When most mister 12 bad beene 
You wdl all speake words at hame 
k man would ding i > y ou every ilk ane. 
And if It be as I weme 


He look t so gnedy all that night 
The warden said Yon man will fight 
If you say ought but good 
Yon guest w hath gneved him so sare 
Hold your tongues and speake noe mare. 
He isoks as he were woode. 


1 This stanza with the two following and the frag* 
ment of a fourth are not in Mr Whitaker s edition. 

2 The rope about the sow s neck. s knew 

4 This lino IS almost illegible s Each one, 

6 Since then after that. 

7 The above Imes are wanting m Mr Whitaker^ 
copy 

» Cease stop » Run 

10 Warlock, or wizard 11 Harm 12 Need. 

IS Beat Ihe copy m Mr Whitaker’s History of 
Craven reads perhaps better— 

' The fiend would dmg you down ilk one 

1* ‘Yon guest may be yon gest i e that ad- 
venture, or it may mean yon g^Aatst or appari- 
tion, which m old poems is applied sometimes to 
what is supematurally hideous. The prmted copy 
reads. The beast hath, &c. 
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The warden waged l on the mnme 
Two boldest men that ever were borne 
I weme or ever shall be 
The one was Gibbert Gnffin s son 
Full miLkle worship has he wonne 
Both by land and sea. 


The otlier was a bastard son of Spam 
Many a Sarazm hath he slam 
His dint 2 hath gart them die 
These two men the battle undertooke 
Agimst the sew, as sa>s the booke 
And sealed security 


That they should boldly bide and fight 
And skomfit her m iname and might 
Or therefore should they die 
The warden sealed to them agame 
And said In feild if ye be slam 
Tins condition make I 


* We shall for you pray smg and read 
To doomesday with hearty speede 
With all our progeny 
Then the letters well was made 
Bands bound with seales bradeS 
As deedes of armes should be 


These men of armes that weeie so wight 
With armour and with brandes bright 
They went this sew to see 
She made on them slike a rerd 4 
That for her they were sare afer d 
And almost bound to fiee 


She came ro\ emg them egame 
That saw the bastard son of Spame 
He braded > out his brand 
Full spiteously at her he strake 
For all the fence that he could make 
She gat sword out of hand 
And rave m sunder half his shidde 
And bire him backward m the feilde 
He might not her gamstand. 

She would nave riven his privich geare, 
But Gilbert with Ins sword of werre. 

He strake at her full strong 
On her shoulder till she held the swerd 
Then was good Gilbert sore afer d 
When the blade brake in throng 


Since in his hands he hath her tane 
She tooke him by the shoulder bane?. 
And held her hold full fast 
She strave so stiffly ui tliat stowerS 
That through all his rich armour 
The blood came at the last. 

Then Gilbert grieved was sea sare 
That he rave off both hide and halre, 
The flesh came fro the bone , 

And with all force he felled her there. 
And warm her worthily in werre, 

And band her him alone 


And lift her on a horse sea hee 
Into two paniers well made of a tre 
And to Richmond they did hay® 
When they saw her come 
They sang merrily Te Deum 
The Fryers on that dayi® 


* Hired a Yorkshire phrase a Blow 

a Broad large 4 Such like a roir 

a Drew out ® In the combat ? Bone 

a Meetmg battle ® Hie hasten 

10 The MS reads mistakenly ezeto da} 


They thanked God and St Francis 
As tney had won the best of pris l 
And never a man was slaine 
There did never a man more manly 
Knight Marcus nor yett Sir Gui, 

Nor Loth of Louthyane 2 

If ye will any more of this 
In the tryers of Richmond tis 
In parchment good and fine 
And how Fryar Middleton that was so kend i, 
At Greta Bridge conjured a feind 
In likeness of a swine. 

It IS well known to many a man 
That Fryar Theobald was warden than 
And this fell m his time 
And Christ them bless both fflrre and neare 
All that for solace list this to heare, 

And him that made the rhime 

Ralph Rokeby with full good will 
The Fryers ot Richmond he gav e her till 
This sew to mend their fare 
Fryar Middleton by his name 
Would needs bring the fat sew hame 
That rued him since full sare 


Note LUI 

The Filea of O' Neale was he — P 356 

The Filea, or Ollamh Re Dan, was the 
proper bard, or, as the name literally implies, 
poet bach chieftain of distinction had one 
or more m his service, whose office was 
usually hereditary The late ingenious Mr 
Cooper Walker has assemblecT a curious 
collection of particulars concerning this order 
of men, m his Historical Memoirs of the Irish 
Bards There were itinerant bards of less 
elev ated rank, but all w ere held in the highest 
veneration The English, who considered 
them as chief supporters of the spirit of 
national independence, were much disposed 
to proscribe this race of poets, as Edward I 
IS said to ha\ e done in Wales Spenser, while 
he admits the merit of their w lid poetry, as 
‘ savouring of sweet wit and good in\ ention, 
and spnnkled with some pretty flowers of 
their natural deMce,’ yet rigorously con 
demns the w hole application of their poetry, 
as abased to ‘the gracing of wickedness and 
vice ’ The household mmstrel was admitted 
e\en to the feast of the prince whom he 
served, and sat at the same table It was 
one of the customs of which Sir Richard 
Sewry, to whose charge Richard II com 
mitted the instruction of our Irish monarchs 
in the civilisation of the period, found it most 
difficult to break his ro>al disciples, though 
he had also much ado to subject them to 
other English rules, and particularly to re 
concile them to wear breeches ‘The kyng, 
my souerevigne lord’s entent waS, that m 


1 Price 

2 The father of Sir Gawam m the romance of 
Arthur and Merlin. The MS is thus corrupted— 

More loth of Louth Ryme 
s Either kind, or well known 
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maner, countenaunce, and apparel ofclothyng 
they sholde use according to the maner of 
Englande, for the k}nge thought to make 
them all four knyghtes they had a fa) re 
house to lodge in, in Duveljn and I was 
charged to a%de styll with them, and not 
to departe , and so two or three dajes 
I suffered them to do as they l)st, and sayde 
noth)ng to them, but folowed their owne 
appet) tcs they w olde sitte at the table, and 
make countenance nother good nor fa) re 
Than I thought I shulde cause them to 
chaunge that manor, they wolde cause their 
mynstrells, their seruantes, and \arlettes, to 
sytte with them, and to eate in their owme 
dyssche, and to dnnke of their cuppes , and 
the) shewed me that the usage of their cuntre 
was good, for they sayd in all th)ngs (except 
their oeddes) they w ere and ly\ ed as comcn 
So the fourthe day I orda)ned other tables 
to be couered in the hall, after the usage of 
Englande, and I made these four knyghtes 
to sytte at the hyghe table, and there 
mynstrels at another borde and their ser 
uauntes and varlettes at another by neth them, 
wherof by semynge they were displeased, 
and beheld each other, and wolde not eate, 
and sayde, how I wolde take fro them their 
cod usage, w herein they had been norished 
hen I answered them, smylyng, to apcace 
them, that it was not honourable for their 
estates to do as they dyde before, and that 
they must lea\e it, and use the custom of 
Englande, and that it was the kynges 
pleasure they shulde so do, and how he w as 
charged so to ordei them "W hen they harde 
that, th^ suffred it, by cause they had putte 
themselfe under the obesyance ot the Kynge 
of England, and parceuered m the same as 
long as I was with them , yet they had one 
use which I knew was well used in their 
cuntre, and that was, they dyde were no 
breches , I caused brechea of lynen clothe to 
be made for them Whyle I was with them 
I caused them to leaue many rude thynges, 
as well in clothyng as in other causes 
Moche ado I had at the fyrst to cause them 
to weare gownes of sylke, furred with myn 
euere anef gray , for before these kynges 
thought themselfe well apparelled whan they 
had on a mantell They rode alwayes with 
out saddles and styropes, and with great 
payne I made them to ride after our usage ’ — 
Lord Berners’ Froissart Loud 1812, 
4to vol 11 p 621 

The influence of these bards upon their 
patrons, and their admitted title to interfere 
in matters of the weightiest concern, may be 
also proved from the beha\iour of one of 
them at an interview between Thomas Fitz 
gerald, son of the Earl of Kildare, then 
about to renounce the English allegiance, 
and the Lxird Chancellor Cromer, who made 
a long and goodly oration to dissuade him 
from his purpose The young lord had come 
to the council ‘armed and weaponed,’ and 
attended by seven score horsemen in their 


shirts of mail , and we are assured that the 
chancellor, having set forth his oration ‘ with 
such a lamentable action as h s cheekes 
were all beblubbered with teares, the horse- 
men, namelie, such as understood not 
Eng’ sli, began to diuine what the lord- 
chancellor meant with all this long cir 
cumstance , some of them reporting that he 
was preaching a sermon, others said that he 
stood makii g of some heroicall poetry in the 
praise of the Lord Thomas And tl us as 
e\ery idiot shot his foolish bolt at the wise 
chancellor his discourse, who in effect had 
nought el&e but drop pretious stones before 
hogs, one Bard de Nelan, an Irish nthmour, 
ana a rotten sheepe to infect a w hole fiocke, 
was chatting of Irish \erses, as though his 
toong had run on pattens, in commendation 
of the Lord Thomas, in\ esting him w ith the 
title of Silken Thomas, bicaus his horsemens 
jacks were gorgeously imbrodered with 
silkc and in the end he told him that lie 
lingered theic ouer long, when at the Lord 
Thomas being quickened,’ as Hohnshed 
expresses it, bid defiance to the chancellor, 
threw down contemptuously the sword of 
ofHce, which, m his father s absence, he held 
as deputy, and rushed forth to engage m 
open insurrection 


Note LIV 

Ah^ Clandeboy ' thy /riendly Jlao> 

Sheve Donat a's oak shall light no mot e 

-P ^56 

Clandeboy is a district of ti Ister, formerly 
possessed by the sept of the 0 Nea’es, and 
Slieve Donard, a romantic mountain in the 
same province The clan was ruined after 
Tyrone s great rebellion, and their places of 
abode laid desolate The ancient Irish, wild 
and uncultnated m other respects, did not 
y leld e\ en to their descendants in practicing 
the most free and extended hospitality , and 
doubtless the bards mourned the decay oftl e 
mansion of their chiefs in strains similar to 
the \erses of the British Llywarch Hen on 
a similar occasion, which are affecting, even 
through the discouraging medium of a literal 
translation — 

Silent breathing gale long wilt thou be heard I , 
There is scarce y another deserving praise, 

Since Unen is no more 

Many a dog tha scented well the prey, and aenal 
haivk. 

Have been trained on this floor 
Before Erlleon became polluted 

This hearth ah will it not be covered with nettle*, * 
Whilst Its defender lived 

More congenial to it was the foot of the needy 
petiuoner 

This hearth will it not be covered with green sod 

In the lifetime of Owain and Elphm 

Its ample cauldron boiled the prey taken from the foe. 
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This hearth will it not be covered with toad stools I 
Around the viand it prepared more cheenng was 
The clattering sword of the fierce dauntless warrior 

This heartli, will it not be overgrown with spreadmg 
brambles ! 

Till now logs of burning wood lay on it 
Accustom d to prepare the gifts of Reged * 

This hearth will it not be covered with thorns 1 
More congenial on it would have been the mixed 
group 

Of Owain s social friends united m harmony 

This hearth will it not be covered with ants ’ 

More adapted to it would have been the bright 
torches 

And harmless festivities I 

This hearth will it not be covered with dock leaves I 
More congemil on its floor would have been 
The mead, and the talking of wine cheer d warriors 

This hearth will it not be turned up by the swine * 
More congenial to it would have been the clamour 
of men 

And the circling horns of the banquet 

Heroic Elegies of Llywat c Hen by JEN, 

Lond 1792 Svo p 41 

The hall of Cynddjlan is gloomj this night 
■Without fire without bed— 

1 must weep a while and then be silent I 

The hall of Cynddylan is gloomy this night, 

■Without fire without candle — 

Except Cod doth who will endue me wnth patience! 

The hall of Cynddylan is gloomy this night 
Without fire without being lighted— 

Be tliou encircled with spreading silence^ 

The hall of Cynddylan gloomy seems its roof 
Since the sweet smile of humanity is no more— 

Woe to him that saw it if he neglects to do good ' 

The hill of Cynddylan art thou not bereft of thj 
appearance ? 

1 hy shield IS in the grave 

Whilst he lived there was no broken roof! 

The hall of Cynddylan is without love this night 
Smee he that own d it is no more — 

Ah, death it will be but a short tune he will leave 
me! 

The hail of Cynddylan is not easy this night, 

On the top ofthe rock of Hydwj^h 
Witliout Its lord without company witliout the 
circlmg feasts I 

The hall of Cynddylan is gloomy this night 
Without fire, without songs — 

Tears afflict the cheeks 1 \ 

The hall of Cynddylan is gloomy this mgh^ 

Witliout fire without famffy — 

My overflowing tears gush out ’ 

The hall of Cynddylan pierces me to see it. 

Without a covering without fire— 

My general dead and I alive myself' 

The hall of Cynddylan is the seat of chill grief this 
night, 

After the respect I experienced 
Without the men without the women who reside 
there! 

The haH of Cynddylan is silent this night 
After losing its master— 

The great merciful God what shall I do ? 

Ibid p 77 


Note LV. 

M' Curlin' s harp — P 358 

‘ MacCurtin, hereditary Ollamh of North 
Munster, and Filea to Donough, Earl of 
Thomond, and President of Munster This 
nobleman was amongst those who were 
prevailed upon to join Elizabeth's forces 
Soon as it was known that he had basely 
abandoned the interests of his country, Mac 
Curtin presented an adulatory poem to 
MacCarthy, chief of South Munster, and of the 
Eugenian line who, viitli O’Neil, O’Donnel, 
Lacy, and others, were deeply engaged in 
protecting their violated country In this 
poem he dwells with rapture on the courage 
and patriotism of MacCarthy , but the verse 
that should (according to an establibhed law 
of the order of the bards) be introduced in 
the praise of O’Brien, he turns into severe 
satire — “How am I afflicted (says he) that 
the descendant of the great Bnon Boiromh 
cannot furnish me with a theme worthy the 
honour and glory of his exalted race ’ ’’ Lord 
Thomond, hearing this, vowed \engeance on 
the spirited bard, who fled for refuge to the 
county of Cork One day observing the 
exasperated nobleman and his equipage at 
a small distance, he thought it was in vain to 
fly, and pretended to be suddenly seized with 
the pangs of death , directing his w ife to 
lament over him, and tell his lordship, that 
the sight of him, by awakening the sense of 
his ingratitude, had so much affected him 
that he could not support it , and desired her 
at the same time to tell his lordship, that he 
entreated, as a dying request, his forgiveness 
Soon as Lord Thomond arrived, the feigned 
tale was related to him That nobleman 
was moved to compassion, and not only 
declared that he most heartily forgave him, 
but, opening his purse, presented the fair 
mourner with some pieces to inter him 
This instance of his lordship’s pity and 
generosity gave courage to the trembling 
bard, who, suddenly springing up, recited an 
extemporaneous ode in praise of Donough, 
and, re entering into his service, became once 
more his favourite ’ — Walker s Memoirs 
of ihe Irish Bards Load 1786, 4to, p 141 


Note LVI 

The ancieni English minstrel's dress 
— P 3^8 

Among the entertainments presented to 
Elizabeth at Kenilworth Castle was the intro- 
duction of a person designed to represent 
a travelling minstrel, who entertained her 
with a solemn story out of the Acts of King 
Arthur Of this person’s dress and appear 
ance Mr Laneham has given us a very accu 
rate account, transferred by Bishop Percy to 
the preliminary Dissertation on Minstrels, 
prefixed to his Rehques of Ancieni Poetry ^ 
%ol 1 
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Note LVIL 
Littlecot Hall — P 362 

The tradition from which the ballad is 
founded was supplied by a friend, (the late 
Lord Webb Sejmour,) whose account I will 
not do the injustice to abridge, as it contains 
an admirable picture of an old English hall — 

‘ Littlecote House stands in a low and 
lonely situation On three sides it is sur 
rounded by a park that spreads over the 
adjoining hill, on the fourth, by meadows 
which are watered by the river Kennet Close 
on one side of the house is a thick gro\ e of 
lofty trees along the n erge of which runs one 
of the principal avenues to it through the 
park It IS an irregular building of great 
antiquity, and was probably erected about 
the time of the termination of feudal warfare, 
when defence came no longer to be an object 
in a country mansion Many circumstances, 
however, in the interior of the house, seem 
appropriate to feudal times The hal 1 is % ery 
spacious, floored with stones, and lighted by 
large transom windows, that are clothed with 
casements Its walls are hung witli old 
military accoutrements, that ha%e long been 
left a prey to rust At one end of the nail is 
a range of coats of mail and helmets, and 
there is on e\ery side abundance of old 
fashioned pistols and guns many of them 
with raatcnlocks Immediately below the 
cornice hangs a row of leathern jerkins, made 
in the form of a shirt, supposed to ha\ e been 
w orn as armour by the \ assals A large oak 
table, reaching nearly from one end of the 
room to the other, might have feasted the 
whole neighbourhood, and an appendage to 
one end of it made it answer at other times 
for the old game of shufBeboard The rest 
of the furniture is in a suitable style, par 
ticularly an arm chair of cumbrous workman- 
ship, constructed of wood, curiously turned, 
with a high back and triangular seat said to 
have been used by Judge Popham in the reign 
of Elizabeth The entrance into the hall is 
at one end, by a low door, communicating 
w ith a passage that leads from the outer door 
m the front of the house to a quadrangle^ 
within , at the other, it opens upon a gloomy 
staircascj by which you ascend to the first 
floor, and, passing the doors of some bed 
chambers, enter a narrow gallery, which 
extends along the back front of the house 
from one end to the other of it and looks 
upon an old garden This gallery is hung 
■with portraits, chiefly m the Spanish dresses 
of the sixteenth century In one of the bed 
chambers, which you pass m going towards 
the gjallery, is a bedstead with blue furniture, 
whidi time has now made dingy and thread 
bare, and in the bottom of one of the bed 
curtains you are shown a place where a sm^ll 

^ I think there is a chapel on one side of it, but ain 
not quite sure. 


piece has been cut out and sewn m again, - 
a circumstance which senes to identify the 
scene of the following story — 

‘ It was on a dark rainy night m the month 
of November, that an old midwife sat musing 
by her cottage fireside, when on a sudden 
she was startled by a loud knocking at the 
door On opening it she found a horseman 
w ho told her that her assistance w as required 
immediately by a person of rank and that she 
should be handsomely rewarded, but that 
there were reasons for keeping the affair 
a strict secret, and, therefore, she must sub- 
mit to be blindfolded, and to be conducted 
in that condition to the bedchamber of the 
lady With some hesitation the midwife 
consented, the horseman bound her eyes, 
and placed her on a pillion behind him 
After proceeding in silence for many miles 
through rough and dirty lanes they stopped, 
and the midwife was led into a house, which, 
from the length of her walk through the 
apartments, as well as the sounds about her 
she disco\ered to be the seat of wealth and 
power W^hen the bandage was remoied 
irom her ejes, she found herself in a bed 
chamber, in which were the lady on whose 
account she had been sent for, and a man of 
a haughty and ferocious aspect Ihe lady 
was cfeli\ered of a fine boy Immediately 
the man commanded the midwife to gne him 
the child, and catching it from her, he hurried 
across the room, and threw it on the back of 
the fire, that was blazing in the chimney 
The child, howeier, was strong and, by its 
struggles, rolled itself upon the hiarth when 
the ruffian again seized it with fury, and, m 
spite of the intercession of the midwife, and 
the more piteous entreaties of the mother, 
thrust it under the grate, and, raking the 
live coals upon it, soon put an end to its life 
The midwife, after spending some time m 
affording all the relief m her power to the 
wretched mother, was told that she must be 
gone Her former conductor appeared, who 
again bound her eyes, and conveyed her 
behind him to her own home , he then paid 
her } andsomely, and departed The midwife 
was strongly agitated by the horrors of the 
preceding night and she immediately made 
a deposition of the facts before a magistrate 
•»Two circumstances afforded hopes of detect 
mg the house in which the crime had 
been committed , one was, that the midwife, 
as she sat by the bedside, had, with a new to 
discover the place, cut out a piece of the bed- 
curtain, and sewn it m again , the other was, 
that as she had descended, the staircase she 
had counted the steps Some suspicions fell 
upon one Darrell, at that time the proprietor 
of Littlecote House, and the domain around 
it The house was examined, and identified 
by the midwife, and Darrell was tried at 
Salisbury for the murder By corrupting 
his judge, he escaped the sentence of the law , 
but broke his neck, by a fall from his horse 
in hunting, in a few months after The place 
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where this happened is still known by the 
name of DarrelPs Style, — a spot to be 
dreaded by the peasant whom the shades 
of evening have overtaken on his way 

‘Littlecote House is two miles from 
Hungerford, m Berkshire, through which 
the Bath road passes The fact occurred 
in the reign of Elizabeth All the important 
circumstances I lia\e given exactly as they 
are told in the country , some trifles only are 
added, either to render the whole connected, 
or to increase the impression ’ 

To Lord Webb’s edition of this singular 
story, the author can now add the following 
account, extracted from Aubrey’s Corre 
spondence It occursamong other particulars 
respecting Sir John Popham — 

‘Sir Dayrell, of Littlecote, in Com 
"Wilts, having gott his lady’s waiting woman 
with child, when her travell came, sent a scr 
\ant with a horse for a midwife, whom he 
was to bring hood w inked She w as brought, 
and layd the woman, but as soon as the child 
was born, she sawe the knight take the child 
and murther it, and burn it in the fire in the 
chamber She having done her businesse, 
was extraordinarily rewarded for her painos 
and sent blindfolded away This horrid 
action did much run in her mind, and she 
had a desire to discover it, but knew not 
where ’twas She considered with herself the 
time that she was riding and how many 
miles she might have rode at that rate m 
that time, and that it must be some great 
person’s house, for the roome was 12 foot 
high , and she should know the chamber if 
she sawe it She went to a Justice of 
Peace, and search was made The very 
chamber found The Knight was brouglit to 
his tryall , and, to be short this judge had 
this noble house, parke, and manner, and 
(I thinke) more, for a bribe to sa\e his 
life 

‘Sir John Popham gave sentence accord- 
ing to lawe, but being a great person and a 
favourite, he procured a no/z prosequi ’ 

"With this tale of terror the author has 
combined some circumstances of a similar 
legend, which was current at Edinburgh 
dunng his childhood 

About the beginning of the eighteenth cen- 
tury, when the large castles of the Scottish' 
nobles, and even tlie secluded hotels, like 
those of the French noblesse, which they 
possessed in Edinburgh, were sometimes the 
scenes of strange and mystenous transaction s, 
a divine of singular sanctity was called up at 
midnight to pray with a person at the point 
of death This was no unusual summons, 
but what followed was alarming He was 
put into a sedan chair, and after he had been 
transported to a remote part of the town, the 
bearers insisted upon his being blindfolded 
The request was enforced by a cocked pistol, 
and suomitted to , but m the course of the 
discussion, he conjectured, from the phrases 
employed by the chairmen, and from some 


part of their dress, not completely concealed 
by their cloaks, that they were greatly above 
the menial station they had assumed > fter 
many turns and windmgSj the chair was ear- 
ned up stairs into a lodging, where his eyes 
were uncovered, and he was introduced into 
a bedroom, where he found a lady, newly 
delivered of an infant He was commanded 
by his attendants to say such prajers by her 
bedside as were fitting for a person not ex 
pected to survive a mortal disorder He 
ventured to remonstrate, and observe, that 
her safe deliv ery warranted better hopes But 
he was sternly commanded to obey the orders 
first given, and with difficulty recollected him 
self sufficiently to acquit himself of the task 
imposed on him He was then again hurried 
into the chair, but as they conducted him 
down etairs, he heard the report of a pistol 
He was safely conducted home, a purse 
of gold was forced upon him , but he was 
warned, at the same time, that the least allu- 
sion to this dark transaction would cost him 
his life He betook himself to rest, and, after 
long and bioken musing, fell into a deep 
sleep From this he was awakened W his 
servant, with the dismal news that a lire of 
uncommon fury had broken out in the house 
of , near the head of the Canongate, and 

that it w as totally consumed, w ith theshocking 
addition, that the daughter of the proprietor, 
a young lady eminent for beauty and accom- 
plishments, had perished in the flames The 
clergyman had nis suspicions, but to have 
made them public wouldhaveav ailed nothing 
He was timid, thefamily was of the first distinc 
tion , above all, the deed was done, and could 
not be amended Time wore away, however, 
and with it his terrors He became unhappy 
at being the solitary depositary of this fearful 
mystery, and mentioned it to some of his 
brethren, through whom the anecdote ac 
quired a sort of publicity The divine, how 
ever, had been long dead, and the story m 
some degree forgotten, when ai»fire broke out 
again on the very same spot where the house 
or had formerly stood, and which was 

now occupied by buildings of an inferior 
description When the flames were at their 
height, the tumult, which usually attends 
such a scene, was suddenly suspended bv an 
unexpected apparition A beautiful female, 
in a night dress, extremely rich, but at least 
half a centmy old, appeared m the very 
midst of the fire, and uttered these tremen 
dous words m her vernacular idiom ^Anes 
burned, iwzce burned, the third time I’ll 
scare you all * ’ The belief in this story was 
formerly so strong, that on a fire breaking 
out, and seeming to approach the fatal spot, 
there was a gooadeal of anxiety testified, lest 
the apparition should make good her denun 
ciation 
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Note LVIII 

As thick a smoke these hearths have ^ven 
At Hallow tide or Christmas even ■— P 364 

Such ja.n exhortation was, m similar circum 
stances, actually gnen to his followers by a 
Welsh chieftain — 

‘ Enmity did continue betweene Howell ap 
Rys ap Howell Vaughan and the sonnes of j 
John ap Meredith After the death of E\an 
ap Rebert, Griffith ap Gronw (cosen german 
to John ap Meredith’s sonnes of Gwynfryn, 
who had long ser^ed in France and had 
charge there) comeing home to live in the 
countrej, it happenecT that a ser\ant of his, 
comeing to fish in Stymllyn, his fish was 
taken away, and the fellow btaten by Howell 
ap Rys his ser\ants, and by his command 
ment Griffith ap John ap Gronw took the 
matter in such dudgeon that he challenged 
Howell ap Rys to the field, which he refusing, 
assembling nis cosins John ap Meredith s 
sonnes and his friends together, assaulted 
Howell in his own house, after the maner 
he had seene in the French warres, and con 
sumed w ith fire his barnes and his out houses 
Whilst he was thus assaulting the hall, which 
Howell ap Rys and many other people kept, 
being a veiy strong house, he was shot, out 
of a crevice of the house, through the sight of 
his beater into the head, and s!a3rne outright, 
being otherwise armed at all points Not 
withstanding his death the assault of the 
house was continued with great vehemence, 
the doores fired w ith CTeat burthens of straw 
besides this, the smo^e of the out houses and 
barnes not farre distant annoyed greatly the 
defendants, for that most of them lay under 
boordes and benches upon the floore in the 
hall, the better to av oy d the smoake During 
this scene of confusion onely the old man 
Howell ap Rys, never stooped, but stood 
\aliantly in the midst of the floore, armed 
with a g’eve in his hand and called unto 
them and bid “them arise like men, for 
shame, for he had knowne there as great a 
smoake in that hall upon Christmas e\ en ’ 
In the end, seeing the house could noe longer 
defend them, being overlayed w ith a multi- 
tude, upon parley betweene them, Howell ap 
Rys was content to yeald himself prisoner 
to Morns ap John ap Meredith, John ap hlere 
dith’s eldest sonne, soe as he would swear 
unto him to bnng him safe to Carnarvon 
Ca&tle, to abide the tnall of the law for the 
death of Graff’ ap John ap Gronw, who was 
cosen german removed to the said Howell 
ap Rys and of the very same house he was 
of Which Moms ap John ap Meredith 
undertaking did put a guard about the said 
Howell of his trustiest friends and servants, 
who kept and defended him from the rage of 
his kmared, and especially of Owen ap John 
ap Meredith, his brother, who was teiy eager 
against him They passed by leisure thence 
like a campe to Carnan on the w hole coun 
tne being assembled, Howell his fnends 


posted a horseback from one place or other 
by the way, who brought word that he was 
come thither safe, for they were in great fear 
lest he should be murthered, and that Morris 
ap John ap Meredith could not be able to 
defend him neither durst an> of Howell’s 
friends be there, for fear of the kindred In 
the end, hi mg deli\ered by Moms ap John 
ap Meredith to the Constable of Carnar\on 
Castle, and there kept safely in ward until! 
the assises, it fell out by law, that the burn 
ing of Howell’s houses, and assaulting him in 
his owne house, was a more haynous offence 
in Morris ap John ap Meredith and the rest, 
than the death of Graff* ap John ap Gronw 
in Howell, who did it m his own defence, 
whereupon Morris ap John ap Meredith, with 
thirty five more, were indicted of felony, as 
appeareth by the copie of the indictment, 
which I had from the records’ — Sir John 
Wynne’s History of the Gwydtr Family 
Loud 1770^ Svo, p 116 


NoteLIX 

Oer Hexhamls altar hung nty glove 
— P 3'^^ 

This custom among the Redesdale and 
Tynedale Borderers is mentioned in the 
interesting Life of Bernard Gilpin, where 
some account is given of these wild districts, 
which It was the custom of that excellent 
man regularly to visit 

‘This custom (of duels) still prevailed on 
the Borders, where Saxon barbarism held 
Its latest possession These wild North 
umbnans, indeed, w ent beyond the ferocity of 
tin ir ancestors The\ w ere not content w ith 
a duel each contending party used to mus 
ter what adherents he could, and commence 
a kind of petty war So that a pruate 
grudge would often occasion much blood 
shed 

‘It happened that a quarrel of this kind 
was on foot when Mr Gilpin was at Roth 
bury, in those parts During the two or 
three first days of his preaching, the contend 
mg parties obser\ed some decorum, and 
never appeared at chuich together At 
length, however, they met One party bad 
been early at church, and just as Mr Gilpm 
begflCn his sermon the other entered They 
stood not long silent Inflamed at the sight 
of each other, they began to dash their 
weapons, for they were all armed with jave 
lins and swords, and mutually approached 
Awed, however, by the sacredness of the 
lace the tumult in some degree ceased 
Ir Gilpm proceeded when again the com 
batants began to brandish their weapons, 
and draw towards each other As a fray 
seemed near, Mr Gilpm stepped from the 
pulpit, went between them, and addressed 
the leaders, put an end to the quarrel for the 
present, but could not effect an entire recon 
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ciliation They promised him, however, that 
till the sermon was over they would make no 
more disturbance He then went a^ain into 
the pulpit, and spent the rest of the time in 
endeavounng to make them ashamed of 
what they had done His behaviour and dis 
course affected them so much, that, at his 
farther entreaty, they promised to forbear all 
acts of hostility while he continued in the 
country And so much respected was he 
among them, that whoever was in fear of his 
enemy used to resort where Mr Gilpin was, 
esteeming his presence the best protection 
‘ One Sunday morning, coming to a church 
m those parts before the people were assem 
bled, he observed a glove hanging up, and 
was informed by the sexton, that it was 
meant as a challenge to any one who should 
take It down Mr Gilpin ordered the sexton 
to reach it to him , but upon his utterly 
refusing to touch it, he took it down himself 
and put It into his breast W hen the people 
were assembled, he went into the pulpit, and, 
before he concluded his sermon, took occa 
Sion to rebuke them severely for these 
inhuman challenges “I hear,” saith he, 

‘ that one among you hath hanged up a 
gloi e, e\ en in this sacred place, threatening 
to fight any one who taketh it down see, 
I have taken it down , ” and, pulling out 
the glove, he held it up to the congregation, 
and then showed them how unsuitable such 
savage practices were to the profession of 
Christianity, using such persuasiv es tomutual 
love as he thought would most affect them ’ 
—Life of Bernard Gtlptn Lend 1753, 
8vo, p 177 


Note LX 

A horseman arnt'd^ at headlong speed 
~P 377 

This, and what follows, is taken from a 
real achievement of Major Robert Philipson, 
called from his desperate and adventurous 
courage Robin the Devil, which, as being 
v^ery inaccurately noticed in this note upon 
the first edition, shall be now given in a more 
authentic form The chief place of his retreat 
was not Lord’s Island, in Derwentwater, but 
Curwen’s Island, in the Lake of Winder, 
mere — 

‘This island forraerl}’- belonged to the 
Philipsons, a family of note in "W estmoreland 
During the Civil n ars, two of them, an elder 
and a younger brother, served the King The 
former, who was the proprietor of it, com 
manded a regiment , the latter was a major 

‘The major, whose name was Robert, was 
a man of great spirit and enterprise , and for 
his many feats of personal bravery had 
obtained, among the Oliveriansof those parts, 
the appellation of Robin the Devil 


‘ After the war had subsided, and the dire- 
ful effects of public opposition had ceased, 
rev enge and malice long kept alive the ani- 
mositj of individuals. Colonel Briggs, a 
steady friend to usurpation resided at this 
time at Kendal, and, under the double char 
acter of a leading magistrate (for he was a 
Justice of Peace) and an active commander, 
held the country m awe This person having 
heard that Major Philipson was at his brother’s 
house on the island m Windermere, resolved, 
if possible, to seize and punish a man who 
had made himself so partmularly obnoxious 
How It was conducted, my authority! does 
not inform us— whether he got together the 
navigation of the lake, ana blockaded the 
place by sea, or whether he landed and car- 
ried on his approaches in form Neither do 
we learn the strength of the garrison within, 
nor of the works without All we learn is, 
that Major Philipson endured a siege of eight 
months with great gallantry, till his brother, 
the Colonel, raised a party and relieved him 

‘It was now the Major’s turn to make 
reprisals He put himself, therefore, at the 
head of a little troop of horse, and rode to 
Kendal Here, being informed that Colonel 
Briggs was at prayers, (for it was on a Sunday 
morning,) he stationed his men properly m 
the avenues, and himself armed, rode directly 
into the church It probably was not a regu- 
lar church, but some large place of meeting 
It is said he intended to seize the Colonel and 
carry him off , but as this seems to have been 
totally impracticable, it is rather probable 
that his intention was to kill him on the spot, 
and in the midst of the confusion to escape 
Whatever his intention was, it was frustrated, 
for Briggs happened to be elsewhere 

‘The congregation, as might be expected, 
was thrown into great confusion on seeing 
an armed man on horseback make his 
appearance among them , and the Major, 
taking advantage of their astonishment, 
turned his horse round, and rode quietly out 
But having given an alarm, he was pre- 
sently assaulted as he left the assembly, 
and being seized, his girths were cut, and 
he was mmorsed 

‘At this instant Ins party made a furious 
attack on the assailant^ and the Major killed 
with his own hand the man who had seized 
him, clapped the saddle, ungirthed as it was, 
upon his horse, and, vaulting into it, rode 
full speed through the streets of Kendal, 
calling his men to follow him , and, with 
his whole party, made a safe retreat to his 
asylum m the lake The action marked the 
man Many knew him and they who did 
not, knew as well from the ei^loit that it 
could be nobody but Robin the Devil ’ 

1 Dr Bum s History of Westmoreland, 
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The Scene of this Poem lies, at first, in the Castle of \rtomish, on the coast of A,rg3,Ieshire , 
and, afterwards, in the Islands of Skye and A.rran, and upon the coast of Aj rshire Finally 
It IS laid near Stirling The story opens in the spring of the year 1 ^ 07 , when Bruce, who had 
been driven out of Scotland by the English, and the Barons who adhered to that foreign 
interest, returned from the Island of Rachiin on the coast of Ireland, again to assert his 
claims to the Scottish crown Many of the personages and incidents introduced are of 
historical celebrity The authorities used are chiefly those of the venerable Lord Hailes, 
as well entitled to be called the restorer of Scottish histoiy, as Bruce the restorer of Scottish 
Monarchy , and of Archdeacon Barbour, author of a Metrical History of Robert Bruce 


Canto First 

Autumn depaits, but still his 
mantle’s fold 

Rests on the groves of noble 
Somerville , 

Beneath a shroud of russet dropp’d 
with gold 

Tweed and his tributaries mingle 
still, 

Hoarserthewind, and deeper sounds 
the rill, 

Yet lingering notes of silvan music 
swell, 

The deep-toned cushat, and the 
redbreast shrill , 

And yet some tints of summer 
splendour tell 

When the broad sun sinks down on 
Ettnek’s western fell 

Autumn departs , from Gala’s fields 
no more 

Come rural sounds our kindred banks 
to cheer , 

Blent with the stream, and gale that 
wafts it o’er, 

No more the distant reaper s mirth 
we hear 


The last blithe shout hath died upon 
our ear, 

And harvest home hath hush’d the 
clanging warn , 

On the waste hill no forms of life 
appear. 

Save where, sad laggard of the 
autumnal tram, 

Some age-struck wanderer gleans few 
ears of scatter’d gram 

Deem st thou these sadden’d scenes 
have pleasure still 

Lovest thou through Autumn’s fading 
lealms to stray, 

To see the heath flower wither’d on 
^ the hill, 

To listen to the wood’s expiring lay, 

To note the red leaf shivering on the 
spray, 

To mark the last bright tints the 
mountain stain, 

On the waste fields to trace the 
gleaner’s way, 

And moralize on mortal loy and 
pain 2 

O • if such scenes thou lovest, scorn 
not the minstrel strmn 
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No ' do not scorn, although its 
hoarser note 

Scarce with the cushat’s homely song 
can 'Vie, 

Though faint its beauties as the tints 
remote 

That gleam through mist in autumn’s 
evening sky, 

And few as leaves that tremble, sear 
and dry, 

When wild November hath his bugle 
'wound, 

N or mock my toil — a lonely gleaner I , 

Through fields time wasted, on sad 
inquest bound, 

Where happier bards of yore have 
richer harv est found 

So shalt thou list, and haply not 
unmoved, 

Toawild tale of Albyn’sw amor da3r , 

In distant lands, by the rough West 
reproved, 

Still live some relics of the ancient lay 

F or, when on Coolm’s hills the lights 
decay. 

With such the Seer of Skye the eve 
beguiles , 

’Tis known amid the pathless wastes 
of Rea> , 

In Harries known, and m Iona’s 
piles. 

Where rest from mortal coil the Mighty 
of the Isles 


I 

<Wake, Maid of Lorn ’’ the Minstrels 
sung 

Thy rugged halls, Artornish > rung, 
And the dark seas, thy towers thatlave, 
Heaved on the beach a softer wave. 
As ’mid the tuneful choir to keep 
The diapason of the Deep 
Lull’d were the winds on Innmmore, 
And green Loch Alline’s woodland 
shore, 


As if wild woods and waves had 
pleasure 

In listing to the lovely measure 
And ne’er to symphony more sweet 
Gave mountain echoes answer meet, 
Since, met from mainland and from isle, 
Ross, Arran, Hay, and Argyle, 

Each minstrel’s tributary lay 
Paid homage to the festal day 
Dull and dishonour’d were the bard, 
Worthless of guerdon and regard, 
Deaf to the hope of minstrel fame. 

Or lady’s smiles, his noblest aim, 
Who on that morn s resistless cdl 
Were silent m Artornish hall 

II 

‘Wake, Maid of Lorn * ’ ’twas thus they 
sung, 

And yet more proud the descant rung, 

‘ Wake, Maid of Lorn ' high right is 
ours. 

To charm dull sleep from Beauty’s 
bowers , 

Earth, Ocean, Air, have nought so shy 
But owns the power of minstrelsy 
In Lettermore the timid deer 
Will pause, the harp’s wild chime to 
hear, 

Rude Heiskar’s seal, through surges 
dark, 

Will long pursue the minstrel’s bark , 
To list his notes, the eagle proud 
Will poise him on Ben Cailliach’s 
cloud , 

Then let not Maiden’s ear disdain 
The summons of the minstrel tram. 
But, while our harps wild music make, 
Edith of Lorn, awake, awake f 

III 

I ‘ O wake, while Dawn, with de’svy 
I shine, 

Wakes Nature’s charms to vie with 
thine * 

She bids the mottled thrush rejoice 
To mate thy melody of voice , 
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The dew that on the violet lies 
Mocks the dark lustre of thme e^es , 
But, Edith, wake, and all we see 
Of sweet and fair shall yield to thee ' ’ — 
<She comes not jet,’ grey Ferrand 
cried , 

^ Brethren, let softer spell be tried, 
Those notes prolong’d, that soothing 
theme, 

Which best may mix with Beauty’s 
dream. 

And whisper, with their silvery tone, 
The hope she loves, yet fears to own ’ 
He spoke, and on the harp strings died 
I he strains of flattery and of pride , 
More soft, more low, more tender fell 
The lay of love he bade them tell 

IV 

< Wake, Maid of Lorn f the moments fly, 
Which yet that maiden-name allow, 
Wake, Maiden, wake' the hour is mgh, 
When Lo\e shall claim a plighted 
vow 

By Fear, thy bosom s fluttering guest. 
By Hope, that soon shall feais 
remove 

We bid thee break the bonds of rest, 
And wake thee at the call of Love' 

Wake, Edith, wake ' m y onder bay 
Lies many a galley gaily mann d, 
We hear the meriy pibrochs play. 

We see the streamers’ silken band 
What Chieftain’s praise these pibrochs 
sweU, 

What crest is on these banners wove, 
The harp, the minstrel, dare not tell — 
The nddle must be read by Love ’ 

V 

Retired her maiden train among, 
Edith of Lorn recewed the song. 

But tamed the minstrel s pride had been 
That had her cold demeanour seen , 
For not upon her cheek awoke 
The glow of pnde when Flattery spoke, 


Nor could their tenderest numbers 
bring 

One sigh responsive to the string 
As vainly had her maidens vied 
In skill to deck the princely bride 
Her locks, in dark brown length 
array’d, 

Cathleen of Ulne,’tw as thine to braid; 
Young Eva with meet reverence drew 
On the light foot the silken shoe. 
While on the ankle s slender round 
Those strings of pearl fair Bertna 
wound, 

That, bleach d Lochryan’s depths 
within, 

Seem’d dusky still on Edith s skin 
But Einion, of experience old, 

Had weightiest task — the mantle s fold 
In many an artful plait she tied. 

To show the form it seem d to hide. 
Till on the floor descending roll’d 
Its waves of crimson blent with gold. 

VI 

O ' lives there now so cold a maid. 
Who thus in beauty’s pomp array’d. 
In beauty’s proudest pitch of power. 
And conquest won — the bridal hour, 
With every charm that wins the heart, 

, By Nature given, enhanced by Art, 
Could yet the fair reflection view. 

In the bnght mirror pictured true, 
And not one dimple on her cheek 
A tell tale consciousness bespeak ? — 
Lives still such maid ? — Fair damsels, 
, say. 

For further vouches not my lay, 

Save that such lived in Bntam’s isle, 
When Lom’s bnght Edith scorn’d to 
smile, 

vn 

But Morag, to whose fostering care 
Proud Lorn had given his daughter 
fair, 

Morag, who saw a mother s aid 
By all a daughter’s love repaid. 
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(Strict was that bond — most kind of 
all— 

Inviolate in Highland hall) 

Grey Morag sate a space apart, 

In Edith's eyes to read her heart 
In vain the attendants' fond appeal 
To Morag’s skill, to Morag’s zeal , 

She mark'd her child receive their care, 
Cold as the image sculptured fair 
(Form of some sainted patroness) 
Which cloister’d maids combine to 
dress , 

She mark’d — and knew her nursling’s 
heart 

In the vain pomp took little part 
Wistful awhile she gaz'd — then press'd 
The maiden to her anxious breast 
In finish'd loveliness — and led 
To where a turret’s airy head. 

Slender and steep, and battled round, 
O erlook’d, dark Mull » th;^ mighty 
Sound, 

Where thwarting tides, with mingled 
roar, 

Pait thy swarth hills from Morven’s 
shore 

VIIl 

* Daughter,' she said, ‘ these seas 
behold. 

Round twice a hundred islands roll'd. 
From Hirt, that hears their northern 
roar, 

To the green Hay’s fertile shore , 

Or mainland turn, where many a tower 
Owns thy bold brother’s feudal power^ 
Each on its own dark cape reclined. 
And listening to its own wild wind, 
From where Mingarry, sternly placed, 
O'erawes the woodland and the waste, 
To where Dunstafihage hears the 
raging 

Of Connal with his rocks engaging 
Think'st thou, amid this ample round, 
A single brow but thine has frown'd, 
To sadden this auspicious morn, 

That bids the daughter of high Lorn 


Impledge her spousal faith to wed 
The heir of mighty Somerled ' 
Ronald, from many a hero sprung, 
The fair, the valiant, and the young, 
Lord of the Isles, whose lofty name 
A thousand bards have given to fame, 
The mate of monarchs, and allied 
On equal terms with England's pride 
From chieftain's tower to bondsman’s 
cot, 

Who hears the tale, and triumphs not? 
The damsel dons her best attire. 

The shepherd lights his beltane fire , 
Joy, jo> ' each warder's horn hath 
sung, 

Joy, joy • each matin bell hath rung. 
The holy priest says grateful mass, 
Loud shouts each hardy galla glass. 
No mountain den holds outcast boor 
Of heart so dull, of soul so poor, 

But he hath flung his task aside, 

And claim'd this morn for holy-tide, 
Yet, empress of this joyful day, 

Edith IS sad while all are gay 

IX 

Proud Edith’s soul came to her eye, 
Resentment check’d the struggling 
sigh. 

Her hurrying hand indignant dried 
The burning tears of injured pride — - 
‘ Morag forbear ’ or lend thy praise 
To swell yon hireling harpers’ lays, 
Make to yon maids thy boast of power. 
That they may waste a wondering 
hour, 

Telling of banners proudly borne. 

Of pealing bell and bugle-horn, 

Or, theme more dear, of robes of pnce, 
Crownlets and gauds of rare device 
But thou, experienced as thou art, 
Think'st thou with these to cheat the 
heart. 

That, bound in strong affection's chain, 
Looks for return and looks in vain? 
No ’ sum thine Edith's wretched lot 
In these bnef words — He loves hernot* 
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‘ Debate it not , too long I stro\e 
To call his cold observance love, 

All blinded by the league that styled 
Edith of Lorn — while yet a child 
She trippM the heath by Morag’s 
side — 

The brave Lord Ronald’s destined 
bride 

Ere yet I saw him, while afar 
His broadsword blazed in Scotland’s 
war, 

Train’d to believe our fates the same, 
My bosom throbb’d when Ronald’s 
name 

Came gracing Earners heroic tale, 

Like perfume on the summer gale 
What pilgrim sought our halls, nor 
told 

Of Ronald’s deeds in battle bold , 

Who touch’d the harp to heroes’ praise, 
But his achievements swell’d the lays^ 
Even Moiag — not a tale of fame 
Was hers but closed with Ronald’s 
name 

He came ' and all that had been told 
Of his high worth seem’d poor and 
cold, 

Tame, lifeless, void of energy , 

Unjust to Ronald and to me * 

XI 

< Since then, what thought had Edith’s 
heart 

And gave not plighted love its part ’ 
And what requital ^ cold delaj , 
Excuse that shunn’d the spousal day 
It dawns, and Ronald is not here * 
Hunts he Bentalla’s nimble deer, 

Or loiters he in secret dell 
To bid some lighter love farewell, 
And swear, that though he may not 
scorn 

A daughter of the House of Lorn, 
Yet, when these formal rites are o’er, 
Again they meet, to part no more?’ 


^Hush, daughter, hush* thy doubts 
remo\ e, 

More nobly think of Ronald s lo\ e 
Look, where beneath the castle grey 
His fleet unmoor from Aros ba^ * 
See’st not each galley s topmast bend, 
As on the >ards the sails ascend ? 
Hiding the dark-blue land, the\ rise 
Like the white clouds on April skies , 
The shouting vassals man the oars, 
Behind them sink Mull’s mountain 
shores, 

Onward their merr3 course thej keep 
Through whistling breeze and foaming 
deep 

And mark the headmost, seaw^ard cast 
Stoop to the freshening gale her mast, 
As if she \ eil’d its banner’d pride 
To greet afar her prince’s bride ’ 

Thy Ronald comes, and while in speed 
His galley mates the fl^ mg steed, 

He chides hersloth » ’ Fair Edithsigh’d, 
Blush’d, sadlj smded, an a thus replied 

Mil 

Sweet thought, but vain * No, Morag* 
mark, 

Type of his course, 3 on lonely bark, 
That oft hath shifted helm and sail 
To win its way against the gale 
Since peep of morn, m3 vacant ty es 
Have view’d b3 fits the course she 
tries , 

^ Now, though the darkening scud 
comes on, 

And dawn’s fair promises be gone, 
And though the w ear3’’ crew may see 
Our sheltenng haven on their lee. 
Still closer to the rising wind 
1 The3 stnve her shivering sail to bind, 

I Still nearer to the shelves* dread \ erge 
At every tack hei course the3’‘ urge, 
As if the3 fear’d Artornish mere 
Than adverse w-mds and breakers 
I roar ’ 
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XIV 

Sooth spoke the maid Amid the tide 
The skiff she mark’d lay tossing sore, 
And shifted oft her stooping side 
In weary tack from shore to shore 
Yet on her destined course no more 
She gain’d, of forward way, 
Than what a minstrel may compare 
To the poor meed which peasants 
share, 

Who toil the livelong day , 

And such the risk her pilot braves, 
That oft, before she wore, 

Her boltsprit kiss’d the broken 
waves, 

Where in white foam the ocean raves 
Upon the shelving shore 
Yet, to their destined purpose true. 
Undaunted toil’d her hard> crew, 
Nor look d where shelter lay, 
Nor for Artornish Castle drew, 

Nor steer’d for Arcs bay 

XV 

Thus while they strove with wind and 
seas. 

Borne onward by the willing breeze. 
Lord Ronald’s fleet swept by, 
Streamer’d with silk, and tnck d with 
gold, 

Mann’d with the noble and the bold 
Of Island chivalry 

Around their prows the ocean roars, 
And chafes beneath their thousand 
oars, 

Yet bears them on their way 
So chafes the war horse in his might. 
That fieldward bears some valiant 
knight, 

Champs, till both bit and boss are white. 
But, foaming, must obey 
On each gay deck they might behold 
Lances of steel and crests of gold, 
And hauberks with their burnish’d fold. 
That shimmer d fair and free , 
And each proud galley, as she pass’d, 
To the wild cadence of the blast 
Gave wilder minstrelsy 


Full many a shrill triumphant note 
Saline and Scallastle bade float 
Their misty shores around , 

And Morven’s echoes answer’d well, 
And Duart heard the distant swell 
Come down the daiksome Sound 

XVI 

So bore they on with mirth and pride. 
And if that labouring bark hey spied, 
’Twas with such idle ej e 
As nobles cast on lowly boor. 

When, toiling in his task obscure, 
They pass him careless by 
Let them sweep on with heedless eyes* 
But, had they known what mighty 
prize 

In that frail vessel lay, 

The famish’d wolf, that prowls the 
wold. 

Had scatheless pass’d the unguarded 
fold. 

Ere, drifting by these galleys bold, 
Unchallenged were her way ' 
Andthou, Lord Ronald, sweep thou on. 
With mirth, and pride, and minstrel 
tone * 

But had’st thou known who sail d so 
nigh. 

Far other glance were in thine eye * 
Far other flush were on thy brow, 
That, shaded by the bonnet, now 
Assumes but ill the blithesome cheer 
Of bndegroom when the bride is near* 

XVII 

Yes, sweep they on * We will not 
leave. 

For them that triumph, those who 
grieve 

With that armada gay 
Be laughter loud and jocund shout, 
And bards to cheer the wassail rout, 
With tale, romance, and lay , 
And of wild mirth each clamorous art 
Which, if it cannot cheer the heart, 
May stupify and stun its smart, 

For one loud busy daj 
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Yes, sweep they on » — But with that 
skiff 

Abides the minstrel tale. 

Where there was dread of surge and 
cliff, 

Labour that strain’d each sinew stiff. 
And one sad Maiden’s wail 

XVIII 

All day with fruitless strife they toil’d, 
With eve the ebbing curients boil’d 
More fierce from strait and lake , 
And midway through the channel met 
Conflicting tides that foam and fret, 
And high their mingled billows jet, 

As spears, that, in the battle set, 
Spring upward as they break 
Then, too, the lights of eve were past. 
And louder sung the western blast 
On rocks of Inninmore , 

Rent was the sail, and strain’d the 
mast. 

And many a leak was gaping fast, 
And the pale steersman stood aghast. 
And gave the conflict o’er 

XIX 

’Twas then that One, whose lofty look 
Nor labour dull’d nor terror shook, 
Thus to the Leader spoke 
‘ Brother, how hopest thou to abide 
Ihe fury of this wilder’d tide. 

Or how avoid the rock’s rude side. 
Until the day has broke ? 

Didst thou not mark the vessel reel. 
With quivering planks, and groaning 
keel, 

At the last billow’s shock ^ 

Yet how of better counsel tell, 
Though here thou see’st poor Isabel 
Half dead with want and fear , 
For look on sea, or look on land, 

Or yon dark sky — on every hand 
Despair and death are near 
For her alone I grieve — on me 
Banger sits light by land and sea, 

I follow where thou wilt , 


Either to bide the tempest’s lour, 

Or wend to yon unfriendly tower, 

Or rush amid their naval power, 
With w^ar-cry wake their w’-assail- 
hour. 

And die with hand on hilt ’ 

XX 

That elder Leader's calm reply 
In steady voice was gi\en, 

^ In man’s most dark extremity 

Oft succour dawns from Hea\ en 
Edward, trim thou the shatter’d sail, 
The helm be mine, and down the 
gale 

Let our free course be driven , 
So shall we ’scape the western bay, 
The hostile fleet, the unequal fray, 

So safely hold our vessel’s way 
Beneath the Castle wall , 

For if a hope of safety rest, 

’Tis on the sacred name of guest, 
Who seeks for shelter, storm dis 
tress’d, 

Within a chieftain’s hall 
If not — it best beseems our worth. 
Our name, our right, our lolty birth, 
By noble hands to fall ’ 

XXI 

The helm, to his strong arm consign’d. 
Gave the reef’d sail to meet the wind. 
And on her alter’d way, 

Fierce bounding, forward sprung the 
■* ship. 

Like greyhound starting from the slip 
To seize his flying prey 
Awaked before the rushing prow. 
The mimic fires of ocean glow, 

Those lightnings of the wave , 
Wild sparkles crest the broken tides, 
And, flashing round, the vessel’s sides 
With elvish lustre lave, 

While, far behind, their livid light 
To the dark billows of the night 
A gloomy splendour gave, 
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It seems as if old Ocean shakes 
From his dark brow the lucid flakes 
In envious pageantry, 

To match the meteor-light that streaks 
Grim Hecla’s midnight sky 

XXXI 

Nor lack’d they steadier light to keep 
Their course upon the darken’d deep , 
Artornish, on her frowning steep 
’Twixt cloud and ocean hung, 
Glanced with a thousand lights of glee, 
And landward far, and far to sea, 

Her festal radiance flung 
By that blithe beacon-light they steer’d. 
Whose lustre mingled well 
With the pale beam that now appear’d, 
As the cold moon her head uprear d 
Above the eastern fell 

XXIII 

Thus guided, on theircourse they bore, 
Until they near’d the mainland shore, 
When frequent on the hollow blast 
Wild shouts of merriment were cast. 
And wind and wave and sea-birds’ 
cry 

With wassail sounds in concert vie, 
X-ike funeral shrieks wnth revelry, 

Or like the battle shout 
By peasants heard from clififs on high. 
When Triumph, Rage, and Agony, 
Madden the fight and rout 
Now nearer yet, through mist and 
storm, 

Dimly arose the Castle’s form, t 
A nd deepen’d shadow made, 

Far lengthen’d on the mam below. 
Where, dancing in reflected glow, 

A hundred torches play’d. 
Spangling the wave with lights as vain 
As pleasures in this vale of pain, 
That dazzle as they fade 

XXIV 

Beneath the Castle’s sheltering lee. 
They staid their course in quiet sea 


Hewn m the rock, a passage there 
Sought the dark fortress by a stair, 

So straight, so high, so steep, 
With peasant’s stafl* one valiant hand 
Might well the dizzy pass have mann’d, 
’Gainst hundreds arm’d with spear and 
brand, 

And plunged them in the deep 
His bugle then the helmsman wound, 
Loud answer’d every echo round, 
From turret, rock, and bay , 

The postern’s hinges crash and groan, 
And soon the Warder’s cresset shone 
On those rude steps of slippery stone, 
To light the upward way 
* Thrice welcome, holy Sire I’he said , 

‘ Full long the spousal tram have staid, 
And, vex’d at thy delay, 

Fear’d lest, amidst these wildering 
seas, 

The darksome night and freshening 
breeze 

Had driven thy bark astray ’ 

XXV 

‘ Warder,’ the younger stranger said, 

‘ Thine eri mg guess some mirth had 
made 

In mirthful hour , but nightslike these. 
When the rough winds wake western 
seas, 

Brook not of glee W e crave some aid 
And needful shelter for this maid 
Until the break of day, 

F or, to ourselves, the deck’ s rude pUnk 
Is easy as the mossy bank 

That ’s breath’d upon by May 
^ And for our storm-toss’d skiff we 
seek 

Short shelter m this leeward creek, 
Prompt when the dawn the east shall 
streak 

Again to bear away * 

Answered the Warder, — ^ In what 
name 

Assert ye hospitable claim ? 

Whence come, or whither bound? 
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Hath Enn seen your parting sails ? 

Or come ye on Norweyan gales ? 

And seek ye England’s fertile vales, 

Or Scotland’s mountain ground 

XXVI 

^ Warriors — for other title none j 

For some brief space we list to own. 
Bound by a vow — warriors are we , 

In strife by land, and storm by sea, 
We have been known to fame , 
And these brief words have import 
dear, 

When sounded in a noble ear. 

To harbour safe, and friendly cheer. 
That gives us rightful claim 
Grant us the trivial boon we seek, 

And we in other realms will speak 
Fair of your courtesy , 

Deny— and be your niggard Hold 
Scorn d by the noble and the bold, 
Shunn’d by the pilgrim on the wold, 
And wanderer on the lea ’ * 

XXVII 

< Bold stranger, no — ’gainst claim like 
thine 

No bolt revolves by hand of mine , 
Though urged in tone that more ex- 
press’d 

A monarch than a suppliant guest 
Be what ye will, Artornish Hall 
On this glad eve is free to all 
Though ye had drawn a hostile 
sword 

^Gainst our ally, great England s Lord, 
Or mail upon your shoulders borne 
To battle with the Lord of Lorn, 

Or, outlaw’d, dwelt by greenwood tree 
With the fierce Knight of Ellerslie, 

Or aided even the murderous strife 
When Comyn fell beneath the knife 
Of that fell homicide The Bruce, 

Ihis night had been a term of truce 
Ho, vassals ^ give these guests >our 
care, 

And show the narrow postern stair ’ 


xwui 

To land these two bold brethren leapt 
(The weary crew their vessel kept) 
And, lighted by the torches’ flare, 
That seaward flungtheir smoky glare, 
Tne younger knight that maiden bare 
Half lifeless up the rock , 

On his strong shoulder lean’d her 
head. 

And down hei long dark tresses shed, 
As the wild vine m tendrils spread, 
Droops from the mountain oak 
Him follow’d close that elder Lord, 
And m his hand a sheathed sword, 
Such as few arms could wield , 
But when he boun’d him to such task, 
Well could It cleave the strongest 
casque, 

And rend the surest shield 

X\IX 

The raised portcullis’ arch they pass, 
The wicket with its bars of brass, 

The entrance long and low, 
Flank’d at each turn b} loon-holes 
strait, 

Where bow men might m ambush wait 
(If force or fraud should burst the 
gate) 

To gall an entering foe 
But every jealous post of ward 
Was now defenceless and unbarr d, 
And all the passage free 
To one low-brow’d and vaulted room, 
Where squire and yeoman, page and 
^ groom, 

Plied their loud revel ly 
xx\ 

And ‘ Rest ye here,’ the Warder bade, 
*Till to our Lord >our suit is said 
And, comrades, gaze not on the maid, 
And on these men who ask our aid, 
As if ye ne’er had seen 
A damsel tired of midnight bark, 

Or wanderers of a moulding stark, 
And bearing martial mien * 
p a 
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But not for Eachm’s reproof 
Would page or vassal stand aloof. 

But crowded on to stare. 

As men of courtesy untaught, 

Till fiery Edward roughly caught 
From one, the foremost there, 
His chequer’d plaid, and in its shroud. 
To hide her from the vulgar ciowd, 
Involved his sister fair 
His brother, as the clansman bent 
His sullen brow in discontent. 

Made brief and stern excuse , — 

‘ Vassal, were thine the cloak of pall 
That decks thy Lord in bridal hall, 
’Twere honour’d by her use ’ 

XXXI 

Proud was his tone, but calm , his eye 
Had that compelling dignity, 

His mien that bearing haught and 
high, 

Which common spirits fear , 
Needed nor word nor signal more, 
Nod, wink, and laughter, all were 
o’er , 

Upon each other back they bore, 

And gazed like startled deer 
But now appear d the Seneschal, 

‘ Commission’d by his lord to call 
The strangers to the Baron’s hall, 
Where feasted fair and free 
That Island Prince in nuptial tide, 
With Edith there his lovely bnde, 
And her bold brother by her side, 
And many a chief, the flower and 
pride 

Of Western land and sea 

Here pause we, gentles, for a space , 
And, if our tale hath won your grace, 
Grant us bnef patience, and again 
We will renew the minstrel strain 


Canto Second 

I 

Fill the bright goblet, spread the 
festive board ’ 

Summon the gay, the noble, and the 
fair ' 

Through the loud hall in joyous 
concert pour’d 

Let mirth and music sound the dirge 
of Care ’ 

But ask thou not if Happiness be 
there, 

If the loud laugh disguise convulsive 
throe, 

Or if the brow the heart’s true livery 
wear , 

Lift not the festal mask » — enough 
to know. 

No scene of mortal life but teems 
with mortal woe 

II 

With beakers’ clang, with harpers’ laj, 
With all that olden time deem’d gay, 
The Island Chieftain feasted high , 
But there was in his troubled eye 
A gloomy fire, and on his bi ow 
Now sudden flush’d, and faded now, 
Emotions such as draw their birth 
From deeper source than festal mirth 
By fits he paused, and harper’s strain 
And jester’s tale went round in vain, 
Or fell but on his idle ear 
Like distant sounds which dreamers 
hear 

Then would he rouse him, and employ 
Each art to aid the clamorous joy. 
And call for pledge and lay, 
And, for bnef space, of all the crowd, 
As he was loudest of the loud. 

Seem gayest of the gay 

HI 

Yet nought amiss the bndal throng 
Mark’d mbmef mirth, or musing long, 
The vacant brow, the unhstening ear, 
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They gave to thoughts of raptures 
near, 

And his fierce starts of sudden glee 
Seem’d bursts of bridegroom’s ecstasy 
Nor thus alone misjudged the crowd, 
Since lofty Lorn, suspicious, proud, 
And jealous of his honour’d line. 

And that keen knight, De Argentine, 
(From England sent on errand high. 
The western league more firm to tie,) 
Both deem’d in Ronald’s mood to find 
A lover’s transport-troubled mind 
But one sad heart, one tearful eye, 
Pierced deeper through the m;ysterj, 
And watch’d, with agony and fear, 
Her wayward bridegroom’s varied 
cheer 


IV 

She watch’d, yet fear’d to meet his 
glance. 

And he shunn’d hers , till when by 
chance 

They met the point of foeman’s lance 
Had given a milder pang < 
Beneath the intolerable smart 
He wnthed, then sternly mann’d his 
heart 

To play his hard but destined part. 
And from the table sprang 

* Fill the mighty cup »’ he said, 

* Erst own’d by royal Somerled , 

Fill it, till on the studded bnm 

In burning gold the bubbles swim. 
And every gem of \aned shine 
Glow doubly bright in rosy wine * 

To you, brave lord, and brother mine 
Of Lorn, this pledge I drink — 
The union of Our House with thine, 
By this fair bridal-linkl’ 

V 

* Let it pass round quoth He of Lorn, 
‘ And in good time , that winded horn 

Must of the Abbot tell , 

The laggard monk is come at last ' 
Lord Ronald heard the bugle-blast, 


And on the floor at random cast 
The untasted goblet fell 
But when the Warder in his ear 
Tells other nev/s, his blither cheer 
Returns like sun of May, 

When through a thunder cloud it 
beams > 

Lord of two hundred isles, he seems 
As glad of brief delay. 

As some poor criminal might feel, 
When, from the gibbet or the wheel, 
Respited for a day 

\i 

‘ Brother of Lorn,’ with hurried voice 
He said, ‘ And you, fair lords, rejoice » 
Here, to augment our glee, 
Comewandenngknightsfromtravelfar, 
Well proved, they say, m strife of war. 
And tempest on the sea 
Ho * give them at your board such place 
As best their presences may grace, 
And bid them welcome free 
With solemn step, and silver wand, 
The Seneschal the presence scann’d 
Of these strange guests , and well he 
knew 

How to assign their rank its due , 
For though the costly furs 
That erst had deck’d their caps were 
torn, 

And their gay robes were overworn. 
And soil’d their gilded spurs, 
Yet such a high commanding grace 
Was in their mien and in their face. 
As suited best the princely dais. 

And royal canopy , 

And there he marshall’d them their 
place. 

First of that company 

VII 

Then lords and ladies spake aside, 
And angry looks the error chide, 
That gave to guests unnamed, un- 
known, 

A place so near their prince’s throne , 
But Owen Erraught said, 
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< For forty years a seneschal, 

To marshal guests m bower and hall 
Has been my honour'd trade 
Worship and birth to me are knov/n 
By look, by bearing, and by tone, 

Not by furr’d robe or broider'd zone , 
And 'gainst an oaken bough 
I 11 gage my silver wand of state, 
That these three strangers oft have sate 
In higher place than now ' 

VIII 

* I, too,' the aged Ferrand said, 

‘ Am qualified by minstrel trade 
Of rank and place to tell , 

Mark’d ye the younger stranger s eye. 
My mates, how quick, how keen, how 
high, 

How fierce its flashes fell, 
Glancing among the noble rout 
As if to seek the noblest out. 

Because the owner might not brook 
On any save his peers to look 2 
And yet it moves me more. 

That steady, calm, majestic brow, 
With which the elder chief even now 
Scann’d the gay presence o’er, 
Like being of superior kind. 

In whose high-toned impartial mind 
Degrees of mortal rank and state 
Seem objects of indifFeient weight 
The lady too — though closely tied 
The maptle veil both face and eye, 
Her motions’ grace it could not hide. 
Nor could her form's fair sym- 
metry * 

IX 

Suspicious doubt and lordly scorn 
Lour’d on the haughty front of Lorn 
From underneath his brows of pride, 
The stranger guests he sternly eyed, 
And whisper’d closely what the ear 
Of Argentine alone might hear , 

Then question’d, high and brief, 
If, in their voyage, aught they knew 
Of the rebellious Scottish crew, 

Who to Rath-Erm’s shelter drew. 
With Garrick’s outlaw’d Chief? 


And if, their winter’s exile o’er, 
They harbour’d still by Ulster’s shore, 
Or launch’d their galleys on the main, 
To vex their native land again ? 

X 

That younger stranger, fierce and 
high, 

At once confro its the Chieftain’s eye 
With locx of equal scorn , 

* Of rebels have we nought to show , 
But if of Royal Bnice thou’dst know, 
I warn thee he has sworn, 

Ere thrice three days shall come and 

SO, 

His banner Scottish winds shall blow, 
Despite each mean or mighty foe. 
From England’s every bill and bow, 

1 o Allaster of Lorn ’ 

Kindled the mountain Chieftain’s ire, 
But Ronald quench’d the rising fire, 

‘ Brother, it better suits the time 
To chase the night with Ferrand’s 
rhyme, 

Than wake, ’midst mirth and wine, the 
jars 

That flow from these unhappy wars ' 
‘ Content,’ said Lorn , and spoke apart 
With Ferrand, master of his art. 
Then whisper’d Argentine, 

‘ The lay I named will carry smart 
To these bold strangers’ haughty heart. 
If right this guess of mine ’ 

He ceased, and it was silence all. 
Until the minstrel waked the hall 

XI 

The Brooch of Lorn 
‘ Whence the brooch of burning gold, 
That clasps the Chieftain’s mantle fold, 
Wrought and chased with rare device, 
Studded fair with gems of price, 

On the vaned tartans beaming, 

As, through night’s pale rainbow 
gleammg, 

Fainter now, now seen afar. 

Fitful shines the northern star? 
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Gem » ne'er wrought on Highland 
mountain, 

Did the fairy of the fountain, 

Or the mermaid of the wave, 

Frame thee in some coral cave ? 

Did, in Iceland’s darksome mine, 
Dwarf’s swart hands thy metal twine * 
Or, mortal moulded, comest thou here 
From England’s love, or France’s fear ^ 

XII 

< No ’ — thy splendours nothing tell 
Foreign art or fafery spell 
Moulded thou for monarch’s use. 

By the overweening Bruce, 

When the royal robe he tied 
O’er a heart of wrath and pride , 
Thence in triumph wert thou torn, 

By the victor hand of Lorn * 

When the gem was won and lost. 
Widely was the w^ar cry toss’ d » 

Rung aloud Bendourish fell, 

Answer’d Douchart’s sounding dell. 
Fled the deer fiom wild Teyndrum, 
When the homicide, o’ercome. 
Hardly ’scaped with scathe and scorn, 
Left the pledge with conquenng Lorn * 

XIII 

Wain was then the Douglas brand. 
Vain the Campbell’s vaunted hand, 
Vain Kirkpatrick s bloody dirk. 
Making sure of murder’s work , 
Barendown fled fast away. 

Fled the fiery De la Haye, 

When this brooch, triumphant borne, 
Beam’d upon the breast of Lorn 

Farthest fled its former I ord. 

Left his men to brand and cord, 
Bloody brand of Highland steel, 
English gibbet, axe, and wheel 
Let him fly from coast to coast, 
Dogg’d by Comyn’s vengeful ghost, 
While his spoils, in4:riumph worn, 
Long shall grace victorious Lorn < ’ 


XIV 

As glares the tiger on his foes, 
Hemm’d in by hunters, spears, and 
bows. 

And, ere he bounds upon the ring, 
Selects the object of his spnng, — 
Now on the bard, now on his Lord, 

So Edward glared and grasp’d his 
sword , 

But stern his brother spoke, ‘Be still’ 
What ’ art thou yet so wild of will, 
After high deeds and sufferings long, 
To chafe thee for a menial’s song'? — 
Well hast thou framed, Old Man, th> 
strains. 

To praise the hand that pa^ s thy pains , 
Yet something might thy song have told 
Of Lorn’s three vassals, true and bold, 
Who rent their Lord from Bruce’shoid 
As underneath his knee he lay. 

And died to save him m the fray 
I ’ve heard the Bruce’s cloak and clasp 
Was clench’d within their d 5 nnggrasp, 
What time a hundred foemen more 
Rush’d m, and back the victor bore, 
Long after Lorn had left the strife, 
Full glad to ’scape with limb and life 
Enough of this, and. Minstrel, hold 
As minstrel hire this chain of gold. 
For future lays a fair excuse 
To speak more nobly of the Bruce ’ 

XV 

*Now, by Columba’s shrine, I swear, 
And every saint that ’s buned there, 
’Tis he himself’’ Lorn sternly cries, 
'And for my kinsman’s death he dies ’ 
As loudly Ronald calls, ' Forbear < 

Not in my sight, while brand I wear, 
O’ermatch’d by odds, shall warrior fall, 
Or blood of stranger stain my hall t 
This ancient fortress of my race 
Shall be misfortune’s resting place. 
Shelter and shield of the distress’d, 
No slaughter-house for shipwreck’d 
guest ’ 
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* Talk not to me,’ fierce Lorn replied, 

* Of odds or match * when Comyn died 
Three daggers clash’d within his side » 
Talk not to me of sheltenng hall. 

The Church of God saw Comyn fall t 
On God’s own altarstream’d his blood, 
While o’er my prostrate kinsman 

stood 

The ruthless murderer — e’en as now — 
With armed hand and scornful brow • 
Up, all who love me ’ blow on blow < 
And lay the outlaw’d felons low 

XVI 

Then up sprang many a mainland Lord 
Obedient to their Chieftain’s word 
Barcaldine’s arm is high in air, 

And Kinloch-Alliiie’s blade is bare, 
Black Murthok’s dirk has left its sheath, 
And clench’d is Dermid’s hand of death 
Their mutter’d threats of vengeance 
swell 

Into a wild and warlike yell, 

O n ward they press with weapons high , 
The affrighted females shnek and fly, 
And, Scotland, then thy brightest ray 
Had darken’d ere its noon of day, — 
But eveiy chief of birth and fame. 
That from the Isles of Ocean came. 
At Ronald’s side that hour withstood 
Fierce Lom’s relentless thirst for 
blood 

XVII 

Brave Torquil from Dunvegan high. 
Lord of the misty hills of Skye, 
Mac-Niel, wild Bara’s ancient thanCj^ 
Duart, of bold Clan-Gillian’s strain, 
Fergus, of Canna’s castled bay, 
Mac-Duffith, Lord of Colonsay, 

Soon as they saw the broadswords 
glance. 

With ready weapons rose at once, 
More prompt, that many an ancient 
feud, 

Full oft suppress’d, full oft renew’d. 
Glow’d ’twixt the chieftains of Argyle, 
And many a lord of ocean’s isle. 


Wild was the scene — each sword was 
bare. 

Back stream’d each chieftain’s shaggy 
hair. 

In gloomy opposition set, 

Eyes, hands, and brandish’d weapons 
met , 

Blue gleaming o’er the social board, 
Flash’d to the torches many a sword, 
And soon those bridal lights may shine 
On purple blood for rosy wine 

XVIII 

While thus for blows and death pre* 
pared, 

Each heart was up, each weapon 
bared, 

Each foot advanced, — a surly pause 
Still reverenced hospitable laws 
All menaced violence, but alike 
Reluctant each the first to stnke, 
(For aye accursed in minstrel line 
Is he who brawls ’mid song and 
wine,) 

And, match’d m numbers and in might. 
Doubtful and desperate seem’d the 
fight 

Thus threat and murmur died away, 
Till on the crowded hall there lay 
Such silence, as the deadly still 
Ere bursts the thunder on the hill 
With blade advanced, each Chieftain 
bold 

Show’d like the Sworder’s form of old, 
As wanting still the torch of life ^ 

To wake the marble into strife 

XIX, 

That awful pause the stranger maid. 
And Edith, seized to pray for aid 
As to De Argentine she clung, 

Away her veil the stranger flung. 
And, lovely ’mid her wild despair, 
Fast stream’d her eyes, wide flow’d 
her hair 

‘ O thou, of knighthood oncetheflower, 
Sure refuge in distressful hour, 

Qu. touch of life ?1 
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Thou, who in Judah well hast fought 
For our dear faith, and oft hast sought 
Renown in knightly exercise, 

When this poor hand has dealt the 
prize, 

Say, can thy soul of honour brook 
On the unequal strife to look, 

When, butcher’d thus in peaceful hall, 
Those once thy friends, my brethren, 
fall’’ 

To Argentine she turn’d her word, 
But her eye sought the Island Lord 
A flush like evening’s setting flame 
Glow’d on his cheek , his hardy frame. 
As with a brief convulsion, shook 
With hurried voice and eager look, — 
‘ Fear not,’ he said, ‘ my Isabel * 

What said I ^ — Edith ! all is well , 
Nay, fear not , I will well provide 
Tne safety of my lovely bnde — 

My bride ? ’ — but there the accents 
clung 

In tremor to his faltering tonguer 
XX 

Now rose De Argentine, to claim 
The prisoners in hxs sovereign’s name, 
To England’s crown, who, vassals 
sworn, 

’Gainst their liege lord had weapon 
borne — 

(Such speech, I ween, was but to hide 
His care their safety to provide , 

For knight more true in thought and 
deed 

Than Argentine ne’er spurr’d a 
steed) — 

And Ronald, who his meaning guess’d, 
Seem’d half to sanction the request 
This purpose fiery Torquil broke 
* Somewhat we ’ve heard of England’s 
yoke,’ 

He said, ^ and, in our islands, Fame 
Hath whisper’d of a lawful claim, 
That calls the Bruce fair Scotland’s 
Lord, 

Though dispossess’d by foreign sword 


This craves reflection' — but though 
nght 

And just the charge of England’s 
Knight, 

Let England’s crown her rebels seize 
Where she has power,— in towers 
like these, 

’Midst Scottish Chieftains summon’d 
here 

To bridal mirth and bridal cheer, 

Be sure, with no consent of mine, 
Shall either Lorn or Argentine 
With chains or violence, in our sight, 
Oppress a brave and banish’d Knight ’ 

XXI 

Then waked the wild debate again, 
Withbrawlingthreatandclamourvam 
Vassals and menials, thronging in, 
Lent their brute rage to swell the dm , 
When, far and wide, a bugle-clang 
From the dark ocean upward rang 
*The Abbot comes’’ they cry at 
once, 

‘The holy man, whose fa\our’d 
glance 

Hath sainted visions known , 
Angels have met him on the way, 
Beside the blessed martyrs* baj. 
And by Columba’s stone 
His monks have heard their hymn- 
ings high 

Sound from the summit of Dun Y, 
To cheer his penance lone 
When at each cross, on girth and wold, 
(^Their number thrice a hundred-fold,) 
His prayer he made, his beads he told, 
With Aves many a one — 

He comes our feuds to reconcile, 

A sainted man from sainted isle , 

We will his holy doom abide, 

Ihe Abbot shall our stnfe decide ’ 

XXII 

Scarcely this fair accord was o’er, 
When through the wide revolvmgdoor 
The black-stoled brethren wind, 
P 3 
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Twelve sandaird monks, who relics 
bore, 

With many a torch-bearer before. 
And many a cross behind 
Then sunk each fierce uplifted hand, 
And dagger bright and flashing brand 
Dropp’d swiftly at the sight, 
They vanish’d from the Churchman’s 
eye. 

As shooting stars, that glance and die. 
Dart from the vault of night 

XXIII 

The Abbot on the threshold stood, 
And in his hand the holy rood , 

Back on his shoulders flow’d his hood. 
The torch’s glaring ray 
Show’d, m Its red and flashing light, 
His wither’d cheek and amice white, 
His blue eye glistening cold and 
bright, 

His tresses scant and grey 
^Fair Lords,’ he said, ‘Our Lady’s 
love, 

And peace be with you from above. 
And Benedicite » 

— But what means this ? no peace is 
here < — 

Do dirks unsheathed suit bndal cheer 2 
Or are these naked brands 
A seemly show for Churchman’s sight. 
When he comes summon’d to unite 
Betrothed hearts and hands ? ’ 

XXIV 

Then, cloaking hate with fiery zeal^ 
Proud Lorn first answer’d the ap- 
peal ,— 

‘ Thou comest, O holy Man, 

True sons of blessed church to greet, 
But little deeming here to meet 
A wretch, beneath the ban 
Of Pope and Church, for murder done 
Even on the sacred altar-stone » — 
Well mayst thou wonder we should 
know 

Such miscreant here, nor lay him low, 


Or dream of greeting, peace, or truce, 
With excommunicated Bruce ! 

Yet well I grant, to end debate, 

Thy sainted voice decide his fate ’ 

XXV 

Then Ronald pled the stranger’s cause, 
And knighthood’s oath and honours 
laws , 

And Isabel, on bended knee. 

Brought pray’rs and tears to back the 
plea 

And Edith lent her generous aid, 

And wept, and Lorn foi mercy pray’d 
‘ Hence,’ he exclaim’d, ‘ degenerate 
maid I 

Was’t not enough to Ronald’s bower 
I brought thee, like a paramour. 

Or bond-maid at her master’s gate, 
His careless cold approach to wait ? 
But the bold Lord of Cumberland, 
The gallant Clifford, seeks thy hand, 
His it shall be — Nay, no reply t 
Hence * till those rebel eyes be dry ’ 
With grief the Abbot heard and saw, 
Yet nought relax’d his brow of awe 

XXVI 

Then Argentine, in England’s name, 
So highly urged his sovereign’s claim. 
He waked a spark, that, long sup 
press’d, 

Had smoulder’d m Lord Ronald’s 
breast , 

And now, as from the flint the fire, 
Flash’d forth at once his generous ire 
‘ Enough of noble blood,’ he said, 

* By English Edward had been shed, 
Since matchless Wallace first had been 
In mock’ry crown’d with wreaths of 
green. 

And done to death by felon hand, 

For guarding well his father’s land 
Where’s Nigel Bruce? andDelaHaye, 
And valiant Seton — where are they? 
Where Somerville, the kind and free? 
And Frdser, flower of chivalry^ 
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Have they not been on gibbet bound. 
Their quarters flung to hawk and 
hound, 

And hold we here a cold debate, 

To yield more victims to their fate t 
What < can the English Leopard’s 
mood 

Never be gorged with northern blood? 
Was not the life of Athole shed 
To soothe the tyrant’s sicken’d bed ? 
And must his word, till dying day. 

Be nought but quarter, hang, and slay » 
Thou frown’st, De Argentine, my 
gage 

Is prompt to pro\e the strife I wage ’ 

XXVII 

<Nor deem,’ said stout Dunvegan’s 
knight, 

* That thou shalt brave alone the fight ’ 
By saints of isle and mainland both. 
By Woden wild (my grandsire’s 
oath). 

Let Rome and England dotheirworst, 
Howe’er attainted or accursed, 

If Bruce shall e’er find friends again 
Once more to brave a battle-plain. 

If Douglas couch again his lance, 

Or Randolph dare another chance, 
Old Torquil will not be to lack 
With twice a thousand at his back 
Nay, chafe not at my bearing bold, 
Good Abbot ’ for thou know’st of old, 
Torquil’s rude thought and stubborn 
will 

Smack of the wild Norwegian still , 
Nor will I barter Freedom’s cause 
For England’s wealth, or Rome’s 
applause ’ 

XXVIII 

The Abbot seem’d with eye severe 
The hardy Chieftain’s speech to hear, 
Then on King Robert turn’d the Monk, 
But twice his courage came and sunk, 
Confronted with the hero’s look , 
Twice fell his eye, his accents shook, 


At length, resolved m tone and brow, 
Sternly he question’d him — ' And thou, 
Unhappy * what hast thou to plead. 
Why I denounce not on thy deed 
That awful doom which canons tell 
Shuts paradise, and opens hell , 
Anathema of power so dread, 

It blends the li\ing with the dead, 
Bids each good angel soar away. 

And every ill one claim his prey , 
Expels thee from the Church s cai e 
And deafens Heaven against thy 
prayer. 

Arms every hand against thy life. 
Bans all who aid thee in the strife, 
Nay, each whose succour, cold and 
scant. 

With meanest alms relieves thy want , 
Haunts thee while living, and, when 
dead, 

Dwells on thy yet devoted head. 
Rends Honour’s scutcheon from thy 
hearse, 

Stills o’ei thy bier the holy verse. 
And spurns thy corpse from hallow’d 
ground, 

Flung like vile carrion to the hound , 
Such IS the dire and desperate doom 
For sacrilege, decreed by Rome , 
And such the well deserved meed 
Of thine unhallow’d, ruthless deed ’ 

XXIX 

‘Abbot’’ The Bruce replied, ^thy 
charge 

It hoots not to dispute at large 
This much, howe’er, I bid thee know, 
No selfish vengeance dealt the blow, 
For Corny n died his countiy’s foe 
Nor blamer I friends whose ill timed 
speed 

Fulfill’d my soon repented deed, 

Nor censure those from whose stern 
tongue 

The dire anathema has rung 
I only blame mine own wild ire, 

By Scotland’s wrongs incensed to fire 
P 5 
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Heaven knows my purpose to atone, 
Far as I may, the evil done, 

And hears a penitent’s appeal 
From papal curse and prelate’s zeal 
My first and dearest task achieved, 
Fair Scotland from her thrall relieved, 
Shall many a priest in cope and stole 
Say requiem for Red Comyn’s soul, 
While I the blessed cross advance, 
And expiate this unhappy chance 
In Palestine, with sword and lance 
But, while content the Church should 
know 

My conscience owns the debt I owe, 
Unto De Argentine and Lorn 
The name of traitor I return. 

Bid them defiance stern and high, 
And give them in their throats the he • 
These brief words spoke, I speak no 
more 

Do what thou wilt , my shrift is o’er ’ 

XXX 

Like man by piodig^ amazed, 

Upon the King the Abbot gazed , 
Then o’er his pallid features glance 
Convulsions of ecstatic trance 
His breathing came more thick and 
fast, 

And from his pale blue eyes were cast 
Strange rays of wild and wandering 
light , 

Uprise his locks of silver white, 
Flush’d is his brow, through every 
vem 

In azure tide the currents strain, •• 
And undistmguish’d accents broke 
1 he awful silence ere he spoke 

XXXI 

‘ De Bruce » I rose with purpose dread 
To speak my curse upon thy head, 
And give thee as an outcast o’er 
To him who burns to shed thy gore 
But, like the Midiamte of old, 

Who stood on Zophim, heaven-con 
troll’d. 


I feel within mine aged breast 
A power that will not be repress’d 
It prompts my voice, it swells my 
veins, 

It burns, it maddens, it constrains 
De Bruce, thy sacrilegious blow 
Hath at God’s altar slam thy foe 
O’ermaster’d yet by high behest, 

I bless thee, and thou shalt be bless’d '' 
He spoke, and o’er the astonish’d 
throng 

Was silence, awful, deep, and long 

XXXII 

Again that light has fired his eye, 
Again his form swells bold and high, 
The broken voice of age is gone, 

’Tis vigorous manhood s lofty tone — 
* Ihnce vanquish’d on the battle plain, 
Thy followers slaughter’d, fled, or 
ta’en, 

A hunted wanderer on the wild, 

On foreign shores a man exil’d. 
Disown’d, deserted, and distress’d, 

I bless thee, and thou shalt be bless’d ' 
Bless’d m the hall and m the field. 
Under the mantle as the shield 
Avenger of thy country’s shame. 
Restorer of her injured fame, 

Bless’d in thy sceptre and thy sword, 
De Bruce, fair Scotland’s rightful Lord, 
Bless’d in thy deeds and in thy fame, 
What lengthen’d honours wait thy 
name I 

In distant ages, sire to son 
Shall tell thy tale of freedom won, 
And teach his infants, in the use 
Of earliest speech, to falter Bruce 
Go, then, triumphant « sweep along 
Thy course, the theme ofmanyasong^ 
The Power, whose dictates swell my 
breast, 

Hath bless’d thee, and thou shalt be 
bless’d » — 

Enough — my short-lived strength 
decays. 

And sinks the momentary blaze 
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Heaven hath our destined purpose 
broke, 

Not here must nuptial vow be spoke , 
Brethren, our errand here is o er, 
Our task discharged Unmoor, un- 
moor ’ * 

His priests received the exhausted 
Monk, 

As breathless in their arms he sunk 
Punctual his orders to obey, 

The train refused all longer stay. 
Embark’d, raised sail, and bore awaj 


Canto Third 

I 

Hast thou not mark’d, when o’er 
thy startled head 

Sudden and deep the thunder-peal 
has roll’d, 

How, when its echoes fell, a silence 
dead 

Sunk on the wood, the meadow, 
and the wold ^ 

The rye-grass shakes not on the 
sod-built fold, 

The rustling aspen’s leaves are mute 
and still. 

The wall-flower waves not on the 
ruin’d hold. 

Till, murmuring distant first, then 
near and shrill, 

The savage whirlwind wakes, and 
sweeps the groaning hill 

II 

Artornish < such a silence sunk 
Upon thy halls, when that grey Monk 
His prophet-speech had spoke , 
And his obedient brethren’s sail 
Was stretch’d to meet the southern 
gale 

Before a whisper woke 


Then murmuring sounds of doubt and 
fear, 

Close pour’d in many an anxious ear. 
The solemn stillness broke , 

And still they gazed with eager guess, 
Where, m an oriel’s deep recess. 

The Island Prince seem’d bent to press 
What Lorn, by his impatient cheer, 
And gesture fierce, scarce deign’d to 
hear 

III 

Starting at length, with frowning look, 
Hishandheclench’djhisheadheshook, 
And sternly flung apart — 

* And deem’st thou me so mean of mood. 
As to forget the mortal feud, 

And clasp the hand with blood imbrued 
From my dear Kinsman’s heart ’ 
Is this thy rede ^ — a due return 
For ancient league and friendship 
sworn < 

But well our mountain proverb shows 
The faith of Islesmen ebbs and flows. 
Be it even so , believe, ere long, 

He that now bears shall wreak the 
wrong 

Call Edith— call the Maid of Lorn < 

My sister, slaves < For further scorn. 
Be sure nor she nor I will stay 
Away, De Argentine, away ! 

We nor ally nor brother know, 

In Bruce s friend, or England’s foe ’ 

i\ 

But who the Chieftain’s rage can tell. 
When, sought from lowest dungeon cell 
Xp highest tower the castle round, 

No Lady Edith was there found ♦ 

He shouted, * Falsehood ’ — treachery ^ ^ 
Revenge and blood » a lordly meed 
To him that will avenge the deed I 
A Baron’s lands — His frantic mood 
Was scarcely by the news withstood. 
That Morag shared his sister’s flight, 
i And that, in huny of the night, 
’Scaped noteless, and without remark, 
Two strangers sought the Abbot’s bar k 
[I Scott seems to have missed or dropt a Ime here } 
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' Man every galley ! fly — pursue ’ 

The priest his treachery shall rue 1 
Ay, and the tune shall quickly coire 
When we shall hear the thanks that 
Rome 

Will pay his feigned prophecy 
Such was fierce Lorn’s indignant cry , 
And Cormac Doil in haste obey’d, 
Hoisted his sail, his anchor weigh’d 
(For, glad of each pretext for spoil, 

A pirate sworn was Cormac Doil) 

But others, lingering, spoke apart, — 

* The Maid has given her maiden heart 

To Ronald of the Isles, 

And, fearful lest her brother’s word 
Bestow her on that English Lord, 
She seeks Iona’s piles. 

And wisely deems it best to dwell 
A votaress in the holy cell. 

Until these feuds so fierce and fell 
The Abbot reconciles ’ 

V 

As impotent of ire, the hall 
Echo’d to Lorn’s impatient call, 

‘ My horse, my mantle, and my tram > 
Let none who honours Lorn remain I’ 
Courteous, but stern, a bold request 
To Bruce De Argentine express d 

* Lord Earl,’ he said, ‘ I cannot chuse 
But yield such title to the Bruce, 
Though name and earldom both are 

gone, 

Since he braced rebel’s armour on — 
But, Earl or serf — rude phrase was 
thine , 

Of late, and launch’d at Argentine , 
Such as compels me to demand 
Redress of honour at thy hand 
We need not to each other tell 
That both can wield their weapons well. 
Then do me but the soldier grace. 
This glove upon thy helm to place 
Where we may meet in fight , 
And I will say, as still I ’ve said, 
Though by ambition far misled. 
Thou art a noble knight * 


VI 

‘ And I,’ the princely Bruce replied, 

* Might term it stain on knighthood’s 
pride 

That the bright sword of Argentine 
Should in a tyrant’s quarrel shine , 
But, for your brave request. 

Be sure the honour’d pledge you gave 
In every battle field shall wave 
Upon my helmet-crest , 
j Believe, that if my hasty tongue 
Hath done thine honour causeless 
wrong. 

It shall be well redress’d 
Not dearer to my soul was glove, 
Bestow’d in youth by lady’s love, 
Than this which thou hast given i 
Thus, then, my noble foe I greet, 
Health and high fortune till we ineet, 
And then — what pleases Heaven ’ 

VII 

Thus parted they , for now, with sound 
Like waves roll’d back from rocky 
ground. 

The friends of Lorn retire , 

Each mainland chieftain, with his tram, 
Draws to his mountain towers again, 
Pondering how mortal schemes prove 
vain. 

And mortal hopes expire 
But through the castle double guard, 
By Ronald’s charge, kept wakeful 
ward, 

Wicket and gate were trebly barrd, 
By beam and bolt and chain , 
Then of the guests, in courteous sort, 
H e pray’d excus e for mirth broke sh ort, 
And bade them in Artornish fort 
In confidence remain 
Now torch and menial tendance led 
Chieftain and knight to bower and bed, 
And beads were told, and Aves said, 
And soon they sunk away 
Into such sleep, as wont to shed 
Oblivion on the weary head, 

After a toilsome day 
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But soon uproused, the Monarch cried 
To Edward slumbering by his side, 

* Awake, or sleep for aye ’ 

Even now there jarr’d a secret door, 

A taper-light gleams on the floor. 

Up, Edward, up, I say * 

Some one glides in like midnight 
ghost — 

Nay, strike not > tis our noble Host ’ 
Advancing then his taper’s flame, 
Ronald stept forth, and with him came 
Dunvegans chief— each bent the 
knee 

To Bruce in sign of fealty, 

And proffer’d him his sword, 

And hail’d him, in a monarch’s st^ le, 
As king of mainland and of isle, i 
And Scotland’s rightful lord 
* And O,’ said Ronald, ' Own’d of 
Heaven » 

Say, is my erring youth forgiven, 

By falsehood s arts from duty driven, 
Who rebel falchion drew. 

Yet ever to thy deeds of fame, 

Even while I strove against thy claim, 
Paid homage just and true 2’ 

‘ Alas ’ dcaryouth, the unhappy time,’ 
Answer’d the Bruce, * must bear the 
crime. 

Since, guiltier far than > ou. 

Even I’ — he paused , for Falkirk’s woes 
Upon his conscious soul arose 
The Chieftain to his breast he press’d. 
And ill a sigh conceal’d the rest 

IX 

They proffer’d aid, by arms and might, 
To repossess him in his right , 

But well their counsels must be 
weigh’d. 

Ere banners raised and musters made, 
For English hire and Lorn’s intngues 
Boundmany chiefs in southern leagues 
In answer, Bruce his purpose bold 
To his new vassals frankl;y told 


‘ The winter worn in exile o’er, 

I long’d for Garrick’s kindred shoie 
I thought upon my native Ayr, 

And long’d to see the burly fare 
That Clifford makes, whose lordly call 
Now echoes through my father’s hall 
But first my course to Arran led, 
Where valiant Lennox gathers head, 
And on the sea, by tempest toss’d. 
Our barks dispersed, our purpose 
cross’d. 

Mine own, a hostile sail to shun, 

Far from her destined course had run. 
When that wise will, which masteis 
ours, 

Compell’d us to your friendly towers ’ 

X 

Then Torquil spoke * The time cra\ es 
speed * 

We must not linger m our deed, 

But instant pray our So\ ereign Liege, 
To shun the penis of a siege 
Thev engeful Lorn, with all his powers, 
Lies but too near Artornish towers, 
And England’s light arm’d \ essels 
ride. 

Not distant far, the weaves of Clyde, 
Prompt at these tidings to unmoor, 
And sweep each strait, and guard each 
shore 

Then, till this fresh alarm pass by, 
Secret and safe my Liege must he 
In the far bounds of friendly Skye, 
Torquil thy pilot and thy guide ’ 

*Not so, brave Chieftain,’ Ronald 
cried , 

‘ Myself will on my Sovereign wait. 
And raise in arms the men of Sieate, 
Whilst thou, renown’d where chiefs 
debate, 

Shalt sway their souls by counsel 
sage, 

And awe them by thy locks of age ' 

‘ And if my words in weight shall fail. 
This ponderous sword shall turn the 
scale ’ 
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XI 

' The scheme/ said Bruce, ‘ contents 
me well , 

Meantime, ’twere best that Isabel, 

For safety, with my bark and crew, 
Again to friendly Enn drew 
There Edward, too, shallwithherwend, 
In need to cheer her and defend, 

And muster up each scatter’d fnend ’ 
Here seem’d it as Lord Ronald s ear 
Would other counsel gladlier hear , 
But, all achieved as soon as plann’d, 
Both barks, in secret arm’d and mann’d, 
From out the haven bore , 

On different voyage forth they ply, 
This for the coast of winged Skye 
And that for Erin’s shore 

XII 

With Bruce and Ronald bides the tale 
To favouring winds they gave the sail. 
Till Mull’s dark headlands scarce they 
knew. 

And Ardnamurchan’s hills were blue 
But then the squalls blew close and 
hard, 

And, fain to strike the galley s yard. 
And take them to the oar, j 

With these rude seas, in weary plight, | 
They stro\ e the livelong day and night, 
Nor till the dawning had a sight 
Of Skye’s romantic shore 
W^here Coolin stoops him to the west, 
They saw upon his shiver d crest 
The sun’s arising gleam , 

But such the labour and delay, 

Ere they were moor’d in Scavigh bay,. 
(For calmer heaven compell’d to stay) 
He shot a western beam 
Then Ronald said, * If true mine eye, 
These are the savage wilds that he 
North of Strathnardill and Dunskye , 
No human foot comes here. 

And, since these adverse breezesblow, 
If my good Liege love hunter’s bow, 
What hmders that on land we go. 

And stnke a mountain-deer ^ 

£> Ixisula alata. George Buchaixan ] 


Allan, my page, shall with us wend , 
A bow full deftly can he bend, 

And, if we meet a herd, may send 
A shaft shall mend our cheer ’ 
Then each took bow and bolts in hand. 
Their row-boat launch’d and leapt to 
land. 

And left their skiff and train. 
Where a wild stream, with headlong 
shock. 

Came brawling down its bed of rock, 
To mingle with the main 

XIII 

Awhile their route they silent made, 
As men who stalk for mountain- 
deer. 

Till the good Bruce to Ronald said, 

‘ Saint Mary ' what a scene is 
here ^ 

Tv e traversed many amountam strand, 
Abroad and in my native land. 

And it has been my lot to tread 
Where safety more than pleasure led , 
Thus.many awagte I’ve wander’d o’er, 
Clombe many a crag, cross’d many a 
moor, 

But, by my halidome, 

A scene so rude, so wild as this, 

Yet so sublime in barrenness. 

Ne’er did my wandering footsteps press, 
Where’er I happ’d to roam ’ 

XIV 

No marvel thus the Monarch spake , 
For rarely human e>e has known 
A scene so stern as that dread lake. 
With its dark ledge of barren stone 
Seems that primeval earthquake’s sway 
Hath rent a strange and shatter’d way 
Through the rude bosom of the hill. 
And that each naked precipice, 

Sable ravine, and dark abyss. 

Tells of the outrage still 
The wildest glen, but this, can show 
Some touch of Nature’s genial glow, 
On high Benmore green mosses grow, 
And heath-bells bud in deep Glencroe, 
And copse on Cruchan Ben , 
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But here,— above, around, below, 

On mountain or m glen, 

Nor tree, nor shrub, nor plant, ror 
flower. 

Nor aught of vegetative power. 

The weary eye may ken 
For all IS rocks at random thrown, 
Black waves, bare crags, and banks of 
stone, 

As if were here denied 
The summer sun, the spring’s sweet 
dew, 

That clothe with many a varied hue 
The bleakest mountain side 


And wilder, forward as they wound, 
Were the proud cliffs and lake profound 
Huge terraces of granite black 
Afforded rude and cumber’d track , 
For from the mountain hoar, 
Hurl’d headlong m some night of fear, 
When yell’d the wolf and fled the deer, 
Loose crags had toppled o’er , 
And some, chance-poised and balanced, 
lay, 

So that a stripling arm might sway 
A mass no host could raise, 

In Nature’s rage at random thrown. 
Yet trembling like the Druid’s stone 
On its precarious base 
The evening mists, with ceaseless 
change. 

Now clothed the mountains’ lofty 


range. 

Now left their foreheads bare, 
And round the skirts their mantle furl’d. 
Or on the sable waters curl’d 
Or on the eddying breezes whirl’d. 
Dispersed in middle air 
And oft, condensed, at oncetheylower. 
When, brief and fierce, the mountain 
shower 

Pours like a torrent down. 

And when return the sun’s glad beams. 
Whiten’d with foam a thousand streams 
Leap from the mountain’s crown 


XVI 

‘This lake,’ said Bruce, ‘w^^hose barriers 
drear 

Are precipices sharp and sheer, 
Yielding no track for goat or deer, 
Save the black shelv es we tread, 
H ow term you its dark waves ? and how’' 
Yon northern mountain’s pathless 
brow, 

And yonder peak of dread, 

That to the evening sun uplifts 
The gnesly gulfs and slaty rifts 

Which seam its shiver’d hcad^’ 

‘ Coriskin call the dark lake’s name, 
Coolin the ndge, as bards proclaim. 
From old Cuchullin, chief of fame 
But bards, familiar in our isles 
Rather with Nature’s frowns than 
smiles. 

Full oft their careless humours please 
By sportive names from scenes like 
these 

I would old Torquil were to show 
His maiders withtheirbreasts of snow% 
Or that my noble Liege were nigh 
To hear his Nurse sing lullaby * 

(The Maids — tall cliffs with breakers 
white, 

The Nurse — a torrent sroanngmight,) 
Or that your eye could see the mood 
Of Corry vrekm’s whirlpool rude. 
When dons the Hag her whiten d 
hood t 

’Tis thus our islesmen’s fancy frames, 
For scenes so stern, fantastic names ’ 

XVII 

Answer’dtheBruce, ‘ Andmusmgmmd 
Mignt here a graver moral find 
These mighty cliffs, that heave on high 
Their naked brows to middle sky, 
Indifferent to the sun or snow, 
Where nought can fade, and nought 
can blow. 

May they not mark a Monarch’s fate, — 
Raised high ’mid storms of strife and 
state. 
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Beyond life’s lowlier pleasures placed, 
His soul a rock, his heart a waste ^ 
O’er hope and love and fear aloft 
High rears his crowned head — But 
soft' 

Look, underneath yon jutting crag 
Are hunters and a slaughter’d stag 
Who may they be ? But late you said 
Ho steps these desert regions tread ' ’ — 

XVIII 

‘ So said I , and believed in sooth/ 
Ronald replied, * I spoke the truth 
Yet now I spy, by yonder stone, 

Five men , they mark us, and come on, 
And by their badge on bonnet borne, 
I guess them of the land of Lorn, 

Foes to my Liege ’ ‘ So let it be , 

I ’ve faced worse odds than five to three , 
But the poor page can little aid , 
Then be our battle thus array’d 
If our free passage they contest, 

Cope thou with two, I ’ll match the rest ’ 
‘ Not so, my Liege, for, by my life. 
This sword shall meet the treble stnfe , 
My strength, m3’' skill m arms, more 
small, 

And less the loss should Ronald fall 
But islesmen soon to soldiers grow, 
Allan has sword as well as bow. 

And were my Monarch’s order given 
Two shafts should make our number 
even ’ 

‘ No ' not to save my life '* he said , 

* Enough of blood rests on my head 
Too rashly spill’d — ^we soon shall 
know 

Whether they come as fnend or foe ’ 

XIX 

Nigh came the strangers, and more 
nigh, 

Still less they pleased the Monarch’s 
eye 

Men were they all of evil mien, 
Down look’d, unwilling to be seen , 
They moved with half resolved pace, 
And bent on earth each gloomy face 


The foremost two were fair array’d 
With brogue and bonnet, trews and 
plaid, 

And bore the arms of mountaineers, 
Daggers and broadswords, bows and 
spears 

The three, that lagg’d small space 
behind. 

Seem’d serfs of more degraded kind , 
Goat skins or deer hides o’er them 
cast, 

Made a rude fence against the blast , 
Their arms and feet and heads were 
bare, 

Matted their beards, unshorn Iheir 
hair. 

For arms, the caitiffs bore m hand 
A club, an axe, a rusty brand 

XX 

Onward, still mute, they kept the track, 
‘Tell who ye be, or else stand back,’ 
Said Bruce, ‘in deserts when they 
meet 

Men pass not as in peaceful street ’ 
Still, at his stern command, they stood, 
And proffer’d greeting brief and rude, 
But acted courtesy so ill 
As seem’d of fear, and not of will 
‘ Wanderers we are, as you may be , 
Men hither driven by wind and sea, 
Who, if you list to taste our cheer. 
Will share with you this fallow deer 
‘If from the sea, where lies your bark 2’ 
‘ Ten fathom deep in ocean dark * 

W reck’d yesternight but we are men 
Who little sense of peril ken 
The shades come down — the day is 
shut — 

Will you go with us to our hut?’ — 

‘ Our vessel waits us in the bay , 
Thanks for your proffer — have good- 
day ’ 

‘Was that your galley, then, which 
rode 

Not far from shore when evening 
glow’d?’ 
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« It was * ‘ Then spare > our needless 
pain, 

There will she now be sought in vain ^ 
We saw her from the mountain head, 
When, with St George’s blazon red, 

A southern vessel bore m sight, 

And yours raised sail, and took to flight ’ 

XXI 

‘Now, by the rood, unwelcome news > ’ 
Thus with Lord Ronald communed 
Bruce , 

‘Nor rests there light enough to show 
If this their tale be true or no 
The men seem bred of churlish kind, 
Yet mellow nuts have hardest rind , 
We will go with them — food and fire 
And sheltering roof ourwants require . 
Sure guard ’gainst treachery will we * 
keep. 

And watch by turns our comrades’ 
sleep — 

Good fellows, thanks , your guests 
we’ll be, 

And well will pay the courtesy 
Come, lead us where your lodging 
lies, 

— Nay, soft • we mix not companies 
Show us the path o’er crag and stone, 
And we will follow you , — lead on * 

XXII 

They reach’d the dreary cabin, made 
Of sails against a rock display’d. 

And there, on entering, found 
A slender boy, whose form and mien 
111 suited with such savage scene. 

In cap and cloak of velvet green, 

Low seated on the ground 
His garb was such as minstrels wear, 
Dark was his hue, and dark his hair, 
His youthful cheek was marr’d by 
care. 

His eyes in sorrow drown’d 
‘Whence this poor boy As Ronald 
spoke. 

The V oice his trance of anguish broke 


As if awaked from ghastly dream, 

He raised his head with start and 
scream, 

And wildly gazed around , 

Then to the wall his face he turn’d, 
And his dark neck with blushes burn’d. 

XXIII 

‘ Whose IS the boy again he said 
‘By chance of wai our captive made, 
He may be 3. ours, if you should hold 
That music has more charms than gold , 
For, diough from earliest childhood 
mute, t 

The lad can deftly touch the lute. 

And on the rote and viol pla>, 

And well can drive the time away 
For those who love such glee , 
For me, the favouring breeze, when 
loud 

It pipes upon the gallej^’s shroud. 
Makes blither melody ’ 

* Hath he, then, sense ofspoken sound 
‘Aye, solus mother bade us knovv% 
A crone in our late shipwreck drown’d. 
And hence the silly stripling s woe 
More of the youth I cannot say, 

Our captive but since yesterday , 
When wind and weather wax’d so 
gnm. 

We little listed think of him — 

But why waste time in idle words ^ 
Sit to your cheer — unbelt your swords ’ 
Sudden the captive turn d his head. 
And one quick glance to Ronald sped 
It was a keen and warning look, 

And well the Chief the signal took 

XXIV 

‘ Kind host,’ he said, *our needs require 
A separate board and separate fire , 
For know, that on a pilgrimage 
Wend I, my comrade, and this page 
And, sworn to vigil and to fast 
Long as this hallow’d task shall last, 
We never doff the plaid or sword. 

Or feast us at a stranger’s board 
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And never share one common sleep, 
But one must still his vigil keep 
Thus, for our separate use, good friend, 
We’ll hold this hut’s remoter end ’ 

* A churlish vow,’ the eldest said, 

* And hard, methmks, to be obey’d 
How say you, if, to wreak the scorn 
That pays our kindness harsh return, 
We should refuse to share ourmean’ 
*Then say we that our swords are 

steel, 

And our vow binds us not to fast 
Where gold or force may buy repast* ’ 
Their host’s dark brow grew keen and 
fell. 

His teeth are clench’d, his features 
swell , 

Yet sunk the felon’s moody ire 
Before Lord Ronald’s glance of fire. 
Nor could his craven courage brook 
The Monarch’s calm and dauntless 
look. 

With laugh constrain’d, — ‘Let every 
man 

Follow the fashion of his clan * 

Each to his separate quarters keep, 
And feed or fast, or wake or sleep ’ 

XXV 

Their fire at separate distance burns, 
By turns they eat, keep guard by 
turns , 

For evil seem’d that old man’s eye, 
Dark and designing, fierce yet shy 
Still he avoided forward look, 

But slow and circumspectly took 
A circling, never-ceasing glance. 

By doubt and cunning mark’d at once, 
Which shot a mischief-bodmg ray 
From under eyebrows shagg’d and 
grey 

The younger, too, who seem’d his 
son. 

Had that dark look the timid shun , 
The half-clad serfs behind them sate, 
And scowl’d a glare ’twixt fear and 
hate. 


Till all, as darkness onward crept, 
Couch’d down, and seem’d to sleep, 
or slept 

Nor he, that boy, whose powerless 
tongue 

Must trust his eyes to ’w ail his wrong, 
A longer watch of sorrow made, 

But stretch’d his limbs to slumber laid 

XXVI 

Not in his dangerous host confides 
The King, but war;> watch provides. 
Ronald keeps ward till midnight past, 
Then wakes the King, young Allan 
last , 

Thus rank’d, to give the youthful page 
The rest required by tender age 
What IS Lord Ronald’s wakeful 
thought, 

To chase the languor toil had brought’ 
(For deem not that he deign’d to throw 
Much care upon such coward foe ) 

He thinks of lovely Isabel, 

When at her foeman’s feet she fell, 
Nor less when, placed in princely selle, 
She glanced on him with favouring 
eyes 

At Woodstock when he won the prize 
Nor, fair m joy, in sorrow fair. 

In pride of place as ’mid despair, 
Must she alone engross his care 
His thoughts to his betrothed bride. 
To Edith, turn — O how decide. 
When here his love and heart are given, 
And there his faith stands plight to 
, Heaven * 

No drowsy ward ’tis his to keep, 

For seldom lovers long for sleep 
Till sung his midnight hymn the owl, 
Answer’d the dog-fox with his howl, 
Then waked the King — at his request 
Loi d Ronald stretch’d himself to rest 

XXVII 

What spell was good King Robert’s, 
say. 

To drive the weary night away ? 
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His was the patriot’s burning thought, 
Of Freedom’s battle bravely fought. 

Of castles storm’d, of cities freed. 

Of deep design and daring deed, 

Of England’s roses reft and torn. 

And Scotland’s cross in triumph worn, 
Of rout and rally, war and truce, — 

As heroes think, so thought the Bruce 
No marvel, ’mid such musings high, 
Sleep shunn’d the Monarch s thought- 
ful eye 

Now over Coolin’s eastern head 
The greyish light begins to spread, 
The otter to his cavern drew, 

And clamour’d shrill the wakening 
mew, 

Then watch’d the page — to needful rest 
The King resign’d his anxious breast 

XXVIII 

To Allan’s eyes was harder task, 

The weary watch their safeties ask 
He tnmm’d the fire, and ga\e to shine 
With bickering light the splinter'd 
pine, 

Then gazed awhile, where silent laid 
Their hosts were shrouded by the pkid 
But little fear waked in his mind. 

For he was bred of martial kind, 

And, if to manhood he arrive 
May match the boldest knight alive 
Then thought he of his mother s tower, 
His little sisters greenwood bower, 
How there the Easter-gambols pass, 
And of Dan Joseph’s lengthen d mass 
But still before his weary eye 
In rays prolong’d the blazes die — 
Again he roused him — on the lake 
Look’d forth, where now the twilight- 
flake 

Of pale cold dawn began to wake 
On Coolm’s cliffs the mist lay furl’d, 
The morning breeze the lake had curl d, 
The short dark waves, heaved to the 
land, 

With ceaseless plash kiss’d cliff or 
sand , — 


It was a slumbrous sound— he turn d 
To tales at which his youth had burn’ d, 
Of pilgrim’s path by demon cross’d, 
Of sprightly elf or yelling ghost, 

Of the wild Witch’s baneful cot, 

And mermaid’s alabaster grot, 

Who bathes her limbs in sunless well, 
Deep in Stiathairds enchanted cell 
Thither in fancy rapt he flies, 

And on his sight the vaults arise , 
That hut’s dark walls he sees no more, 
His foot is on the marble floor, 

And o’er his head the dazzling spars 
Gleam like a firmament of stars ’ 
Hark* hears he not the sea-n}mph 
speak 

Her anger in that thrilling shnek 
No * all too late, with Allan’s dream 
Mingled the captiv e’s warning scream 
As from the ground he striv es to start 
A ruffian’s dagger finds his heart ’ 
Upward he casts his dizzy eyes, . 
Murmurs his master’s name, and 
dies * 

Not so awoke the King ' his hand 
Snatch d from the fame a knotted 
brand, 

The nearest weapon of his w^rath , 
With this he cross’d the murderer’s 
path, 

And venged young Allan w ell ’ 
The spatter’d brain and bubbling blood 
Hiss’d on the half extinguish’d wood, 
The miscreant gasp’d and fell ’ 
Nor rose in peace the Island Lord , 
One caitiff died upon his sword, 

And one beneath his grasp lies prone. 
In mortal grapple overthrown 
Butwhile Lord Ronald’s dagger drank 
The life blood from his panting flank, 
The Father-ruffian of the band 
Behind him rears a coward hand * 

O for a moment’s aid, 

Till Bruce, who deals no double blow, 
Dash to the earth another foe. 

Above his comrade laid * 
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And It IS gam’d— the captive sprung 
On the raised arm, and closely clung, 
And, ere he shook him loose. 
The master’d felon press’d the ground, 
And gasp’d beneath a mortal wound, 
While o’er him stands the Bruce 

XXX 

* Miscreant < while lasts thy flitting 

spark, 

Give me to know the purpose dark 
That arm’d thy hand with muiderous 
knife 

Against offenceless stranger s life 2 ’ 

* No stranger thou • ’ with accent fell, 
Murmur’d the wretch , ‘ I know thee 

well. 

And know thee for the foeman sworn 
Of my high chief, the mighty Lorn ’ 

* Speak yet again, and speak the truth 
For thy soul s sake f — from whence 

this youth ^ 

His country, birth, and name declare, 
And thus one evil deed repair ’ 

* Vex me no more ' . my blood 

runs cold 

No more I know than I have told 
We found him in a baik we sought 
With different purpose . and I 
thought * 

Fate cut him short , in blood and broil. 
As he had lived, died Cormac Doil 

XXXI 

Then resting on his bloody blade. 
The valiant Bruce to Ronald said, 

* Now shame upon us both • that boy 

Lifts his mute face to heaven, 
And clasps his hands, to testify 
His gratitude to God on high 

For strange deliverance given 
His speechless gesture thanks hath 
paid 

Which our free tongues have left 
unsaid ^ ’ 

He raised the youth with kindly word, 
But mark’d him shudder at the sword 


He cleansed it from its hue of death, 
And plunged the weapon in its sheath 
‘ Alas, poor child ' unfitting pait 
Fate doom’d, when with so soft aheart. 
And form so slight as thine, 

She made thee first a pirate’s slave, 
Then, in his stead, a patron gave 
Of wayward lot like mine , 

A landless prince, whose wandering 
life 

Is but one scene of blood and strife — 
Yet scant of friends the Bruce shall be. 
But he’ll find resting-place for thee 
Come, noble Ronald ' o’er the dead 
Enough thy generous grief is paid. 
And well has Allan’s fate been wroke, 
Come, wend we hence — the day has 
broke 

Seek we our bark , I trust the tale 
Was false, that she had hoisted sail ’ 

xxxii 

Yet, ere they left that charnel-cell, 

1 he Island Lord bade sad farewell 
To Allan — ‘Who shall tell this tale,' 
He said, ‘m halls of Donagaile f 
Oh, who his widow’d mother tell, 
That, ere his bloom, her fairest fell I 
Rest thee, poor youth * and trust my 
care 

F or mass and knell and funeral prayer. 
While o'er those caitiffs, where they 
he, 

The wolf shall snarl, the ra^ven cry 
And now the eastern mountain s head 
^On the dark lake threw lustre red , 
Bright gleams of gold and purple streak 
Ravine and precipice and peak — 

(So earthly power at distance shows, 
Reveals his splendour, hideshis woes ) 
O’er sheets of granite, dark and broad, 
Rent and unequal, lay the road 
In sad discourse the warriors wind, 
And the mute captive moves behind 
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I 

Stranger I if e’er thme ardent step 
hath traced 

The northern realms of ancient 
Caledon, 

Where the proud Queen of Wilder- 
ness hath placed. 

By lake and cataract, her lonel}^ 
throne , 

Sublime but sad delight thy soul 
hath known, 

Gazing on pathless glen and moun- 
tain high, 

Listing where from the cliffs the 
torrents thrown 

Mingle their echoes with the eagle’s 
cry, 

And with the sounding lake, and with 
the moaning sky 

Yes’ ’t^?vas sublime, but sad The 
loneliness 

Loaded thy heart, the desert tired 
thine eye , 

And strange and awful fears began 
to press 

Thy bosom with a stern solemnity 

Then hast thou wish’d some wood- 
man’s cottage nigh 

Something that show’d of life, 
though low and mean , 

Glad sight, its curling wreath of 
^moke to spy. 

Glad sound, its cock’s blithe carol 
would have been. 

Or children 'whooping wild beneath 
the willows green 

Such are the scenes, where savage 
grandeur wakes 

Anawful thrill that softens into sighs, 

Such feelings rouse them by dim 
Rannoch’s lakes. 

In dark Glencoe such gloomy rap- 
tures rise 


Or farther, where, beneath the 
northern skies. 

Chides 'Wild Loch Enbol his caverns 
hoar — 

But, be the minstrel judge, they 
yield the pnze 

Of desert dignity to that dread shore 
That sees grim CooUn rise, and hears 
Conskin roar 

II 

Through such wild scenes the cham- 
pion pass’d, 

When bold halloo and bugle blast 
Upon the breeze came loud and fast 
There,’ said the Bruce, ^rung Ed- 
ward s horn ’ 

What can have caused such brief 
return ? 

And see, brave Ronald, — see him dart 
O er stock and stone like hunted hart, 
Precipitate, as is the use. 

In war or sport, of Edward Bruce 
— He marks us, and his eager cry 
Will tell his news ere he be nigh ’ 

III 

Loud Edward shouts, ‘ What make ye 
here, 

Warring upon the mountain deer, 
When Scotland wants her King? 
A bark from Lennox cross’d our track, 
With her in speed I hurried back. 
These joyful news to bring — 

The Stuart stirs in Teviotdale, 

^ And Douglas wakes his native vale, 
Ihy storm-toss’d fleet hath won its 
■way 

I With little loss to Brodick-Bay, 

I And Lennox, with a gallant band, 

I Waits but thy coming and command 
i To waft them o’er to Carnck stxand 
There are blithe news -but mark the 
close < 

Edward, the deadliest of our foes, 

As 'With his host he northward pass’d. 
Hath on the Borders breathed his last ’ 
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IV 

Still stood the Bruce , his steady cheek 
Was little wont his joy to speak, 

But then his colour rose 
‘ Now, Scotland » shortlyshaltthou see. 
With God’s high will, thy children free. 
And vengeance on thy foes • 

Yet to no sense of selfish wrongs, 

Bear witness with me. Heaven, be 
longs 

My joy o’er Edward’s bier, i 
I took my knighthood at his hand. 

And loidship held of him, and land, 
And well may vouch it here. 

That, blot the story from his page. 

Of Scotland ruin’d in his rage. 

You read a monarch brave and sage, 
And to his people dear ’ — 

^Let London’s burghers mourn her 
Lord, 

And Croydon monks his praise record,* 
The eager Edward said , 

^ Eternal as his own, my hate 
Surmounts the bounds of mortal fate, 
And dies not with the dead • 

Such hate was his on Solway’s strand, 
When vengeance clench d his palsied 
hand, 

1 hat pointed yet to Scotland’s land 
As his last accents pray’d 
Disgrace and curse upon his heir, 

If he one Scottish head should spare, 
Till stretch’d upon the bloody lair 
Each rebel corpse was laid • 

Such hate was his, when his last breath 
Renounced the peaceful house of death, ^ 
And bade his bones to Scotland’s coast 
Be borne by his remorseless host, 

As if his dead and stony eye 
Could still enjoy her misery ’ 

Such hate was his — dark, deadly, long, 
Mine — as enduring, deep, and strong'* 

v 

* Let women, Edward, war with words. 
With curses monks, but men with 
swords 


Nor doubt of living foes, to sate 
Deepest revenge and deadliest hate 
Now, to the sea ' behold the beach. 
And see the galleys’ pendants stretch 
Their fluttering length down favouring 
gale ' 

Aboard, aboard ' and hoist the sail 
Hold we our way for Arran first, 
Where meet in arms our friends 
dispersed , 

Lennox the loyal, De la Haye, 

And Boyd the bold in battle-fray 
I long the hardy band to head. 

And see oncemore my standard spread 
Does noble Ronald share our course, 
Or stay to raise his island force” 

‘ Come weal, come woe, by Bruce’s 
side,’ 

Replied the Chief, ‘ will Ronald bide 
And since two galleys yonder nde. 
Be mine, so please my liege, dismiss’d 
To wake to arms the clans of Uist, 
And all who hear the Minche’s roar 
On the Long Island’s lonely shore 
The nearer Isles, with slight delay, 
Ourselves may summon in our way , 
And soon on Arian’s shore shall meet, 
With Torquil’s aid, a gallant fleet, 

If aught avails their Chieftain’s hest 
Among the islesmen of the west ’ 

VI 

Thus was their v enturous council said 
But, ere their sails the galleys spread, 
Conskin dark and Coolm high 
Echoed the dirge’s doleful ciy 
Along that sable lake pass’d slow — 
Fit scene for such a sight of woe — 
The sorrowing islesmen, as they bore 
The murder’d Allan to the shore 
At every pause, with dismal shout. 
Their coronach of gnef rung out, 

And ever, when they moved again, 
The pipes resumed their clamorous 
strain, 

And, with the pibroch’s shrilling wail, 
Mourn’d the young heir of Donagaile 
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Round and around, from cliff and cave, 
His answer stern old Coolin gave, 

Till high upon his misty side 
Languish’d the mournful notes, and 
died 

For never sounds, b3^ mortal made. 
Attain’d his high and haggard head. 
That echoes but the tempest’s moan, 
Or the deep thunder’s rending groan 

VII 

Merrily, merrily bounds the bark, 

She bounds before the gale, 

The mountain breeze from Ben-na- 
darch 

Is joyous m her sail * 

With fluttering sound like laugnter 
hoarse, 

The cords and canvas strain, 

The waves, divided by her force, 

In rippling eddies chased her course 
As if they laugh’d again 
Not down the breeze more blithely 
flew, 

Skimmingthe wave, the light sea-mew. 
Than the gay galley bore 
Her course upon that favouring wind. 
And Coolin’s crest has sunk behind, 
And Slapin’s cavern’d shore 
Twas then that warlike signals wake 
Dunscaith’s dark towers and Eisord’s 
lake. 

And soon, from Cavilgamgh’s head, 
Thick wreaths of eddying smoke were 
spread , 

A summons these of war and wrath 
To the brave clans of Sleat and Strath, 
And, ready at the sight. 

Each warrior to his weapons sprung. 
And targe upon his shoulder flung, 
Impatient for the fight 
Mac-Kinnon’s chief, in warfare grey. 
Had charge to muster their array, 
And guide their barks to Brodick-Bay 

VIII 

Signal of Ronald’s high command, 

A beacon gleam’d o’er sea and land. 


From Canna s tower, that, steep and 

Like falcon nest o’erhangs the baj 
Seek not the giddy crag to climb, 

To view the turret scathed by time ; 

It is a task of doubt and fear 
To aught but goat or mountain deer 
But rest thee on the siher beach. 
And let the aged herdsman teach 
His tale of former day , 

His cur’s wild clamour he shall 
chide, 

And for thy seat by ocean’s side 
His varied plaid display , 

Then tell, how with their Chieftain 
came, 

In ancient times, a foreign dame 
To yonder turret grey 
Stern was her Lord’s suspicious mind, 
Who in so rude a jail confined 
So soft and fair a thrall ! 

And oft, when moon on ocean slept, 
That lovely lady sate and wept 
Upon the castle-wall, 

And turn’d her eye to southern climes, 
And thought perchance of happier 
times, 

And touch’d her lute by fits, and 
sung 

Wild ditties in her native tongue 
And still, when on the cliff and bay 
Placid and pale the moonbeams play, 
And every breeze is mute, 

Upon the lone Hebridean’s ear 
Steals a strange pleasure mix’d with 
, fear, 

While from that cliff he seems to hear 
The murmur of a lute, 

And sounds, as of a captive lone, 
That mourns her woes in tongue 
unknown 

Strange is the tale— but all too long 
Already hath it staid the song — 

Yet who may pass them by, 
That crag and tower m rums grey, 
Nor to their hapless tenant pay 
I The tribute of a sigh ^ 
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IX 

Merrily, merrily bounds the bark 
O’er the broad ocean dnven, 

Her path by Ronm’s mountains dark 
The steersman’s hand hath given 
And Ronin’s mountains dark have 
sent 

Their hunters to the shore. 

And each his ashen bow unbent, 

And gave his pastime o’er, 

And at the Island Lord’s command. 
For huntmgspear took warrior sbrand 
On Scooreigg next a warning light 
Summon^ her warriors to the fight , 
A numerous race, ere stern MacLeod 
O er their bleak shores in vengeance 
strode, 

When all in vain the ocean-ca\e 
Its refuge to his victims gave 
The Chief, relentless m his wrath, 
With blazmgheath blockades the path , 
In dense and stifling volumes roll’d, 
The vapour fill’d the cavern’d hold » 
The warrior-threat, the infant’s plain, 
The mother’s screams, were heard in 
vain , 

The vengeful Chief maintains his fires, 
Till in the vault a tribe expires ' 

The bones which strew that cavern’s 
gloom 

Too well attest their dismal doom 

X 

Mernly, merrily goes the bark 

On a breeze from the northward free, 
So shoots through the morning sky 
the lark, 

Or the swan through the summer 
sea 

The shores of Mull on the eastward 
lay. 

And Ulva dark and Colonsay, 

And all the group of islets gay 

That guard famed Staffa round 
Then all unknown its columns rose, 
Where dark and undisturb’d repose 
The cormorant had found, 


And the shy seal had quiet home, 

And welter’d in that wondrous dome, 
Where, as to shame the temples deck’d 
By skill of earthly architect, 

Nature herself, it seem’d, would raise 
A Minster to her Maker’s praise • 

Not for a meaner use ascend 
Her columns, or her arches bend , 

Nor of a theme less solemn tells 
That mighty surge that ebbs and 
swells. 

And still, between each awful pause. 
From the high vault an answer draws, 
In varied tone prolong d and high, 
That mocks the organ’s melody 
Nor doth its entrance front in vain 
To old Iona’s holy fane, 

That Nature’s voice might seem to say, 
‘Well hast thou done, frail Child of 
clay t 

Thy humble powers that stately shrine 
Task’d high and hard — but witness 
mine 

XI 

Merrily, merrily goes the bark, 
Before the gale she bounds , 

So darts the dolphin from the shark, 
Or the deer before the hounds 
They left Loch-Tua on their lee, 

And they waken’d the men of the 
wild Tiree, 

And the Chief of the sandy Coll , 
They paused not at Columba’s isle, 
Though peal’d the bells from the holy 
pile 

With long and measureSftoll , 

No time for matin or for mass. 

And the sounds of the holy summons 
pass 

Away m the billows’ roll 
Lochbuie’s fierce and warlike Lord 
Their signal saw, and grasp’d his 
sword. 

And verdant Ilay call’d her host, 

And the clans of Jura’s rugged coast 
Lord Ronald’s call obey, 
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And Scarba’s isle, whose tortured 
shore 

Still rings to Corrievreken’s roar, 

And lonely Colonsay , 

. — Scenes sung by him who sings no 
more f 

His bright and brief career is o er, 
And mute his tuneful strains , 
Quench’d is his lamp of varied lore, 
That loved the light of song to pour , 
A distant and a deadly shore 
Has Leyden’s cold remains * 

XII 

Ever the breeze blows merrily, 
Butthegalley ploughs no more the sea 
Lest, rounding wild Cantyre, they 
meet 

The southern foeman’s watchful fleet, 
They held unwonted way , — 

Up Tarbat’s western lake they bore, 
Then dragg’d their bark the isthmus 
o er, 

As far as Kilmaconnel’s shore, 

Upon the eastern bay 
It was a wondrous sight to see 
Topmast and pennon glitter free, 

High raised above the greenwood tree, 
As on dry land the galley moves. 

By cliff and copse and alder groves 
Deep import from that selcouth sign 
Did many a mountain Seer divine. 
For ancient legends told the Gael 
That when a royal bark should sail 
O’er Kilmaconnel moss. 

Old Albyn should m fight prevail, 
And every foe should faint and quail 
Before her silver Cross 

XIII 

Now launch’d once more, the inland sea 
They furrow with fair augury. 

And steer for Arran’s isle , 

The sun, ere yet he sunk behind 
Ben Ghoil, * the Mountain ofthe Wind,' 
Gave his grim peaks a greeting kind, 
And bade Loch Ranza smile 


Thither their destined course they 
drew , 

It seem d the isle her monarch knew, 
So brilliant was the landward view. 
The ocean so serene , 

Each puny wave m diamonds roll’d 
O’er the calm deep, where hues of gold 
With azure strove and green 
The hill, the vale, the tree, the tower, 
Glow’d with the tints of evening s 
hour. 

The beach was silver sheen. 

The wind breathed soft as lov er’s sigh, 
And, oft renew’d, seem’d oft to die, 
With breathless pause between 
O who, with speech of war and woes, 
Would wish to break the soft repose 
Of such enchanting scene ' 

XIV 

Is it of war Lord Ronald speaks * 

The blush that dyes his manly cheeks, 
The timid look and downcast eye, 

And faltering voice, the theme deny 
And good King Robert’s brow" ex 
press’d 

He ponder’d o’er some high request, 
As doubtful to approve , 

Yet in his eye and lip the while 
Dwelt the half pitying glance and 
smile, 

Which manhood’s grav er mood be- 
guile 

When lovers talk of love 
Anxious his suit Lord Ronald pled , 

• And for my bride betrothed,’ he said, 

‘ My Liege has heard the rumour spread, 
Of Edith from Artornish fled. 

Too hard her fate — I claim no right 
To blame her foi her hasty flight , 

Be joy and happiness her lot ’ 

But she hath fled the bndal-knot, 

And Lorn recall’d his promised plight 
In the assembled chieftains’ sight 
When, to fulfil our fathers’ band, 

I proffer’d all I could, my hand, 

I was repulsed with scorn , 
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Mine honour I should ill assert, 

And worse the feelings of my heart, 
If I should play a suitor’s part 
Again, to pleasure Lorn ’ 

XV 

* Young Lord,’ the Royal Bruce replied, 

^ That question must the Church decide , 
Yet seems it hard, since rumours state 
Edith takes Clifford for her mate, 

The \eiy tie which she hath broke. 

To thee should still be binding yoke 
But, foi my sister Isabel— 

The mood of woman who can tell ? 

I guess the Champion of the Rock, 
Victorious in the tourney shock. 

That knight unknown, to whom the 
prize 

She dealt, — had favour in her eyes , 
But since our brother Nigel’s fate. 

Our ruin’d house and hapless state. 
From worldlyjoy and hope estranged, 
Much IS the hapless mourner changed 
Perchance, ’heresmiledthenobleKing, 

‘ This tale may other musings bring 
Soon shall we know yon mountains 
hide 

The little convent of Saint Bnde , 
There, sent by Edward, she must stay. 
Till fate shall give more prosperous 
day, j 

And thither will I bear thy suit, I 
Nor will thine advocate be mute ’ 

XVI 

As thus they talk’d in earnest mood, ^ 
That speechless bo> beside them stood 
He stoop’d his head against the mast, 
And bitter sobs came thick and fast, 

A grief that would not be repress’d. 
But seem’d to burst his youthful breast 
His hands, against his forehead held, 
As if by force his tears repell’d, 
Butthrough hisfingei s, long and slight, 
Fast trill’d the drops of crystal bnght 
Edward, who walk’d the deck apait, 
First spied this conflict of the heart 


Thoughtless as bra\e, with bluntness 
kind 

He sought to cheer the sorrower’s 
mind , 

By force the slender hand he drew 
From those poor eyes that stream’d 
with dew 

As m his hold the stripling strove, 
(’Twas a rough grasp, though meant 
in love) 

Away his tears the warrior swept, 
And bade shame on him that he wept 
* I would to heaven thy helpless tongue 
Could tell me who hath wrought thee 
wrong I 

For, were he of our crew the best. 
The insult went not unredress’d 
Come, cheer thee , thou art now of age 
To be a warrior’s gallant page, 

Thou shalt be mine > a palfrey fair 
O’er hill and holt my boy shall bear, 
To hold my bow m hunting grove. 

Or speed on errand to my love , 

For well I wot thou wilt not tell 
The temple where my wishes dwell ’ 

XVII 

Bruce interposed, ' Gay Edward, no, 
This IS no youth to hold thy bow, 

To fill thy goblet, or to bear 
Thy message light to lighter fair 
Thou art a patron all too wild 
And thoughtless, for this orphan child 
See’st thou not how apart he steals, 
Keeps lonely couch, and lonely meals ^ 
Fitter by far m yon calm cell 
To tend our sister Isabel, 

With Father Augustin to share 
The peaceful change of convent prayer. 
Than wander wild adventures through 
With such a reckless guide as you ’ 

‘ Thanks, brother ! ’ Edward answer’d 

‘For the high laud thy words convey* 
But we may learn some future day 
If thou or I can this poor boy 
Protect the best, or best employ 
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Meanwhile, our vessel nears the Strand , 
Launch we the boat, and seek the land " 

XVIII 

To land King Robert lightly sprung, 
And thrice aloud his bugle rung 
“W ith note prolong'd and varied strain. 
Till bold Ben Ghoil replied again 
Good Douglas then, and De la Haye, 
Had in a glen a hart at bay, 

And Lennox cheer’d the laggard 
hounds, 

When waked that horn the greenwood 
bounds 

< It is the foe > * cried Boyd, who came 
In breathless haste with eye of flame, 

‘ It IS the foe • Each valiant lord 
Fling by his bow, and grasp his sword 

* Not so,' replied the good Lord James, 

< That blast no English bugle claims 
Oft have I heard it fire the fight, 
Cheer the pursuit, or stop the flight 
Dead were my heart, and deaf mine ear, 
If Bruce should call, nor Douglas hear * 
Each to Loch Ranza's margin spring , 
That blast was winded by the King » ' 

XIX 

Fast to their mates the tidings spread. 
And fast to shore the warriors sped 
Burstingfrom glen and greenwood tree, 
High waked their loyal jubilee » 
Around the royal Bruce they crowd. 
And clasp'd his nands, and wept aloud 
Veterans of early fields were there. 
Whose helmets press'd their hoary 
hair, 

Whose swords and axes bore a stain 
From life-blood of the red-hair'd Dane, 
And boys, whose hands scarce brook'd 
to wield 

The heavy sword or bossy shield 
Men too were there, that bore the scars 
Impress'd in Albyn's woful wars. 

At Falkirk's fierce and fatal fight, 
Teyndrum's dread rout, and Methven's 
flight 


The might of Douglas there was seen. 
There Lennox with his graceful mien , 
Kirkpatrick, Closeburn's dreaded 
Knight , 

The Lindsay, fiery, fierce, and light , 
The Heir of murder'd De la Haye, 
And Boyd the gi ave, and Seton ga> 
Around their King regain’d the^ 
press’d, 

Wept, shouted, clasp d him to their 
breast, 

And young and old, and serf and lord, 
And he who ne’er unsheathed a s\\ o»*d, 
And he in many a peril tned, 

Alike resolved the brunt to bide. 

And live or die by Bruce's side ’ 

XX 

Oh, War * thou hast thy fierce delight, 
Thy gleams of joy, intensely bright f 
Such gleams, as from thy polish’d shield 
Fly dazzling o'er the battle-field ’ 

Such transports wake, severe and high, 
Amid the pealing conquest cry , 
Scarce less, when, after battle lost, 
Muster the remnants of a host. 

And as each comrade’s name they tell, 
Who in the well fought conflict fell 
Knitting stern brow o'er flashing e;^ e, 
Vow to avenge them or to die • 
Warriors’ — and where are warriors 
found. 

If not on martial Britain's ground * 
And who, when waked with note of 
fire, 

Love more than they the Bntish 
lyre 

Know ye not, hearts to honour dear ’ 
That joy, deep-thrilling, stem, severe, 
At winch the heartstnngs vibi ate high, 
And wake the fountains of the eye ? 
And blame ye, then, the Bruce, if trace 
Of tear is on his manly face, 

When, scanty relics of the train 
That hail'd at Scone his early reign, 
This patnot band around him hung, 
And to his knees and bosom clung t 
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Blame ye the Bruce ^ — his brother 
blamed, 

But shared the weakness, while 
ashamed , 

With haughty laugh his head he turn'd, 
And dash'd away the tear he scorn'd 

XXI 

'Tis morning, and the Convent bell 
Long time had ceased its matin knell, 
Within thy walls. Saint Bride ’ 
An aged Sister sought the cell 
Assign'd to Lady Isabel, 

And hurriedly she cried, 

* Haste, gentle Lady, haste , there waits 
A noble stranger at the gates , 

Saint Bride's poor vot'ress ne'er has 

seen 

A Knight of such a princely mien , 
His errand, as he bade me tell, 

Is with the Lady Isabel ' 

The princess rose — for on her knee 
Low bent she told her rosary — 

* Let him by thee his purpose teach , 

I may not give a stranger speech ' 

^ Saint Bride forfend thou royal Maid ' ' 
The portress cross’d herself and said , 
' Not to be prioress might I 
Debate his will, his suit deny ' 

* Has earthly show, then, simple fool, 
Power o'er a sister of thy rule. 

And art thou, like the worldly train. 
Subdued by splendours light and vain ^ ' 

xxn 

* No, Lady > in old eyes like mine 
Gauds have no glitter, gems no shine , 
Nor grace his rank attendants vain, 
One youthful page is all his tram 

It is the form, the eye, the word, 

The bearing of that stranger Lord , 
His stature, manly, bold, and tall. 
Built like a castle's battled wall. 

Yet moulded in such just degrees, 

His giant-strength seems lightsome 
ease 

Close as the tendrils of the vine 
His locks upon his forehead twine, 


Jet-black, save vi^here some touch of 
grey 

Has ta'en the youthful hue away , 
Weather and war then rougher trace 
Have left on that majestic face 
But 'tis his dignity of eye > 

There, if a suppliant, w’-ould I fly. 
Secure, 'mid danger, wrongs, and grief, 
Of sympathy, redress, relief — 

That glance, if guilty, would I dread 
More than the doom that spoke me 
dead » ' 

‘Enough, enough,’ the princess cried, 
‘'Tis Scotland’s hope, her joy, her 
pride I 

To meaner front was ne er assign’d 
Such mastery o’er the common mind — 
Bestow’d thy high designs to aid. 
How long, O Heaven i how long 
delay’d » 

Haste, Mona, haste, to introduce 
My darling brother, royal Biuce 

xxm 

They met like friends who part in pain, 
And meet in doubtful hope again 
But when subdued that fitful swell, 
The Bruce survey’d the humble cell , 

‘ And this is thine, poor Isabel *— 
That pallet couch, and naked wall, 
For room of state, and bed of pall , 
For costly robes and jewels rare, 

A string of beads and zone of hair , 
And for the trumpet’s sprightly call 
To sport or banquet, grove or hall. 
The bell’s grim voice divides thy care, 
^ 'Twixt hours of penitence and prayer f 
' O ill for thee, my royal claim 
From the First David's sainted name ^ 
O woe for thee, that while he sought 
His right, thy brother feebly fought i' 

XXIV 

‘ Now lay these vain regrets aside, 
And be the unshaken Bruce • ' she cried 
‘ For more I glory to have shared 
The woes thy venturous spint dared. 



IV] 


Sort of t$4 Jofee. 


447 


When raising first thy valiant band 
In rescue of thy native land, 

Than had fair Fortune set me down 
The partner of an empire’s crown 
And grieve not that on Pleasure’s 
stream 

No more I drive in giddy dream, 

For Heaven the ernng pilot knew, 

And from the gulf the vessel drew, 
Tried me with judgments stern and 
great. 

My house’s luin, thy defeat. 

Poor Nigel’s death, till, tamed, I own. 
My hopes are fix’d on Heaven alone , 
Nor e’er shall earthly prospects win 
My heart to this vain world of sin ’ 

XXV 

* Nay, Isabel, for such stern choice, 
First wilt thou wait thy brother’s 
voice , 

Then ponder if in convent scene 
No softer thoughts might inteivene — 
Say they were of that unknown | 
Knight, 

Victor in Woodstock’s tourney fight — 
Nay, if his name such blush you owe, 
Victorious o’er a fairer foe 
Truly his penetrating eye 
Hath caught that blush’s passingdye — 
Like the last beam of evenmg thrown 
On a white cloud — just seen and 
gone 

Soon with calm cheek and steady eye 
The pnncess made composed reply 
* I guess my brother’s meaning well , 
For not so silent is the cell, 

But we have heard the islesmen all 
Arm m thy cause at Ronald’s call, 
And mine eye proves that Knight un- 
known 

And the brave Island Lord are one 
Had then his suit been earlier made, 
In his own name, with thee to aid, 
(But that his plighted faith forbade) 

I know not But thy page so near^ 
This IS no tale for menial’s ear ’ 


XXVI 

Still stood that page, as far apart 
As the small cell would space afford, 
With dizzy eye and bursting heait, 

He leant his weight on Bruce’s 
sword, 

The monarch’s mantle too he bore, 

And drew the fold his visage o’er 
‘Fear not for him, m murderous strife,’ 
Said Bruce, ‘his warning sa\ed my 
life, 

Full seldom parts he from my side, 
And in his silence I confide 
Since he can tell no tale again 
He is a boy of gentle strain, 

And I have purposed he shall dwell 
In Augustin the chaplain’s cell, 

And wait on thee, my Isabel 
Mind not his tears , I’v eseen them flow. 
As in the thaw dissolves the snow 
’Tis a kind youth, but fanciful. 

Unfit against the tide to pull, 

And those that with the Bruce would 
sail 

Must learn to strive with stream and 
gale 

But forward, gentle Isabel — 

My answer for Lord Ronald tell * 

xxvii 

This answer be to Ronald given — 
The heart he asks is fix’d on heaven 
My love was like a summer flower, 
That wither’d in the w intry hour, 
Born but of vanity and pride, 

And with these sunny visions died 
* If further press his suit, then say 
He should his plighted troth obey, 
Troth plighted both with nng and word, 
And sworn on crucifix and sword 
Oh, shame thee, Robert ^ I have seen 
Thou hast a woman’s guardian been’ 
Even m extremity’s dread hour, 
When press’d on thee the Southern 
power, 

And safety, to all human sight, 

Was only found in rapid flight, 
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Thou heard’st a wretched female plain 
In agony of travail pain. 

And thou didst bid thy little band 
Upon the instant turn and stand, 

And dare the worst the foe might do, 
Rather than, like a knight untrue, 
Leave to pursuers merciless 
A woman in her last distress 
And wilt thou now deny thine aid 
To an oppress’d and injured maid. 
Even plead for Ronald’s perfidy, 

And press his fickle faith on me ? — 
So witness Heaven, as true I vow. 
Had I those earthly feelings now, 
Which could my former bosom move 
Ere taught to set its hopes above, 

I’d spurn each proffer he could bring, 
Till at my feet he laid the nng. 

The ring and spousal contract both. 
And fair acquittal of his oath, 

By her who brooks his perjured scorn, 
The ill-requited Maid of Lorn • ’ 

XXVIII 

With sudden impulse forward sprung 
The page, and on her neck he hung, 
Then, recollected instantly, 

His head he stoop’d, and bent his knee, 
Kiss’d twice the hand of Isabel, 
Arose, and sudden left the cell 
The princess, loosen’d from his hold, 
Blush’d angry at his bearing bold , 
But good King Robert cned, 

* Chafe not, by signs he speaks his 
mind, 

He heard the plan my care design’d, 
Nor could his transports hide 
But, sister, now bethink thee well. 
No easy choice the convent cell, 
Trust, I shall play no tyrant part. 
Either to force thy hand or heart. 

Or suffer that Lord Ronald scorn, 

Or wrong for thee the Maid of Lorn 
But think, — not long the time hasbeen 
That thou wert wont to sigh unseen. 
And wouldst the ditties best approve 
That told some lay of hapless love 


Now are thy wishes in thy powei. 
And thou art bent on cloister bower ’ 
O • if our Edward knew the change, 
How would his busy satire range, 
With many a sarcasm varied still 
On woman’s wish, and woman’s will ' ’ 

XXIX 

' Brother, I well believe,’ she said, 

‘ Even so would Edward’s part be 
play’d 

Kindly in heart, in word severe, 

A foe to thought, and grief, and tear, 
He holds his humour uncontroll’d, 
But tbou art of another mould 
Say then to Ronald, as I say, 

Unless before my feet he lay 
The ring which bound the faith he 
swore. 

By Edith freely yielded o’er, 

He moves his suit to me no more 
Nor do I promise, even if now 
He stood absolved of spousal vow. 
That I would change my purpose 
made 

To shelter me in holy shade 
Brother, for little space, farewell ^ 

To other duties warns the bell 

XXX 

‘ Lost to the world,’ King Robert said, 
When he had left the royal maid, 

* Lost to the world by lot severe, 

O what a geto lies buried here, 
Nipp’d by misfortune’s cruel frost, 
The buds of fair affection lost * 

But what have I with love to do ’ 

For sterner cares my lot pursue 
Pent in this isle we may not lie. 

Nor would it long our wants supply 
Right opposite, the mainland towers 
Of my own Turnberry court our 
powers , 

Might not my father’s beadsman hoar, 
Cuthbert, who dwells upon the shore. 
Kindle a signal-flame, to show 
The time propitious for the blow ? 
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It shall be so , some friend shall bear 
Our mandate with despatch and care , 
Edward shall find the messenger 
That fortress ours, the island fleet 
May on the coast of Carnck meet 
O Scotland ' shall it e’er be mine 
To wreak thy wrongs in battle-line, 
To raise my victor head, and see 
Thy hills, thy dales, thy people free ^ 
That glance of bliss is all I crave, 
Betwixt my labours and my grave • ’ 
Then down the hill he slowly went, 
Oft pausing on the steep descent, 

And reach'd the spot where his bold 
train 

Held rustic camp upon the plain 


Canto Fifth 

I 

On fair Loch Ranza stream’d the 
early day , 

Thin wreaths of cottage-smoke are 
upward curl’d 

From the lone hamlet, which her 
inland bay 

And circling mountains sever from 
the world 

And there the fisherman his sail 
unfurl’d, 

The goat-herd drove his kids to 
steep Ben Ghoil, 

Before the hut the dame her spindle 
twirl’d, 

Courting the sunbeam as she plied 
her toil, — 

For, wake where’er he may, Man 
wakes to care and coil 

But other duties call’d each convent 
maid, 

Roused by the summons of the 
moss grown bell , 

Sung were the matins, and the 
mass was said, 


And every sister sought her separate 
cell. 

Such was the rule, her rosary to tell 
And Isabel has knelt in lonely 
prayer , 

The sunbeam, through the narrow 
lattice, fell 

Upon the snowy neck and long 
dark hair. 

As stoop’d her gentle head in meek 
devotion there 

II 

She raised her eyes, that duty done, 
When glanced upon the pavement- 
stone, 

Gemm’d and enchased, a golden ring, 
Bound to a scroll with silken string, 
With few brief words inscribed to tell, 
‘ This for the Lady Isabel ’ 

Within, the writing farther bore, 
*’Twas with this nng his plight he 
swore, 

With this his promise I restore , 

To her who can the heart command 
Well may I yield the plighted hand 
And O * for better fortune bom. 
Grudge not a passing sigh to mourn 
Her who was Edith once of Lorn i* 
One single flash of glad surprise 
Just glanced from Isabel’s dark eyes. 
But vanish’d in the blush of shame, 
That, as its penance, instant came 
‘ O thought unworthy of my race ’ 
Selfish, ungenerous mean, and base, 
A moment’s throb of joy to own, 
That rose upon her hopes o’erthrown ! 
Thou pledge of vows too well believed, 
Of man ingrate and maid deceived, 
Think not thy lustre here shall gam 
Another heart to hope in vain * 

For thou shalt rest, thou tempting 
gaud. 

Where worldly thoughts are over- 
awed. 

And worldly splendours sink debased ’ 
Then by the cross the nng she placed 
Q 
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Next rose the thought, — its owner far, 
How came it here through bolt and 
bar ^ 

But the dim lattice is ajar 
She looks abroad , the morning dew 
A light short step had brushM anew, 
And there were footprints seen 
On the carved buttress rising still, 

Till on the mossy wiiidow*sill 
Their track effaced the green 
The ivy twigs were torn and fray’d, 
As if some climber’s steps to aid 
But who the hardy messenger, 

Whose venturous path these signs 
infer 2 

'Strange doubts are mine^ Mona, 
draw nigh , 

Nought 'scapes old Mona’s cuiious 
eye — 

What strangers, gentle mother, say, 
Have sought these holy walls to-day^ ' 
' None, Lady, none of note or name , 
Only your brother’s foot-page came 
At peep of dawn — I pray'd him pass 
To chapel where they said the mass , 
But like an arrow he shot by. 

And tears seem’ d bursting from his eye ' 

IV 

The truth at once on Isabel, 

As darted by a sunbeam, fell 
' ’Tis Edith’s self ' her speechless woe, 
Her form, her looks, the secret show » 
Instant, good Mona, to tne baj. 

And to ray royal brother say, 

I do conjure him seek my cell. 

With that mute page he loves so well ’ 
** What * know’st thou not his warlike 
host 

At break of day has left our coast ? 
My old eyes saw them from the tower 
At eve they couch’d in greenwood 
bower. 

At; dawn a bugle-signal, made 
By their bold Lord, their ranks an ay d , 


Up sprung the spears through bush 
and tree, 

No time for benedicite * 

Like deer, that, rousing from their lair, 
Just shake the dewdrops from their 
hair. 

And toss their armed crests aloft, 
Such matins theirs ' ’ ‘ Good mother 
soft — * 

Where does my brother bend his way 
' As I have heard, for Brodick-Bay, 
Across the isle , of barks a score 
Lie there, ’tis said, to waft them o’er, 
On sudden news, to Carnck-shore ’ 

' If such their purpose, deep the need,’ 
Said anxious Isabel, * of speed * 

Call Father Augustine, good dame ’ 
The nun obey’d, the Father came 

V 

' Kind Father, hie without delay 
Across the hills to Brodick-Bay 
This message to the Bruce be given, 
I pray him, by his hopes of Heaven, 
That, till he speak with me, he stay 1 
Or, if his haste brook no delay, 

That he deliver, on my suit, 

Into thy charge that stripling mute 
Thus prays his sister Isabel, 

For causes more than she may tell— 
Away, good father » and take heed 
That life and death are on thy speed ’ 
His cowl the good old priest did on, 
Took his piked staff and sandall’d 
shoon, 

And, like a palmer bent by eld, 

O’er moss and moor his journey held 

VI 

Heavy and dull the foot of age. 

And rugged was the pilgnmage , 

But none was there beside, whose care 
Might such important message bear 
Through birchen copse he wander’d 
slow. 

Stunted and sapless, thin and low , 
By many a mountain stream he pass’d, 
From the tall cliffs in tumult cast, 
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Dashing to foam their waters dun, 
And sparkling in the summer sun 
Round his grey head the wild curlew 
In many a fearless circle flew 
O’er chasms he pass’d, where fractures 
wide 

Crav d wary eye and ample stride , 
He cross’d his brow beside the stone 
Where Druids erst heard victims 
groan, 

And at the cairns upon the wild, 

O’er many a heathen hero piled, 

He breathed a timid prayer for those 
Who died ere Shiloh’s sun arose 
Beside Macfarlane’s Cross he staid, 
There told his houis within the shade, 
And at the stream his thirst allay’d 
Thence onward journeying slowly 
still, 

As evening closed he reach’d the hill, 
Where, rising through the woodland 
green, 

Old Brodick’s gothic towers were seen 
From Hastings, late their English lord, 
Douglas had won them by the sword 
The sun that sunk behind the isle 
Row tinged them with a parting smile 

VII 

But though the beams of light decay, 
’Twas bustle all in Brodick Bay 
The Bruce’sfollowers crowd the shore, 
And boats and barges some unmoor, 
Some raise the sail, some seize the oar , 
Their eyes oft turn’d where glimmer’d 
fai 

What might have seem d an early star 
On heaven’s blue arch, save that its 
light 

Was all too flickering, fierce, and 
bright 

Far distant m the south, the ray 
Shone pale amid retiring day, 

But as, on Carrick shore, 

Dim seen in outline faintly blue, 
The shades of evening closer drew, 
It kindled more and more 


The monk’s slow steps now press the 
sands, 

And now amid a scene he stands 

Full strange to churchman’s eye, 
Warriors, who, arming for the fight. 
Rivet and clasp their harness light, 
And twinkling spears, and axes bright, 
And helmets flashing high 
Oft, too, with unaccustom’d ears, 

A language much unmeet he hears. 
While, hastening all on board. 
As stormy as the swelling surge 
That mix’d its roar, the leaders urge 
Their followers to the ocean verge. 
With many a haughty word 
vni 

Through that wild throng the Father 
pass’d 

And reach’d the royal Bruce at last 
He leant against a stranded boat, 

That the approaching tide must float. 
And counted every rippling wave, 

As higher yet her sides they lave, 
And oft the distant fire he eyed, 

And closer yet his hauberk tied, 

And loosen’d in its sheath his brand 
Edward and Lennox were at hand, 
Douglas and Ronald had the care 
The soldiers to the barks to share 
The Monkapproach’d and homage paid, 
* And artthou come,’ King Robert said, 
‘ So far, to bless us ere we part ^ ’ 

— ‘ My Liege, and with a loyal heart’ 
But other charge I have to tell,’ — 
And spoke the best of Isabel 
^J^ow, by Saint Giles,’ the Monarch 
cried, 

‘ This moves me much ’ this morning 
tide, 

I sent the stripling to Saint Bride, 
With my commandment there to bide ’ 
‘ Thither he came the portress show’d, 
But there, my Liege, madebnefabode ’ 
ix 

‘ ’Twas I,' said Edward, 'found employ 
Of nobler import for the boy 
Q 2 
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Deep pondenng in my anxious mind, 
A fitting- messenger to find, 

To bear thy written mandate o'er 
To Cuthbert on the Carrick shore, 

I chanced, at early dawn, to pass 
The chapel gate to snatch a mass 
I found the stripling on a tomb 
Low-seated, weeping for the doom 
1 hat gave his youth to convent gloom 
I told my purpose, and his eyes 
Flash'd joyful at the glad surprise 
He bounded to the skiff, the sail 
Was spread before a prosperous gale. 
And well my charge he hath obey'd , 
For, see ' the ruddy signal made, 
That Clifford, with his merry men all, 
Guards carelessly our father s hall ’ 


* O wild of thought, and hard of heart • ’ 
Answer’d the Monarch, ^ on a part 
Of such deep danger to employ 
A mute, an orphan, and a boy » 

Unfit for flight, unfit for strife. 
Without a tongue to plead for life ’ 
Now, weie my right restored by 
Heaven, 

Edward, my crown I would have 
given. 

Ere, thrust on such adventure wild, 

I penll’d thus the helpless child ’ 
Offended half, and half subraiss, 

‘ Brotherand Liege, of blame like this,' 
Edward replied, ^ I little dream'd 
A stranger messenger, I deem’d, 
Might safest seek the beadsman s celj, 
Where all thy squires are known so 
well 

Noteless his presence, sharp his sense. 
His imperfection his defence 
If seen, none can his errand guess , 

If ta'en, his words no tale express 
Methmks, too, yonder beacon’s shine 
Might expiate greater fault than mine ’ 
'Rash,' said King Robert, 'was the 
deed, 

But it IS done Embark with speed ’ 


Good Father, say to Isabel 
How this unhappy chance befell , 

If well we thrive on yonder shore. 
Soon shall my care her page restore 
Our greeting to our sister bear, 

And think of us in mass and prayer ' 

XI 

' Ay • ' said the Priest, ' while this 
poor hand 

Can chalice raise or cross command. 
While my old voice has accents’ use, 
Can Augustine forget the Bruce ' ' 
Then to his side Lord Ronald press’d, 
And whisper’d, ' Bear thou this 
request. 

That, when by Bruce’s side I fight 
For Scotland’s ciown and freedom’s 
right, 

The princess grace her knight to bear 
Some token of her favouring care , 

It shall be shown where England’s best 
May shrink to see it on my crest 
And for the boy — since weightier care 
For royal Bruce the times prepare, 
The helpless youth is Ronald s charge, 
His couch m3 plaid, his fence my targe ' 
He ceased , for many an eager hand 
Had urged the barges from the strand 
Their numbei was a score and ten. 
They bore thrice threescore chosen 
men 

With such small force did Bruce at 
last 

The die for death or empire cast 1 
XII 

Now on the darkening main afloat. 
Ready and mann’d rocks every boat. 
Beneath their oars the ocean’s might 
Was dash d to sparks of glimmering 
light 

Faint and more faint, as off they bore. 
Their armour glanced against the 
shore, 

And, mingled with the dashing tide, 
Their murmuring voices distant died 
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‘God speed them’* said the Priest, 
as daric 

On distant billows glides each bark, 

‘ O Hea\ en ’ when swords for fi eedom 
shine. 

And monarch s right, the cause is 
thine I 

Edge doublj- every patriot blow » 

Beat down the banners of the foe ’ 
And be it to the nations known 
That Victory is from God alone 
As up the hill his path he drew, 

He turn’d his blessings to renew , 

Oft turn’d, till on the darken’d coast 
All traces of their course were lost , 
Then slowly bent to Bi odick tower, 
To shelter for the evening hour 

XIII 

In night the fairy prospects sink. 
Where Cumray’s isles with verdant 
link 

Close the fair entrance of the Clyde , 
The woods of Bute, no more descried. 
Are gone — and on the placid sea 
The rowers ply their task with glee, 
While hands that knightly lances bore 
Impatient aid the labouring oar 
The haF-faced moon shone dim and 
pale, 

And glanced against the whiten’d sail , 
But on that ruddy beacon-light 
Each steersman kept the helm aright. 
And oft, for such the King s command. 
That all at once might reach the strand 
From boat to boat loud shout and hail 
Warn’d them to crowd or slacken sail 
South and by west the armada bore, 
And near at length the Carrick shore 
As less and less the distance grows, 
High and more high the beacon rose , 
The light, that seem’d a twinkling star. 
Now blazed portentous, fierce, and far 
Dark-red the heaven above it glow’d, 
Dark-red the sea beneath it flow’d, 
Red rose the rocks on ocean’s brim, 
In blood-red light her islets swim , 


Wild scream the dazzled sea-fowl gave. 
Dropp’d from their crags on plashing 
wa\e , 

The deer to distant covert drew, 
Theblackcock deem’d It day, and crew 
Like some tall castle given to flame, 
O’er half the land the lustre came 
‘ Now, good my Liege, and brother 
sage, 

What think ye of mine elfin page?’ 

‘ Row on ’ the noble King replied, 
‘We’ll learn the truth whate’er betide , 
Yet sure the beadsman and the child 
Could ne’er have waked that beacon 
wild ’ 

XIV 

With that the boats approach’d the 
land, 

But Edward’s grounded on the sand , 
The eager Knight leap’d in the sea 
Waist deep, and first on shore was he, 
Though every barge’s hardy band 
Contended which should gam the land, 
When that strange light which, seen 
afar, 

Seem’d steady as the polar star, 

Now, like a prophet’s fieiy chair, 
Seem’d travelling the realms of air 
Wide o’er the sky the splendour glows. 
As that portentous meteoi rose , 
Helm, axe, and falchion glitter’d bright, 
And m the red and dusky light 
His comrade’s face each wainor saw. 
Nor marvell’d it was pale with awe 
Then high in air the beams were lost, 
And darkness sunk upon the coast 
Ronald to Heaven a prayer address’d, 
And Douglas cross’d his dauntless 
breast , 

* Saint J ames protectus ’ ’ Lennox cried , 
But reckless Edward spoke aside, 
‘Deem’st thou, Kirkpatrick, in that 
flame 

Red Comyn’s angry spirit came. 

Or would thy dauntless heart endure 
Once more to make assurance sure ?’ 
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‘Husht" said the Bruce, *we soon 
shall know 

If this be sorcerer’s empty show. 

Or stratagem of southern foe 

The moon shines out — upon the sand 

Let every leader rank his band ’ 

\v 

Faintly the moon’s pale beams supply 
That ruddy light’s unnatural dye , 
The dubious cold reflection lay 
On the wet sands and quiet bay 
Beneath the rocks King Robert drew 
His scatter’d files to order due, 

1 ill shield compact and serried spear 
In the cool light shone blue and clear 
Then down a path that sought the tide, 
That speechless page was seen to 
glide , 

He knelt him lowly on the sand, 

And gave a scroll to Robert’s hand 
' A torch,’ the Monarch cried, ‘ what, 
ho ’ 

Nowshallwe Cuthbert’s tidings know ’ 
But evil news the letters bare, — 

The Clifford’s force was strong and 
ware, 

Augmented, too that very morn, 

By mountaineers who came with 
Lorn , 

Long harrow’d by oppressor’s hand. 
Courage and faith had fled the land, 
And over Carnck, dark and deep, 

Had sunk dejection’s iron sleep 
Cuthbert had seen that beacon flame, 
Unwitting from what source it came 
Doubtful of perilous event, 

Edward’s mute messenger he sent, 

If Bruce deceived should venture o’er, 
To warn him fiom the fatal shore 

x\i 

As round the torch the leaders crowd, 
Bruce read these chilling news aloud 
‘What council, nobles, have we 
now? 

To ambush us in greenwood bough, 


And take the chance which fate may 
send 

To bring our enterprise to end ? 

Or shall we turn us to the mam 
As exiles, and embark again ?’ 
Answer’d fierce Edward, * Hap what 
may, 

In Carnck Carnck’s Lord must stay 
I would not minstrels told the tale 
Wildfire or meteor made us quail ’ 
Answer’d the Douglas, ‘ If my Liege 
May win yon walls by storm or siege, 
Then were each brave and patriot heart 
Kindled of new for loyal part ’ 
Answer’d Lord Ronald, ‘Notfor shame 
Would I that aged Torquil came. 

And found, for all our empty boast. 
Without a blow we fled the coast 
I will not credit that this land, 

So famed for warlike heart and hand, 
The nurse of Wallace and of Bruce 
Will long with tyrants hold a truce ’ 

‘ Prove we our fate — the brunt we 11 
bide ’ ’ 

So Boyd and Haye and Lennox cried 
So said, so vow’d the leaders all , 

So Bruce resolved ‘And in my hall 
Since the bold Southern make then 
home. 

The hour of payment soon shall come, 
When with a rough and rugged host 
Clifford may reckon to his cost 
Meantime, through well-known bosk 
and dell. 

I’ll lead where we may shelter well ’ 

XVII 

Now ask you whence that wondrous 
light, 

Whose fairy glow beguiled their 
sight ? 

It ne’er was known — yet grey hair’d 
eld 

A superstitious credence held, 

That never did a mortal hand 
Wake its broad glare on Carnck 
strand , 
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Nay, and that on the self same night 
When Bruce cross’d o’er, still gleams 
the light 

Yearly it gleams o’er mount and moor, 
And glittering wave and crimson’d 
shore — ■ 

But whether beam celestial, lent 
By Heaven to aid the King’s descent, 
Or fire hell kindled from beneath, 

To lure him to defeat and death, 

Or were it but some meteoi strange. 
Of such as oft through midnight range, 
Startling the traveller late and lone, 

I know not , and it ne’er was known 

xviii 

Now up the rocky pass they drew, 
And Ronald, to his promise true, 

Still made his arm the stripling s stay. 
To aid him on the rugged way 

* Now cheer thee, simple Amadine > 
Why throbs that silly heart of thine ^ 
That name the pirates to their slave 
(In Gaelic ’tis the Changeling) gave, 

* Dost thou not rest thee on my arm ^ 
Do not my plaid folds hold thee 

warm^ 

Hath not the wild bull’s treble hide 
This targe for thee and me supplied? 
Is not Clan-Colla’s sword of steel ? 
And, trembler, canst thou terror feel ? 
Cheer thee, and still that throbbing 
heart , 

From Ronald s guard thou shalt not 
part ’ 

O ' many a shaft, at random sent, 
Finds mark the archer little meant » 
And many a word, at random spoken, 
May soothe or wound a heart that’s 
broken ’ 

Half sooth’d, half gneved, half 
terrified. 

Close drew the page to Ronald’s side , 
A wild delirious thrill of joy 
Was in that hour of agony, 

As up the steepy pass he strove. 

Fear, toil, and sorrow lost in love t 


XIX 

The barrier of that iron shore. 

The rock’s steep ledge, is now climb’d 
o’er , 

And from the castle’s distant wall, 
From tower to tower the warders 
call 

The sound swings o\er land and sea, 
And marks a watchful enem> 

They gain’d the Chase, a wide domain 
Left for the Castle’s sihan reign 
Seek not the scene — the axe, the 
plough, 

The boor’s dull fence, have marr’d it 
now , 

But then, soft swept in velvet green 
The plain with many a glade between, 
Whose tangled alleys far invade 
The depth of the brown forest shade 
Here the tall fern obscured the lawn, 
Fair shelter for the sportive fawn , 
There, tufted close with copsewood 
green. 

Was many a swelling hillock seen , 
And all around was verdure meet 
For pressure of the fairies’ feet 
The glossy holly loved the park, 

The yew tree lent its shadow dark, 
And many an old oak, worn and bare, 
With all Its shiver’d boughs, was there 
Lovely between, the moonbeams fell 
On lawn and hillock, glade and dell 
The gallant Monarch sigh’d to see 
These glades so loved in childhood 
free, 

♦Bethinking that, as outlaw now. 

He ranged beneath the forest bough 

XX 

Fast o’er the moonlight Chase they 
sped 

Well knew the band that measured 
tread, 

When, in retreat or in advance, 

The serried -warriors move at once, 
And evil were the luck, if dawn 
Descried them on the open lawn 
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Copses they traverse, brooks they 
cross, 

Strain up the bank and o’er the moss 
From the exhausted page’s brow 
Cold drops of toil are streaming 
now , 

With effort faint and lengthen’d pause, 
His weary step the stripling draws 
‘Nay droop not yet> the warrior 
said, 

‘ Come, let me give thee ease and aid ’ 
Strong are mine arms, and little care 
A weight so slight as thine to bear 
What ’ wilt thou not? — capricious 
boy I 

Then thine own limbs and strength 
employ 

Pass but this night, and pass thy care. 
I’ll place thee with a lady fan, 

Where thou shalt tune thy lute to tell 
How Ronald loves fair Isabel ’ * 

Worn out, dishearten’d, and dismay’d, 
Here Amadine let go the plaid , 

His trembling limbs then aid refuse, 
He sunk among the midnight dews ’ 

XXI 

What ma> be done? — the night is 
gone— 

The Bruce’s band moves swiftly on — 
Eternal shame, if at the brunt 
Lord Ronald grace not battle’s front • 

‘ See yonder oak, within whose trunk 
Decay a darken’d cell hath sunk , 
Enter, and rest thee there a space. 
Wrap in my pl^id thy limbs, thy face,, 
I will not be, believe me, far , 

But must not quit the ranks of war 
Well will I mark the bosky bourne. 
And soon, to guard thee hence, return 
Nay, weep not so, thou simple boy > 
But sleep in peace, and wake in joy ’ 
In silvan lodging close bestow’d, 

He placed the page, and onward strode 
With strength put forth, o’er moss and 
brook, 

And soon the marching band o’ertook 


XXII 

Thus strangely left, long sobb’d and 
wept 

The page, till, wearied out, he slept 
A rough voice waked his dream — ‘ N ay , 
here, 

Here by this thicket, pass d the deer — 
Beneath that oak old Ryno staid — 
What have we here? — a Scottish plaid 
And in its folds a stripling laid ? 

Come forth * thy name and business 
telP 

What, silent ? then I guess thee well, 
The spy that sought old Cuthbert’s cell, 
Wafted fiom Arran yester morn — 
Come, comrades, we will straight 
return 

Our Lord may choose the lack should 
teach 

To this young lurcher use of speech 
Thy bow-sti ing, till I bind him fast ’ — 
‘ Nay, but he weeps and stands aghast , 
Unbound we’ll lead him, fear it not , 
’Tis a fair stripling, though a Scot ’ 
The hunters to the castle sped, 

And there the hapless captive led 

XXIII 

Stout Clifford in the casde-court 
Prepared him for the morning sport , 
And now with Lorn held deep dis- 
course, 

Now gave command for hound and 
horse 

War steeds and palfre;ys paw’d the 
ground, 

And many a deer-dog howl’d around 
To Amadine, Lorn’s well-known word 
Replying to that Southern Lord, 
Mix’d with this clanging dm, might 
seem 

The phantasm of a fever’d dream 
The tone upon his ringing ears 
Came like the sounds which fancy 
hears. 

When in rude waves or roaring winds 
Some words of woe the muser finds, 
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Until more loudly and more near, 
Their speech arrests the page’s ear 

XXIV 

* And was she thus,’ said Clifford, ‘ lost’ 
The priest should rue it to his cost * 
What says the monk * Ihe holy Sire 
Owns, that m masquer’s quaint attire 
She sought his skiff, disguised, un- 
known 

To all except to him alone 
But, says the priest, a bark from Lorn 
Laid them aboard that very morn. 
And pirates seized her for their pi ey 
He proffer’d ransom-gold to pay. 

And they agreed — but ere told o’ei, 
The winds blow loud, the billows roar. 
They sever’d, and they met no more 
He deems — such tempest vex’d the 
coast — 

Ship, crew, and fugitive, were lost 
So let it be, with the disgrace 
And scandal of her lofty race < 

Thrice better she had ne’er been born, 
Than brought her infamy on Lorn ’ ’ 

XXV 

Lord Clifford now the captive spied , — 
‘Whom, Herbert, hast thou there 2’ 
he cried 

‘ A spy we seized within the Chase, 

A hollow oak his luikmg place ’ 

‘ What tidings can the youth afford ? ’ 
‘ He plays the mute ’ ‘ Then noose 

a cord — 

Unless bra 'e Lorn reverse the doom 
For his plaids sake ’ ‘ Clan Colla s 

loom,’ 

Said Lorn, whose careless glances trace 
Rather the vesture than the face 
‘Clan-Colla’s dames such tartans twine , 
Wearei nor plaid claims care of mine 
Give him, if m3- advice you crave, 

His own scathed oak, and let him 
wave 

In air, unless, by’' terror wrung, 

A frank confession find his tongue 


Nor shall he die without his rite , 
Thou, Angus Roy, attend the sight, 
And give Clan-Colla’s dirge thy breath, 
As they convey him to his death ^ 

‘ O brother 1 cruel to the last ' 
Through the Door captive’s bosom 
pass’d 

The thought, but, to his purpose true, 
Hesaid not, though he sigh’d, ‘Adieu’ ’ 

XXVI 

And will he keep his purpose still, 

In sight of that last closing ill, 

When one poor breath, one single 
word. 

May freedom, safety, life, afford ^ 

Can he resist the instinctive call, 

For life that bids us barter all? — 
Love, strong as death, his heart hath 
steel d. 

His nerves hath strung, he ■will not 
yield 1 

Since that poor breath, that little word, 
May yield Lord Ronald to the sword 
Clan-Colla’s dirge is pealing wide, 
The griesly headsman ’s by his side , 
AlongthegreenwoodChasetheybend, 
And now their mai ch has ghastly end ' 
That old and shatter’d oak beneath, 
They destine for the place of death 
What thoughtsarehis, while all in vain 
His eye lor aid explores the plain ? 
What thoughts, wf* ^e,witha dizzy ear, 
He hears the death prayer mutter’d 
near ? 

^.nd must he die such death accurst 
Or will that bosom-secret burst ? 

Cold on his brow breaks terror s dew, 
His trembling bps are livid blue, 

The agony of parting life 
Has nought to match that moment s 
strife > 

xxvii 

But other wutnesses are nigh, 

Who mock at fear, and death defy ^ 
Soon as the dire lament was play’d. 

It waked the lurking ambuscade 

Q 3 
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The Island Lord look’d forth, and spied 
The cause, and loud in fury cried, 
*By Heaven, they lead the page to die. 
And mock me in his agony • 

They shall abye it * ^ On his arm 
Bruce laid strong grasp, *lhey shall 
not harm 

A ringlet of the stripling’s hair , 

But, till I give the word, forbear 
Douglas, lead fifty of our force 
Up yonder hollow water course, 

And couch thee midway on the wold. 
Between the flyers and their hold 
A spear above the copse display’d. 

Be signal of the ambush made 
Edward, with forty spearmen, straight 
Through yonder copse approach the 
gate. 

And, when thou hear’st the battle dm, 
Rush foiward, and the passage win, 
Secure the drawbridge — storm the 
port, 

And man and guard the castle court 
The rest move slowly forth with me. 
In shelter of the forest-tree, 

Till Douglas at his post I see ’ 
xxvni 

Like war horse eager to rush on, 
Compell’d to wait the signal blown, 
Hid, and scarce hid, by greenwood 
bough, 

Trembling with rage, stands Ronald 
now, 

And in his grasp his sword gleams blue, 
Soon to be dyed with deadlier hue 
Meanwhile the Bruce, with steady eyf , 
Sees the dark death-train moving by, 
And, heedful, measures oft the space 
The Douglas and his band must trace, 
Ere they can reach their destined 
ground 

Now sinks the dirge’s wailing sound. 
Now cluster round the direful tree 
That slow and solemn company. 
While hymn mistuned and mutter’d 
prayer 

The victim for his fate prepare 


What glances o’ei the greenwood 
shade ? 

The spear that marks the ambuscade < 
‘Now, noble Chief* I leave thee loose, 
Upon them, Ronald * ’ said the Bruce 

XMX 

‘The Bruce, the Bruce*’ to well- 
known cry 

His native rocks and woods reply 
‘ The Bruce, the Bruce * ’ in that dread 
word 

The knell of hundred deaths was heard 
The astonish’d Southern gazed at first, 
Where the wild tempest was to burst, 
1 hat waked in that presaging name 
Before, behind, around it came * 

Half arm’d, surprised, on every side 
Heram’d in, hew’d down, they bled 
and died 

Deep m the ring the Bruce engaged. 
And fierce Clan-Colla’s broadsword 
raged » 

Full soon the few who fought were 
sped, 

Nor better was their lot who fled, 
And met, ’mid terror’s wild career. 
The Douglas’s redoubted spear * 

Two hundred yeomen on that morn 
The castle left, and none return 

XXX 

Not on their flight press’d Ronald’s 
brand, 

A gentler duty claim d his hand 
He raised the page, where on the plain 
His ff'ar had sunk him with the slain 
And twice, that morn, surprise well 
near 

Betray’d the secret kept by fear , 
Once, when, with life returning, came 
To the boy’s lip Lord Ronald’s name, 
And hardly 1 ecollection drown’d 
The accents in a murmuring sound , 
And once when scarce he could resist 
The Chieftain’s care to loose the vest, 
Drawn tightlj o’er his labouring 
breast 



V] 




459 


But then the Bruce's bugle blew, 

For martial work was yet to do 

XXXI 

A harder task fierce Edward waits 
Ere signal given, the castle gates 
His fury had assail’d , 

Such was his wonted reckless mood, 
Yet desperate valour oft made good. 
Even by its dai mg, venture rude, 
Where prudence might have fail’d 
Upon the bridge his strength he threw, 
And struck the iron chain in two, 

By which its planks arose , 

The warder next his axe’s edge 
Struck down upon the threshold ledge, 
’Twixt door and post a ghastly wedge’ 
The gate they may not close 
Well fought the Southern in the fray, 
Clifford and Lorn fought well that day, 
But stubborn Edward forced his way 
Against a hundred foes 
Loud came the cry, ‘ The Bruce, the 
Bruce ' ’ 

No hope or in defence or truce, 

Fresh combatants pour in , 

Mad with success, and drunk with gore, 
They drive the struggling foe before, 
And ward on ward they win 
Unspanng was the vengeful sword, 
And limbs were lopp’d and life- 
blood pour’d, 

The cry of death and conflict roar’d, 
And fearful was the dm ’ 

The startlmghorses plunged andflung. 
Clamour’d the dogs till turrets rung. 
Nor sunk the fearful cry, 

Till not a foeman was there found 
Alive, save those who on the ground 
Groan’d in their agony ’ 

XXXII 

The valiant Clifford is no more , 

On Ronald’s broadsword stream’d 
his gore 

But better hap had he of Lorn, 

Who, by the foemen backward borne. 


Yet gam’d with slender tram the port 
Where lay his bark beneath the fort, 
And cut the cable loose 
Short were his shrift in that debate, 
That hour of fury and of fate, 

If Lorn encounter d Bruce ’ 
Then long and loud the victor shout 
From turret and from tower rung out, 
The rugged vaults replied , 

And from the donjon tower on high, 
The men of Carrick may descry 
Saint Andrew’s cross, in blazonry 
Of silver, waving wide ' 

xxxm 

The Bruce hath won his father’s hall ' 
‘Welcome, brave friends and com 
rades all, 

Welcome to mirth and joy f 
The first, the last, is welcome hei e. 
From lord and chieftain, prince and 
peer, 

1 o this poor speechless bo> 
Great God • once more my sire’s abode 
Is mine — behold the floor I trode 
In tottering infancy > 

And there the vaulted arch, whose 
sound 

Echoed my joyous shout and bound 
In boyhood, and that rung around 
To youth's unthinking glee ' 

O first, to thee, all-gracious Heaven, 
Then to my friends, my thanks be 
given ' ’ 

He paused a space, hisbrow he cross’d, 
Then on the board his sword he toss’d, 
Yet steaming hot , with Southern gore 
From hilt to point ’twas crimson’d o’er 

XXXIV 

‘ Bring here,’ he said, ^the mazers four, 
My noble fathers loved of yore 
Thnce let them circle round the board, 
The pledge, fair Scotland’s rights 
restored ’ 

And he whose lip shall touch the wine. 
Without a vow as true as mine, 

Q 5 
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To hold both lands and life at nought, 
U ntil her freedom shall be bought, — 
Be brand of a disloyal Scot, 

And lasting infamy his lot ' 

Sit, gentle friends < our houi of glee 
Is brief, we’ll spend it joyously ' 
Blithest of all the sun’s bnght beams, 
When betwiN;t storm and storm he 
gleams 

Well IS our country s work begun, 
But more, far more, must j et be done 
Speed messengers the country 
through , 

Arouse old friends, and gather new , 
Warn Lanark’s knights to gird their 
mail, 

Rouse the brave sons of Teviotdale, 
Let Ettnck’s archers sharp their darts, 
The fairest forms, the truest hearts • 
Call all, call all * from Reedswair- 
Path, 

To the wild confines of Cape-Wrath , 
Wide let the news through Scotland 
ring, 

The Northern Eagle claps his wing 


Canto Sixth 

I 

O WHO, that shared them, ever 
shall forget 

The emotions of the spirit rousmg 
time, 

When breathless in the mart the 
couriers met, 

Early and late, at evening and at 
prime , 

When the loud cannon and the 
merry chime 

Hail’d news on news, as field on 
field was won, 

When Hope, long doubtful, soar’d 
at length sublime, 


And our glad eyes, awake as day 
begun, 

Watch’d Joy’s broad banner rise, to 
meet the rising sun > 

O these were hours, when thnlling 
joy repaid 

A long, long course of darkness, 
doubts, and fears • 

The heart sick faintness of the hope 
delay’d, 

The waste, the woe, the bloodshed, 
and the tears 

That tiack’d with tenor twenty 
rolling years, 

All was forgot m that blithe juDilee* 

Her downcast eye even pale Afflic- 
tion rears. 

To sigh a thankful prayer, amid 
the glee, 

That hail’d the Despot’s fall, and 
peace and liberty ' 

Such news o er Scotland s hills 
triumphant lode, 

When ’gainst the invaders turn’d 
the battle’s scale, 

When Bruce’s banner had victorious 
flow’d 

O er Loudoun s mountain, and m 
Dry’s vale , 

When English blood oft deluged 
Douglas dale, 

And fiery Edward routed stout St 
John, 

When Randolph’s war-cry swell’d 
the southern gale, 

And many a fortress, town, and 
tower was won, 

And Fame still sounded forth fresh 
deeds of glory done 

11 

Blithe tidings flew from baron’s 

j tower, 

To peasant’s cot, to forest bower. 
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And waked the solitary cell 
Where lone Saint Bride’s recluses 
dwell 

Princess no more, fair Isabel, 

A vot’ress of the order now, 

Say , did the rule that bid thee wear 
Dim \eil and woollen scapulaire, 

And reft thy locks of dark-brown hair. 
That stern and rigid vow. 

Did it condemn the transport high. 
Which glisten’d in thy watery eye. 
When minstrel or when palmer told 
Each fresh exploit of Bruce the bold? — 
And whose the lovely form that shares 
Thy anxious hopes, thy fears, thy 
prayers ? 

No sister she of convent shade , 

So say these locks in lengthen’d braid, 
So say the blushes and the sighs, 

The tremors that unbidden rise, 
When, mingled with the Bruce s fame, 
ThebraveLord Ronald’s praises came 

III 

Believe, his father s castle won, 

And his bold enterprise begun. 

That Bruce’s earliest cares restore 
The speechless page to Arran’s shore 
Nor think that long the quaint disguise 
Conceal’d her from a sister’s eyes , 
And sister like m love they dwell 
In that lone convent’s silent cell 
There Bruce’s slow assent allows 
Fair Isabel the veil and vows , 

And there, her sex’s dress regain’d. 
The lovely Maid of Lorn remain’d. 
Unnamed, unknown, while Scotland 
far 

Resounded with the din of war , 

And many a month, and many a day, 
In calm seclusion wore away 

i\ 

These days, these months, to jears 
had worn. 

When tidings of high weight were 
borne 

To that lone island s shore , 


Of all the Scottish conquests made 
By the First Edward’s ruthless blade, 
His son retain’d no more, 
Northward of Tw^’ced, but Stirlings 
towers. 

Beleaguer’d by King Robert’s powers , 
And they took term of truce. 

If England s King should not relieve 
The siege ere John the Baptist’s eve, 
To yield them to the Bruce 
England was roused — on every side 
Courier and post and herald hied, 

To summon prince and peer, 

At Berwick-bounds to meet their Liege, 
Prepared to raise fair Stirling’s siege, 
With buckler, brand, and spear 
The term was nigh — they muster’d 
fast. 

By beacon and by bugle blast 

Forth marshall’d for the field, 
There rode each knight of noble name. 
There England’s hardy archers came, 
The land they trode seem’d all on 
flame, 

With banner, blade, and shield t 
And not famed England spowers alone, 
Renown’d in arms, the summons own , 
For Neustna’s knights obey’d, 
Gascogne hath lent her horsemen 
good. 

And Cambria, but of late subdued. 
Sent forth her mountain multitude. 
And Connoght pour’d from waste 
and wood 

Her hundred tribes, whose sceptre 
rude 

Dark Eth O’Connor sway’d 

V 

Right to devoted Caledon 
The storm of war rolls slowly on. 
With menace deep and dread , 

So the dark clouds, with gathering 
power. 

Suspend awhile the threaten’d shower. 
Till every peak and summit lower 
Round the pale pilgrim’s head 
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Not with such pilgrim’s startled eye 
King Robert mark’d the tempest nigh » 
Resolved the brunt to bide, 

His royal summons warn’d the land, 
That all who own’d their King’s 
command 

Should instant take the spear and 
brand, 

To combat at his side 
O who may tell the sons of fame. 
That at Kmg Robert’s bidding came, 
To battle for the right f 
From Cheviot to the shores of Ross, 
From Solway Sands to Marshal’s- 
Moss, 

All boun’d them for the fight 
Such news the royal courier tells. 
Who came to rouse dark Arran’s dells , 
But farther tidings must the ear 
Of Isabel in secret hear 
These in her cloister walk, nevt morn, 
Thus shared she with the Maid of Lorn 

\i 

* My Edith, can I tell how dear 
Our intercourse of hearts sincere 
Hath been to Isabel ? 

Judge then the sorrow of my heart. 
When I must say the words. We 
part ’ 

The cheerless convent-cell 
Was not, sweet maiden, made for 
thee , 

Go thou where thy vocation free 
On happier fortunes fell 
Nor, Edith, judge thyself betray’d « 
Though Robert knows that Lorn’s 
high Maid 

And his poor silent page were one 
Versed in the fickle heart of man. 
Earnest and anxious hath he look’d 
How Ronald’s heart the message 
brook’d 

That gave him, with her last farewell, 
The charge of Sister Isabel, 

To think upon thy better right, 

And keep the faith his promise plight 


Forgive him for thy sister’s sake, 

At first if vain repinings wake — 
Long since that mood is gone 
Now dwells he on thy juster claims, 
And oft his breach of faith he blames— 
Forgive him for thine own 

VII 

^No ^ never to Lord Ronald’s bower 
Will I again as paramour’ 

* Nay, hush thee, too impatient maid, 
Until my final tale be said f 

The good King Robert would engage 
Edith once more his elfin page, 

By her own heart, and her own eye, 
Her lover’s penitence to ti> — 

Safe in his royal charge and free, 
Should such thy final purpose be. 
Again unknown to seek the cell, 

And live and die with Isabel ’ 

Thus spoke the Maid King Robert’s 
eye 

Might have some glance of policy 
Dunstaffnage had the monarch ta’en, 
And Lorn had own’d King Roberts 
reign , 

Her brother had to England fled, 

And there m banishment was dead. 
Ample, through exile, death, andflight. 
O’er tower and land was Edith s right , 
This ample right o’er tower and land 
Were safe in Ronald’s faithful hand 

VIII 

Embarrass’d eye and blushing cheek 
Pleasure and shame and fear bespeak* 
Yet much the reasoning Edith made 

* Her sister’s faith she must upbraid, 
Who gave such secret, dark and dear. 
In council to another’s ear 

Why should she leave the peaceful 
cell 1 

How should she part with Isabel ^ 
How wear that strange attire agen ^ 
How nsk herself midst martial men ? 
And how be guarded on the way ? — 
At least she might entreat delay ’ 
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Kind Isabel, with secret smile, 

Saw and forgave the maiden’s wile, 
Reluctant to be thought to move 
At the first call of truant love 

IX 

Oh, blame her not > When zephyrs 
wake, 

The aspen’s trembling leaves must 
shake , 

When beams the sun through April’s 
shower, 

It needs must bloom, the violet flower. 
And Love, howe’er the maiden strive, 
Must with reviving hope revive ! 

A thousand soft excuses came, 
Toplead his cause ’gainst virgin shame 
Pledgedby their sires in earliest youth. 
He had her plighted faith and truth — 
Then, ’twas her Liege’s strict command. 
And she, beneath his royal hand, 

A ward in person and in land — 
And, last, she was resolved to stay 
Only brief space — one little daj- — 
Close hidden in her safe disguise 
From all, but most from Ronald’s eyes — 
But once to see him more * — nor blame 
Her wish — tohearhim name her name t 
Then, to bear back to solitude 
The thought he had his falsehood rued < 
But Isabel, who long had seen 
Her pallid cheek and pensive mien. 
And well herself the cause might know, 
Though innocent, of Edith’s woe, 
Joy’d, generous, that revolving time 
Gave means to expiate the crime 
High glow'd her bosom as she said, 

‘ Well shall her sufierings be repaid ” 
Now came the parting hour — a band 
From Arran’s mountains left the land , 
Their chief, Fitz-Louis, had the care 
The speechless Amadine to bear 
To Bruce, with honour, as behoved 
To page the monarch dearly loved. 

X 

The Kinghaddeem’dthe maiden bright 
Should reach him long befo»*e the fight. 


But storms and fate her course delay 
It was on eve of battle day, 

When o’er the Gillie’s hill she rode 
The landscape like a furnace glow’d, 
And far as e’er the eye was borne, 
The lances waved like autumn-corn 
In battles four beneath their eye, • 
The forces of King Robert he 
And one below the hill was laid. 
Reserved for rescue and for aid , 

And three, advanced, form’d vaward- 
line, 

’Twixt Bannock’s brook and Ninian’s 
shrine 

Detach’d was each, yet each so nigh 
As well might mutual aid supply 
Beyond, the Southern host appears, 
A boundless wilderness of spears, 
Whose verge or rear the anxious 
eye 

Strove fai , but strov e in vain, to spy 
Thick flashing in the evening beam, 
Glaives, lances, bills, and banners 
gleam , 

And where the heaven join d with 
the hill. 

Was distant armour flashing still, 

So wide, so far, the boundless host 
Seem’d m the blue horizon lost 

XI 

^ Down from the hill the maiden pass’d. 
At the wild show of war aghast , 

And traversed first the rearward host, 
Reserved for aid where needed most 
,The men of Carnck and of Ayr, 
Lennox and Lanark, too, were there. 
And all the western land , 

With these the valiant of the Isles 
Beneath their chieftains rank’d their 
files, 

In many a plaided band 
There, in the centre, proudly raised, 
The Bruce’s royal standard blazed, 
And there Lord Ronald s banner bore 
A galley driven by sail and oar 
A wild, yet pleasing contrast, made 
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Warriors in mail and plate arrayM, 
With the plumed bonnet and the plaid 
By these Hebrideans worn , 

But O < unseen for thiee long years, 
Dear was the garb of mountaineers 
To the fair Maid of Lorn » 

For one she look d — but he was far 
Busied amid the ranks of war — 

Yet with affection’s troubled eye 
She mark’d his banner boldly fij , 
Gave on the countless foe a glance, 
And thought on battle s desperate 
chance 

XII 

To centre of the vaward line 
Fitz-Louis guided Amadine 
Arm’d all on foot, that host appears 
A serried mass of glimmering spears 
There stood the Marchers’ warlike 
band, 

The warriors there of Lodon s land , 
Ettrick and Liddell bent the >ew, 

A band of archers fierce, though few 
The men of Nith and Annan’s vale, 
And the bold spears of Teviotdale, — 
The dauntless Douglas these obey. 
And the young Stuart’s gentle sway 
North eastward by Saint Ninian’s 
shrine. 

Beneath fierce Randolph’s charge, 
combine 

The warriors whom the hardj’' North 
From Tay to Sutherland sent forth 
The rest of Scotland’s war-arra;y 
With Edward Bruce to westwaidlay, 
Where Bannock, with his broken bank 
And deep ra\ine, protects their flank ^ 
Behind them, screen’d bj sheltering 
wood, 

The gallant Keith, Lord Marshal, stood 
His men at-arms bear mace and lance. 
And plumes that wave, and helms 
that glance 

Thus fair divided by the King, 

Centre, and right, and left-ward wing, 
Composed his front , nor distant far 
Was strong reserve to aid the war 


And ’twas to front of this array. 

Her guide and Edith made their way 

XIII 

Here must they pause , for, in advance 
As far as one might pitch a lance, 

The Monarch rode along the van. 

The foe’s approaching force to scan, 
His line to marshal and to range, 

And ranks to square, and fronts to 
change 

Alone he rode — from head to heel 
Sheathed in his ready arms of steel , 
Nor mounted yet on war horse wight, 
But, till more near the shock of fight. 
Reining a palfrey low and light 
A diadem of gold was set 
Above his bright steel basinet. 

And clasp’d within its glittering twine 
Was seen the glove of Argentine , 
Truncheon or leading staff he lacks. 
Bearing, instead, a battle-axe 
He ranged his soldiers for the fight, 
Accoutred thus, in open sight 
Of either host Three bowshots far, 
Paused the deep front of England’s 
war. 

And rested on their arms awhile, 

To close and rank their warlike file, 
And hold high council, if that night 
Should view thestrife, or dawnmglight 

XIV 

O gay, yet fearful to behold. 

Flashing with steel and rough with 
gold, 

And bristled o’er with bills and 
spears. 

With plumes and pennons waving fan, 
Was that bright battle-front « foi there 
Rode England’s King and peers 
And who, that saw that monarch ride. 
His kingdom battled by his side. 
Could then his direful doom foretell t 
Fair was his seat in knightly selle, 
And in his sprightly eye was set 
Some spark of the Plantagenet 
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Though light and wandering was his 
glance, 

It flash d at sight of shield and lance 
^ Know^st thou,’ he said, * De Argentine, 
Yon knight who marshals thus their 
line ^ ’ 

‘ The tokens on his helmet tell 
The Bruce, my Liege I know him 
well ’ 

‘ And shall the audacious traitoi brave 
The presence where our banners 
w^ave ? ’ 

' So please my Liege,’ said Argentine, 
^ Were he but horsed on steed like mine, 
To give him fair and knightly chance, 
I would adventure forth mj lance ’ 

‘ In battle day,’ the King repl ed, 

‘ Nice tourney rules are set aside 
Still must the rebel dare our wrath ? 
Set on him, sweep him from our path 
And, at King Edward’s signal, soon 
Dash’d from the ranks Sir Henry 
Boune 

XV 

Of Hereford’s high blood h£ came, 

A race renow n’d for knightly fame 
He burn’d before his Monarch s eye 
To do some deed of chivalr^' 

He spurr’d his steed, he couch d his 
lance, 

And darted on the Bruce at once 
As motionless as rocks, that bide 
The wrath of the advancing tide, 

The Bruce stood fast Each breast 
beat high, 

And dazzled was each gazing eye, 
The heart had hardly time to think. 
The eyelid scarce had time to wink. 
While on the King, like flash of flame, 
Spurr d to full speed the war horse 
came ’ 

The partridge may the falcon mock 
If that slight palfrey stand the shock , 
But,swervingfrom the Knight’s career, 
Just as they met, Bruce shunn’d the 
spear 


Onward the baffled warrior bore 
His course — but soon his course wms 
o’er » 

High in his stirrups stood the King, 
And gave his battle axe the swing 
Right on De Boune, the whiles he 
pass’d, 

Fell that stern dint, the first, the last ^ 
Such strength upon the blow was put, 
The helmet crash’d like hazel-nut , 
The axe-shaft, with its brazen clasp. 
Was shiver’d to the gauntlet grasp 
Springs from the blow the startled 
horse. 

Drops to the plain the lifeless corse , 
First of that fatal field, how soon. 
How sudden, fell the fierce De Boune • 

XVI 

One pitying glance the Monarch sped 
Where on the field his foe lay dead , 
Then gently turn’d his palfrey’s head, 
And, pacing back his sober wa3’’, 
Slowly he gam’d his own array 
There round then King the leaders 
crowd, 

And blame his recklessness aloud, 
That risk’d ’gainst each adventurous 
spear 

A life so valued and so dear 
His broken weapon’s shaft survey’d 
The King, and careless answer made, 
‘ My loss may pay my folly’s tax , 

I ’ve broke my trusty battle axe ’ 
’Twas then Fitz Louis, bending low, 
Did Isabel s commission show , 

Edith, disguised at distance stands, 
And hides her blushes with her hands 
The Monarch’s brow has changed its 
hue. 

Away the gory axe he threw. 

While to the seeming page he drew, 
Clearing war’s terrors from his 
eye 

Her hand with gentle ease he took, 
With such a kind protecting look, 

As to a weak and timid boy 
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Might speak, that elder brother’s care 
And elder brother’s love were there 

XVII 

* Fear not,’ he said, ‘young Amadme ’ ’ 
Then whisper’d, ‘Still that name be 
thine 

Fate plays her wonted fantasy, 

Kind Amadme, with thee and me, 
And sends thee here in doubtful hour 
But soon we are beyond her power, 
For on this chosen battle-plain, 

Victor or vanquish’d, I remain 
Bo thou to yonder hill repair , 

1 he followers of our host are there, 
And all who may not weapons bear 
Fitz-Louis, have him in thy care 
Joyful we meet, if all go well. 

If not, in Arran’s holy cell 
Thou must take part with Isabel , 

For brave Lord Ronald, too, hath 
sworn 

Not to regain the Maid of Lorn 
(The bliss on earth he covets most), 
Would he forsake his battle post, 

Or shun the fortune that may fall 
To Bruce, to Scotland, and to all 
But, hark ' some news these trumpets 
tell, 

Forgive my haste— farewell* farewell* ’ 
And in a lower voice he said, 

^Be of good cheer, farewell, sweet 
maid * ’ 

xviii 

‘What tram of dust, with trumpet^ 
sound 

And glimmering spears, is wheeling 
round 

Our leftward flank ^ ’ the Monarch 
cried 

To Moray’s Earl, who rode beside 
‘ Lo * round thy station pass the foes * 
Randolph, thy wreath has lost a rose ’ 
The Earl his visor closed, and said, 

‘ My wreath shall bloom, or life shall 
fade 


Follow my household * ’ And they go 
Like lightning on the advancing foe 
‘ My Liege,’ said noble Douglas then, 
‘ Earl Randolph has but one to ten 
Let me go forth his band to aid * ’ 

‘ Stir not The eiror he hath made, 
Let him amend it as he ma> , 

I will not weaken mine array ’ 

Then loudly rose the conflict-cry. 
And Douglas’s brave heart swell’d 
high,— - 

* My Liege,’ he said, ‘ with patient ear 
I must not Mora;y s death knell hear * ’ 
‘ Then go — but speed thee back again * 
Forth sprung the Douglas with his 
tram 

But, when they won a rising hill, 

He bade his followers hold them still 
‘ See, see * the routed Southern fly * 
The Earl hath w on the victory 
Lo * where yon steeds run masterless. 
His banner toweis above the press 
Rem up , our presence would impair 
The fame we come too late to share ’ 
Back to the host the Douglas rode. 
And soon glad tidings are abroad, 
That, Dayncourt hy stout Randolph 
slam. 

His followers fled with loosen’d rein 
That skirmish closed the busy day, 
And couch d in battle’s prompt array. 
Each army on their weapons lay 

XIX 

It was a night of lovely June, 

High rode in cloudless blue the moon, 
Demayet smiled beneath her ray , 
Old Stirling’s towers arose in light, 
And, twined in links of silver bright, 
Her Winding river lay 
Ah, gentle planet * other sight 
Shall greet thee next returning night 
Of broken arms and banners tore, 

And marshes dark with human gore. 
And piles of slaughter’d men and 
horse, 

And Forth that floats the frequent 
corse, 



VI] 


Borb of 36f«e. 


467 


And many a wounded wretch to plain 
Beneath thy silver light in vain ’ 

But now, from England’s host, the cry 
Thou hear’st of wassail revelry, 

While fiom the Scottish legions pass 
The murmur’d prayer, the early 
mass I 

Here, numbers had presumption given, 
There, bands o’ermatch’d sought aid 
from Heaven 

XX 

On Gillic’s-hill, whose height com 
mands 

The battle field, fair Edith stands, 
With serf and page unfit for war, 

To eye the conflict from afar 
O ’ with what doubtful agony 
She sees the dawning tint the sky • 
Now on the Ochils gleams the sun. 
And glistens now Demayet dun , 

Is it the lark that carols shrill, 

Is It the bittern’s early hum ^ 

No ' — distant, but increasing still, 
The trumpet’s sound swells up the 
hill, 

With the deep murmur of the drum 
Responsive from the Scottish host, 
Pipe-clang and bugle-sound were 
toss’d. 

His breast and brow each soldier 
cross’d, 

And started from the ground , 
Arm’d and array’d foi instant fight. 
Rose archer, spearman, squire, and 
knight. 

And in the pomp of battle bright 
The dread battalia frown’d 

XXI 

Now onward, and in open view. 

The countless ranks of England drew. 
Dark rolling like the ocean-tide 
When the rough west hath chafed his 
pride, 

And Ins deep roar sends challenge wide 
To all that bars his way ' 


In front the gallant archers trode, 
The men at arms behind them rode, 
And midmost of the phalanx broad 
The Monarch held his sway 
Beside him many a war horse fumes. 
Around him waves a sea of plumes, 
Where many a knight 111 battle known, 
And some who spurs had first braced 
on, 

And deem’d that fight should see them 
won. 

King Edward’s bests obey 
De Argentine attends his side, 

With stout De Valence, Pembroke’s 
pride. 

Selected champions from the tram 
To wait upon his bridle rein 
Upon the Scottish foe he gazed , 

At once, before his sight amazed, 
Sunk banner, spear, and shield , 
Each weapon point is downward sent. 
Each warrior to the ground is bent 
‘ The rebels, Argentine, repent ' 

For pardon they have kneel’d ’ 
*AyI but they bend to other powers, 
And other pardon sue than ours • 

See where yon barefoot Abbot stands, 
And blesses them with lifted hands ' 
Upon thespotwhere they have kneel’d 
These men will die, or win the field ’ 

* Then prove we if they die or win • 
Bid Gloster’s Earl the fight begin 

\xn 

Earl Gilbert waved his truncheon high 
, Just as the Northern ranks arose. 
Signal foi England s archery 
To halt and bend their bows 
Then stepp’d each yeoman forth a pace, 
Glanced at the intervenipg space. 

And raised his left hand high , 

To the right ear the cords they bring , 
At once ten thousand bow-strings ring, 
Ten thousand arrows A}- » 

Nor paused on the devoted Scot 
The ceaseless fury of their shot , 

As fiercely and as fast 
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Forth whistling came the gre3’’-goose 
wing 

As the wild hailstones pelt and ring 
Ad own December s blast 
Nor mountain targe of tough bull hide, 
N or lowland mail, that storm may bide , 
Woe, woe to Scotland’s banner d pride 
If the fell shower may last t 
Upon the right, behind the wood, 
Each by his steed dismounted, stood 
The Scottish chivalry , 

With foot in stirrup, hand on mane. 
Fierce Edward Bruce can scarce 
restrain 

His own keen heart, his eager tram. 
Until the archers gam d the plain, 
Then Mount, ye gallants fiee • ’ 
He cried , and, vaulting from the 
ground. 

His saddle every hoiseman found 
On high their glittering crests the^- toss. 
As springs the w ild fire from the moss , 
The shield hangs down on every breast. 
Each ready lance is in the rest, 

And loud shouts Edward Bruce, — 
' Forth, Marshal f on the peasant foe » 
We’ll tame the terrors of their bow. 
And cut the bow-string loose * ’ 

XXIII 

Then spurs were dash’d in chargers’ 
flanks, 

They rush’d among the archer ranks 
No spears were there the shock to let, 
No Slakes to turn the charge were set. 
And how shall yeoman’s armour slight 
Stand the long lance and mace of might ^ 
Or what may their short swords avail 
’Gainst barbed horse and shirt of mail ? 
Amid their ranks the chargers sprung, 
High o’er their heads the weapons 
swung. 

And shriek and groan and vengeful 
shout 

Give note of triumph and of rout ’ 
Awhile, with stubborn hardihood. 
Their Enghsh hearts the strife made 
good 


Borne down at length on every side, 
Com pell’ d to flight, they scatter wide 
Let stags of Sherwood leap for glee 
And bound the deer of Dallom Lee > 
The broken bows of Bannock’s shore 
Shall in the greenwood ring no more < 
Round Wakefield s merry May-pole 
now 

The maids may twine the summer 
bough. 

May northward look with longing 
glance 

For those that wont to lead the dance. 
For the blithe archers look in vain ' 
Broken, dispersed, in flight o erta’en. 
Pierc’d through, trode down, by 
thousands slain. 

They cumber Bannock’s bloody plain 

XXIV 

The King with scorn beheld their flight 
* Are these,’ he said, * our yeomen 
wight ^ 

Each biaggart churl couldboast before 
Twelve Scottish lives his baldric bore » 
Fitter to plunder chase or park 
Than make a manly foe their mark 
Forward, each gentleman and knight * 
Let gentle blood show generous might, 
And chivalry redeem the fight > ’ 

To rightward of the wild affray 
The field show’d fair and level way , 
But, m mid space, the Bruce’s care 
Had bored the ground with many a pit, 
With turf and brushwood hidden yet. 
That form’d a ghastly snare 
Rushing, ten thousand horsemen came. 
With spears in rest and hearts on flame. 
That panted for the shock • 

With blazing crests and banners 
spread. 

And trumpet-clangand clamour dread. 
The wide plain thunder’d to their 
tread 

As far as Stirling rock 
Down I down' inheadlongoverthrow, 
Horseman and horse, the foremost go, 
Wild floundering on the field ' 
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The first are in destruction’s gorge, 
Tneir followers wildly o er them urge , 
The knightly helm and shield, 
The mail, the acton, and the spear. 
Strong hand, high heart, are useless 
here f 

Loud from the mass confused the ciy 
Of dying warnois swells on high, 
And steeds that shriek in agony 1 
They came like mountain-torrent red 
That thunders o’er its rocky bed , 
They broke like that same torrents 
wave 

When swallow’d by a darksome cave 
Billows on billows burst and boil. 
Maintaining still the stern turmoil, 
And to their wild and tortured groan 
Each adds new terrors of his own ’ 

XXV 

Too strong in courage and in might 
Was England yet, to yield the fight 
Her noblest all are here , 

Names that to fear were never known, 
Bold Norfolk’s Earl De Brotherton, 
And Oxford’s famed De Vere 
There Gloster plied the bloody sword, 
And Berkley, Grey, and Hereford , 
Bottetourt and Sanzavere, 

Ross, Montague, and Mauley, came, 
And Courtenay’s pride, and Percy s 
fame — 

Names known too well in Scotland’s 
war 

At Falkirk, Methven, and Dunbar, 
Blazed broader yet in after years 
At Cressy red and fell Poitiers 
Pembroke with these, and Argentine, 
Brought up the rearward battle-line 
With caution o’er the ground they 
tread, 

Slippery with blood and piled with 
dead. 

Till hand to hand in battle set, 

The bills with spears and axes met, 
And, closing dark on every side. 
Raged the full contest far and wide 


Then was the strength of Douglas tried, 
Then proved was Randolph’s generous 
pride. 

And well did Stewart’s actions grace 
The sire of Scotland s royal race > 
Firmly the3^ J^ept their ground , 
As firmly England onward press’d. 
And down went many a noble crest, 
And rent was many a valiant bieast 
And Slaughter revell d round 

XXVI 

Unflinching foot ’gainst foot was set, 
Unceasing blow by blow was met , 
The groans of those who fell 
Weie drown’d amid the shriller clang 
That from the blades and harness rang, 
And m the battle yell 
Yet fast they fell, unheard, forgot 
Both Southern fierce and hardy Scot , 
And O » amid that waste of life, 

What vaiious motives fired the strife ' 
The aspiring Noble bled lor fame. 
The Patriot for his country’s claim , 
This Knight his youthful strength to 
prove. 

And that to win his lady's love , 

Some fought from ruffian thirst ofblood , 
Fiom habit some, or hardihood 
But ruffian stern, and soldier good, 
The noble and the slave, 

From various cause the same wild road. 
On the same bloody moining, trode. 
To that dark inn, the grave ' 

xxvii 

The tug of strife to flag begins. 
Though neither loses yet nor wins 
High rides the sun thick rolls the dust 
And feebler speeds the blow and thrust 
Douglas leans on his w^ar sword now , 
And Randolph wipes his bloody brow , 
Nor less had toil’d each Southern 
knight, 

From morn till mid day in the fight 
Strong Egremont for air must gasp, 
Beauchamp undoes his visor clasp, 
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And Montague must quit his spear, 
And sinks thy falchion, bold De Vere • 
The blows of Berkley fall less fast, 
And gallant Pembroke’s bugle-blast 
Hath lost its lively tone , 

Sinks, Argentine, thy battle-word, 
And Percy’s shout was faintei heaid, 
^ My merry men, fight on 

xxvni 

Bruce, with the pilot’s wary eye, 
The slackening of the storm could spy 

* One effort more, and Scotland ’s 

free > 

Lord of the Isles, my trust in thee 
Is firm as Ailsa Rock , 

Rush on with Highland sword and 
targe, 

I, with my Cairick spearmen 
charge 

Now, forward to the shock 
At once the spears were forward 
thrown, 

Against the sun the broadswords shone , 
The pibroch lent its maddening tone, 
And loud King Robert’s \oice was 
known — 

* Garrick, press on ' they fail, they fail' 
Press on, brave sons of Innisgail, 

The foe is fainting fast • 

Each strike for parent, child, and 
wife, 

For Scotland, liberty, and life, — 
The battle cannot last 

XXIX 

The fresh and desperate onset bore 
Thefoes three furlongs back and more, 
Leaving their noblest in their gore 
Alone, De Argentine 
Yet bears on high his red-cross shield. 
Gathers the relics of the field. 
Renews the ranks where they have 
reel’d. 

And still makes good the line 
Bnef strife, but fierce, his efforts raise 
A. bnght but momentary blaze 


Fair Edith heard the Southern shout, 
Beheld them turning from the rout, 
Heard the wild call their trumpets sent 
In notes ’twixt triumph and lament 
That rallying force, combined anew. 
Appear’d in her distracted view 
To hem the Islesmen round, 

‘ O God • the combat they renew 
And IS no rescue found f 
And ye that look thus tamely on. 

And see your native land o’erthrown, 
O • are your hearts of flesh or stone 

XXX 

The multitude that watch’d afar. 
Rejected from the ranks of war. 

Had not unmoved beheld the fight, 
When strove the Bruce for Scotland’s 
right , 

Each heart had caught the patriot 
spark, 

Oldman and stripling, priest and clerk, 
Bondsman and serf, even female hand 
Stretch’d to the hatchet or the brand, 
But, when mute Amadine they 
heard 

Give to their zeal his signal- word, 
A frenzy fired the throng , 

* Portents and miracles impeach 
Our sloth — the dumb our duties 
teach — 

And he that gives the mute his 
speech 

Can bid the weak be strong 
To us, as to our lords, are given 
A native earth, a promised heaven , 
To us, as to our lords, belongs 
Thevengeanceforour nation’s wrongs, 
The choice, ’twixt death or freedom, 
warms 

Our breasts as theirs — To arms, to 
arms > ’ 

To arms they flew, — axe, club, or 
spear, — 

And mimic ensigns high they rear, 
And, like a banner’d host afar. 

Bear down on England’s wearied war 
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Already scatter d o’er the plain, 
Reproof, command, and counsel \ain. 
The rearward squadrons fled amain, 
Or made but doubtful stay , 

But when they mark’d the seeming 
show 

Of fresh and fierce and marshall’d foe. 
The boldest broke array 

0 give their hapless prince his due * 
In vain the royal Edward threw 

His person ’mid the spears. 

Cried ^ Fight ' ’ to terror and despair, 
Menaced, and wept, and tore his hair. 
And cursed their caitiff fears , 

Till Pembroke turn’d his bridle rein, 
And forced him from the fatal plain 
With them rode Argentine, until 
They gam’d the summit of the hill, 
But quitted there the tram 
^ In yonder field a gage I left, 

1 must not live of fame bereft , 

I needs must turn again ’ 
Speed hence, my Liege, for on ^mur 
trace 

The fiery Douglas takes the chase, 

I know his banner well 
God send my Sovereign joy and bliss 
And many a happier field than this * 
Once more, my Liege, farewell ’ 

\XXII 

Again he faced the battle-field, — 
Wildly they fly, are slain, or yield 
* Now then,’ he said, and couch’d his 
spear, 

^ My course is run, the goal is near , 
One effort more, one brave career, 
Must close this race of mine ’ 
Then in his stirrups rising high. 

He shouted loud his battle cry, 

* Saint James for Argentine 
And, of the bold pursuers, four 
The gallant knight from saddle bore , 
But not unharm’d — a lance’s point 
Has found his breastplate’s loosen’d 
joint, 

An axe has razed his crest , 


Yet still on Colonsay’s fierce lord, 
Who press’d the chase with gory 
sword. 

He rode with spear in rest. 

And through his bloody tartans bored, 
And thi ough his gallant breast 
Nail’d to the earth, the mountaineer 
Yet writhed him up against the spear. 
And swunghis broadsword round! 

: — Stirrup, steel-boot, and cuish gave 
way. 

Beneath that blow’s tremendous sway, 
1 he blood gush’d from the wound , 
And the grim Lord of Colonsay 

Hath turn’d him on the ground, 
And laugh’d in death pang, that his 
blade 

The mortal thrust so well repaid 
xxxrii 

Now toil’d the Bruce, the battle done, 

I To use his conquest boldly won , 

I And gave command for horse and 
spear 

To press the Southern’s scatter’d rear, 
Nor let his broken force combine. 
When the war-cry of Argentine 
Fell faintly on his ear , 

‘ Save, save his life,’ he cried, ‘O save 
The kind, the noble, and the brave ' ’ 
The squadrons round free passage 
gave, 

I The wounded knight drew near , 

I He raised his red cross shield no more. 
Helm, cuish, and breastplate stream'd 
with gore, 

^Yet, as he saw the King advance, 

He strove even then to couch his 
lance — 

The effort was in vain • 

The spur stroke fail’d to rouse the 
horse , 

Wounded and weary, in mid-course 
He stumbled on the plain 
Then foremost was the generous Bruce 
To raise his head, his helm to loose 
‘ Lord Earl, the day is thine < 
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My Sovereign’s cnarge, and adverse 
fate, 

Have made our meeting all too late 
Yet this may Argentine, 

As boon from ancient comrade, crave — 
A Christian’s mass, a soldier’s grave ’ 

xxxiv 

Bruce press’d his dying hand — its 
grasp 

Kindly replied , but, in his clasp. 

It stiffen’d and grew cold 

* And, O farewell > ’ the victor cried, 

* Of chivalrj'- the flower and pride. 

The arm in battle bold, 

The courteous mien, the noble race. 
The stainless faith, the manly tace» 
Bid Ninian’s convent light their shrine 
Foi late wake of De Argentine 
O’er better knight on death bier laid. 
Torch never gleam d, nor mass was 
said ' ’ 

x\xv 

Nor for De Aigentme alone 
Through Ninian’s church these torches 
shone, 

And rose the death prayer s awful 
tone 

That yellow lustre ghmmei’d pale 
On broken plate and bloodied mail, 
Rent crest and shatter d coronet. 

Of Baron, Earl, and Banneret , 

And the best names that England 
knew 

Claim’d in the death prayer dismal due 
Yet mourn not, Land of Fame’ , 
Though ne’er the leopards on thy 
shield 

Retreated from so sad a field. 

Since Norman William came 
O^t may thine annals justly boast 
Of battles stern by Scotland lost , 
Grudge not her victory, 

When for her freeborn rights she 
strove , 

Rights dear to all who freedom love, 
To rone so dear as thee ’ 


x\xvi 

Turn we to Bruce, whose curious ear 
Must from Fitz Louis tidings hear , 
With him, a hundred voices tell 
Of prodigy and miracle, 

* For the mute page had spoke ’ 

* Page ’’ said Fitz-Louis, rather say 
An angel sent from realms of day 

To burst the English yoke 
I saw his plume and bonnet drop, 
Whenhurryingfrom the mountain top 
A lov ely brow, dark locks that wave, 
To his bright eyes new lustre gave, 
A step as light upon the green 
As if his pinions \vaved unseen 
^ Spoke he with none ' With none — 
one woid 

Burst when he saw the Island Lord 
Returning from the battle field ’ 

* What answer made the Chief *He 

kneel d, 

Durst not look up, but mutter’d low , 
Some mingled sounds that none might 
know, 

And greeted him ’twixt joy and fear, 
As being of superior sphei e ’ 

wxvii 

Even upon Bannock s bloody plain, 
Heap’d then with thousands of the 
slam, 

’Mid victor monaich s musings high, 
Mirth laugh’d in good King Robert’s 
eye 

' And bore he such angelic air, 

Such noble front, such waving hair ? 
Hath Ronald kneel’d to him he said, 
‘ Then must we call the church to aid , 
Our will be to the Abbot known, 

Ere these strange news are widei 
blown , 

To Cambuskenneth straight ye pass. 
And deck the church for solemn mass. 
To pay for high deliverance given, 

A nation’s thanks to gracious Heaven 
Let him airay, besides, such state. 

As should on princes’ nuptials wait , 



VI] 


JSot^ of 


473 


Ourself the cause, through fortune’s 
spite, 

That once broke short that spousal 
rile, 

Ourself will grace, with early morn. 
The bridal of the Maid of Lorn * 


Go forth, my So ig, upon thy 
venturous way , 

Go boldly forth , nor yet th> master 
blame 

Who chose no patron for his 
humble lay, 

And graced thy numbers with no 
friendly name, 

Whose partial zeal might smooth 
thy path to fame 

There was — and O t how many 
sorrows crowd 

Into these two brief words ' — theie 
was a claim 


By generous friendship given — had 
fate allow d, 

It well had bid thee rank the proudest 
of the proud f 

All angel now , >etlittleless than all, 

While still a pilgrim in our world 
below ’ 

What Vails it us that patience to 
recall. 

Which hid its own to soothe all 
other woe , 

What Vails to tell, how Virtue’s 
purest glow 

Shone yet more lovely in a form so 
fair 

And, least of all, what Vails the 
world should know 

That one poor garland, twined to 
deck thy hair. 

Is hung upon thy hearse, to droop 
and wither there t 


END OF THE LORD OF THE ISLES 
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INTRODUCTION TO THE EDITION OF 1833 


I COULD hardly have chosen a subject more 
popular in Scotland than anything connected 
with the Bruce’shistoir, unless I had attempted 
that of Wallace But I am decidedly of 
opinion that a popular, or what is called 
a taking title, though well qualified to ensure 
the publishers against loss, and clear their 
shelves of the original impression is rather 
apt to be hazardous than otherwise to the 
reputation of the author He who attempts 
a subject of distinguished popularity, has not 
the privilege of awakening the enthusiasm of 
his audience , on the contrary, it is already 
awakened and glows, it may be more 
ardently than that of the author himself In 
this case, the warmth of the author is inferior 
to that of the party whom he addresses, who 
has, therefore, little chance of being in Bayes s 
hrase, ‘ elevated and surprised ’ by what he 
as thought of with more enthusiasm than the 
writer The sense of this risk, joined to the 
consciousness of striving against wind and 
tide, made the task of composing the proposed 
poem somewhat heavy and hopdess, but like 
the prize fighter in ‘ As You Like It, I was 
to wrestle for my reputation, and not neglect 
any advantage In a most agreeable pleasure 
voyage, whi^ I have tried to commemorate 
in the Introduction to the new edition of 
‘ The Pirate,’ I visited, in social and fnendlK 
company, the coasts and islands of Scotland, 
and made myself acquainted with the locali 
ties of which I meant to treat But this 
voyage, which was in every other eflfect so 
delightful, was in its conclusion saddened by 
one of those strokes of fate which so often 
mingle themselves with our pleasures The 
accomplished and excellent person who had 
recommended to me the subject for ‘The Lay 
of the Last Minstrel,’ and to whom I proposed 
to inscribe what I already suspected might 
be the close of my poetical labours, was 
unexpectedly removed from the world, which 
she seemed only to have visited for purposes 
of kindness and benevolence It is ne^less 
to say how the author’s feelings, or the com 


osition of his trifling work, were affected 
y a circumstance which occasioned so 
many tears and so much sorrow True it is, 
that ‘ The Lord of the Isles ’ was concluded 
unwillingly and in haste, under the painful 
feeling oT one who has a task which must be 
finished, rather than with the ardour of one 
who endeavours to perform that task well 
Although the poem cannot be said to have 
made a favourable impression on the public, 
the sale of fifteen thousand copies enablea 
the author to retreat from the field with the 
honours of w ar 

In the meantime, what was necessarily to 
be considered as a failure was much recon 
ciled to my feelings by the success attending 
my attempt in another species of composition 
‘Waverley’ had, under strict incognito, taken 
Its flight from the press, just before I set out 
upon the voyage already mentioned , it had 
now made its way to popularity, and the 
success of that w ork and the volumes which 
followed, was sufficient to have satisfied 
a greater appetite for applause than I have at 
any time possessed 

I may as well add m this place, that, being 
much urged by my intimate friend, now un 
happily no more, William Erskine (a Scottish 
judge, by the title of Lord Kinedder), I agreed 
to write the little romantic tale called ^ The 
Bridal of Tnermain ’ , but it was on the 
condition that he should make no serious 
effort to disown the composition, if report 
should lay it at his door As he was more 
than suspected of a taste for poetrv, and as I 
took care, in several places, to mix something 
which might resemble (as far as was in my 
power) my friend’s feeling and manner, the 
tram easily caught, and two large editions 
were sold A third being called for, Lord 
Kinedder became unwflhng to aid any longer 
a deception which was going farther than he 
expected or desired, and the real author’s 
name was given Upon another occasion, 
I sent up another of these trifles, which, like 
schoolboys’ kites, served to show how the 
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Wind of popular taste was setting The 
manner was supposed to be that of a rude 
minstrel or scald, in opposition to * The Bridal 
of Tnermain,’ which was designed to belong 
rather to the Italian school This new fugitive 
piece was called ‘ Harold the Dauntless ’ , 
and I am still astonished at my having com 
mitted the gross error of selecting the Aery 
name which Lord Byron had made so famous 
It encountered rather an odd fate My in 

f renious friend, Mr James Hogg, had pub- 
lished, about the same time, a work called 
‘The Poetic Mirror, ‘ containing imitations of 
the principal living poets There was in it 


a very good imitation of my own style, which 
bore such a resemblance to ‘ Harold the 
Dauntless,’ that there was no discovering the 
original from the imitation , and I believe 
that many who took the trouble of thinking 
upon the subject, were rather of opinion that 
my ingenious friend was the true, and not the 
fictitious Simon Pure Since this period, 
which was in theyear 1817, theauthor has not 
been an intruder on the public by any 
poetical work of importance 

WALTER SCOTT 
Abbotsford, April 18^0 


NOTES 


Note I 

Thy rugged halls, Arlormsh f rung 
— P 412 

The rums of the Castle of Artornish are 
situated upon a promontory , on the Morv en, 
or mainland side of the Sound of Mull, a name 
given to the deep arm ot the sea, which di 
vides that island from the continent The 
situation is wild and romantic m the highest 
degree, having on the one hand a high and 
precipitous chain of rocks overhanging the sea, 
and on the other the narrow entrance to the 
beautiful salt water lake, called Loch Alhne, 
which IS m many places finely fringed with 
copsewood The rums of Artomish are not 
now very considerable, and consist chiefly of 
the remains of an old keep, or tow er, w ith frag 
ments of outward defences But m former days 
It was a place of great consequence, being one 
of the principal strongholds which the Lords 
of the Isles, during the period of their stormy 
independence, possessed upon the mainland 
of \rgyleshire Here they assembled what 
popular tradition calls their parliaments, 
meaning, I suppo-e, their cour plenicre, or 
asserabfy of feudal and patriarchal vassals 
and dependents From this Castle of Artomish, 
upon the ipth day of October, 1461, John de 
Yle, designing himself Earl of Ross and Lord 
of the Isles, granted, m the st^le of an m 
dependent sovereign, a commission to his 
trusty and well beloved cousins, Ronald of 
the Isles, and Duncan, Arch Dean of the Isles, 
for empowering them to enter into a treaty 
with the most e\cellent Prince Edward, by 
the grace of God Kingof France and England 
and Lord of Ireland Edward IV, on his 
part, named Laurence, Bishop of Durham, 
the Earl of Worcester, the Prior of St John’s, 
Lord Wenlock, and Mr Robert Stilhngton, 
keeper of the pnvy seal, his deputies and 
commissioners, to confer with those named by 


! the Lord of the Isles The conference termm 
I ated m a treaty, by which the Lord of the 
Isles agreed to become a vassal to the crown 
[ of England, and to assist Edward IV and 
! James Earl of Douglas, then in banishment, 
m subduing the realm of Scotland 

The first article provides, that John de Isle, 
Earl of Ross with his son Donald Balloch, 
and his grandson John de Isle, with all thur 
subjects, men, people, and inhabitants, be 
come vassals and liegemen to Edward IV 
of England, and assist him m his wars m 
Scotland or Ireland and then follow the 
allowances to be made to the Lord of the 
Isles, in recompense of his military service, 
and the prov isions for div iding such conquests 
as their united arms should make upon the 
mainland of Scotlandamonfftheconfederates 
These appear such curious illustrations of the 
period, that they are here subjoined 

^ Item, The seid John Erie of Rosse shall, 
from the seid fest of Whittesontyde ne'tt 
comyng, yerely, duryng his lyf, have and 
take, for lees and wages in tj me of peas, of 
the seid most high and Christien pnnee c 
marc sterlyng or Englysh money , and in. 
•tyme of vverre, as long as he shall entende 
with his myght and power m the said 
werres, m manner and fourme abovesaid 
he shall have wages of cc lb sterlyng of 
English money yearly , and after the rate 
of the tyme that he shall be occupied in the 
seid werres 

^ Item, The seid Donald shall, from the 
seid feste of Whittesontyde, have and take, 
during his lyf, yerly, in tyme of peas, for 
his fees and wages, xx 1 sterlyng of Englysh 
money, and, when he shall be occupied and 
intend to the werre, with his myght and 
newer, and m manner and fourme aboveseid, 
he shall have and take, for his wages yearly, 
xl 1 sterlynge of Englysh money , or for the 
rate of the tyme of werre 
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^ Item^ The seid John, sonn and heire 
apparant of the said Donald, shall haA e and 
take, yerelj, from the scid fest, for his fees 
and wages, m the tyme of peas, x 1 sterlynge 
of Englysh money , and for tyme of werre 
and his intend} ng thereto, in manner and 
fourme aboveseid, he shall have, for his fees 
and wages, yearly xx L sterlynge of Englysh 
money , or after the rate of the tyme that 
he shall be occupied in the werre And the 
seid John, th’ Erie Donald and John, and 
eche of them shall have good and sufficiaunt 
paiment of the scid fees and wages, as wel 
for tyme of peas as of werre, accordyng 
to thees articules and appo\ ntements Item. 
It IS appointed, accorded, concluded, and 
finally determined, that, if it so be that here 
after the said reaume of Scotlande, or the 
more part thereof, be conquered, subdued 
and brought to the obeissance of the seid 
most high and Chnstien pnnee and his 
heires, or successoures, of the seid Lionel 1 , m 
fourme aboveseid descendyng, be the assist 
ance, helpe, and aide of the said John Erie 
of Rosse and Donald, and of James Erie of 
Douglas, then, the said fees and wages for 
the ^me of peas cessyng, the same erles 
and Donald shall have, by the graunte of the 
same most Chnstien prince, all the posses 
sions of the said reaume beyonde Scottish e 
see, they to be departed equally betwix 
them eche of them, his heires and succes 
sours, to holde his parte of the seid most 
Chnstien prince his heires and successours, 
for evermore, in right of his croune of 
England, by homage and feaute to be done 
therefore 

‘ Jiem^ If so be that, by th’ aide and assist 
ence of the seid lames Erie of Douglas, the 
said reaume of Scotlande be conquered and 
subdued as above, then he shall hai e, enjoie, 
and inhente all his ow n possessions landes, 
and inhentaunce, on this syde the Scottishe 
see , that is to saje, betwixt the seid Scot 
tishe see and Englande, such he hath rejoiced 
and be possesseef of before this there to holde 
them oUhe said most high and Chnstien prince, 
his heires, and successours, as is abovesaid, for 
evermore, in right of the coroune of Englonde, 
as weel the said Erie of Douglas as his heires 
and successours, W homage and feaute to b^ 
done therefore * — Rymer’S Fcedera Conven 
itones Ltierae et cujuscunque generis Acta 
Pubhea^ fol vol V 1741 

Such was the treaty of Artornish , but it does 
not appear that the allies ever made any very 
active effort to realize their ambitious designs 
It will serve to show both the power of these 
regull, and their independence upon the crown 
ofScotland 

It IS onlv farther necessary to say of the 
Castle of Artornish that it is almost opposite 
to the Bay of Aros, in the Island of the Mull 
where there was another castle, occasional 
residence of the Lords of the Isles 


Note II 

Rude Hetskar's seal through surges dark^ 
Will long pursue the minstrel s bark 

— P 412 

The seal displays a taste for music, which 
could scarcely be expected from his habits 
and local predilections They will long fol 
low a boat in which any musical instrument 
IS played, and even a tune sim^y whistled 
has attractions for them The Dean of the 
Isles savs of Heiskar, a small uninhabited 
rock, about twelve (Scottish) miles from the 
isle of Uist, that an infinite slaughter of seals 
takes place there 


Note III 

a turrets airy head^ 

Slender and steeps and battled rounds 

Overlook d dark Mull f thy mighty 
Sound — P 414 

The Sound of Mull, which divides that 
island from the continent of Scotland is one 
of the most striking scenes which the Hebrides 
afford to the travellei Sailing from Oban 
to Aros, or Tobermory, through a narrow 
channel, yet deep enough to bear vessels of 
the largest burden he has on his left the bold 
and mountainous shores of Mul 1 , on the right 
those of that district of Argyleshire, called 
Morven, or Morvern, successively indented 
by deep salt water lochs, running up many 
miles inland To the south eastward arise 
a prodigious range of mountains, among 
which Cruachan Ben is pre eminent , and to 
the north east is the no less huge and pic 
turesque range of the Ardnamurchan hills 
Many ruinous castles, situated generally upon 
cliffs overhanging the ocean, add interest to 
the scene Those of Donolly and Dun 
staffnage are first passed, then that of Duart, 
formerly belonging to the chief of the warlike 
and powerful sept of Macleans, and the scene 
of Miss Baillie’s beautiful tragedy entitled 
‘ The Family Legend ’ Still pas^'ing on to the 
northward, Artornish and Aros become v isible 
upon the opposite shores, and, lastly Min 
garry, and other ruins of less distinguished 
note In fine weather, a grander and more 
impressive scene, both from its natural 
beauties and associations with ancient history 
and tradition, can hardly be imagined 
When the weather is rough, the passage is 
both difficult and dangerous, from the 
narrowness of the channel, and in part from 
the number of inland lakes, out of which sally 
forth a number of conflicting and thwarting 
tides making the navigation perilous to open 
boats The sudden flaws and gusts of wind 
which issue without a moments warning 
from the mountain glens, are equall} 
formidable So that in unsettled weather, 
a stranger, if not much accustomed to the 
sea, may sometimes add to the other sublime 
sensations excited by the scene, that feeling of 
dignity which arises from a sense of danger 
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Note IV 

‘ these seas behold^ 

Round twice a hundred islands roll d^ 
From Hirt^ that hears their northern roar^ 
To the green Hay's fertile shore P 414 

The number of the western isles of Scotland 
exceeds two hundred, of \\hich St Kilda is 
the most northerly, anciently called Hirth or 
Hirt, probably from ‘earth,’ beings in fact the 
whole globe to its inhabitants Hay which 
now belongs almost entirely to Walter 
Campbell Esq of Shawfield, is by far the 
most fertile of the Hebrides, and h£^!s been 
greatly improved under the spirited and 
sagacious management of the present pro 
prietor This was in ancient times the 
principal abode of the Lords of the Isles, 
neing, if not the largest, the most important 
island of their archipelago In Martin s time, 
some relics of their grandeur were yet extant 
‘ Loch Finlagan, about three miles in ctrcum 
ference, affords salmon, trouts and eels this 
lake lies in the centre of the isle The Isle 
Finlagan, from which this lake hath its name, 
IS in It It’s famous for being once the court 
m -which the great Mac Donald King of the 
Isles, had his residence , his houses, chapel, 
&c are now ruinous His guards de corps, 
called Luchttach kept guard on the lake side 
nearest to the isle , the walls of their houses 
are still to be seen there The high court of 
judicature, consisting of fourteen sat always 
here , and there was an appeal to them from 
all the courts in the isles the eleventh share 
of the sum in debate w as due to the principal 
judge There was a big stone of seven foot 
square, in which there was a deep impression 
made to receive the feet of Mac Donald , for 
he was crowned King of the Isles standing in 
this stone, and swore that he would continue 
his vassals in the possession of their lands, and 
do exact justice to all his subjects and then 
his father’s sword was put into his hand The 
Bishop of Argyle and seven priests anointed 
him king, in presence of all the heads of the 
tribes m the isles and continent, and were his 
vassals , at which time the orator rehearsed 
a catalogue of his ancestors,’ &.c — Martin s 
Account of the Western Isles^ 8vo, London, 
1716, pp 240-1 


Note V 

Mingarry^ sternly placed^ 

Overawes the woodland and the waste 
-P 414 

The Castle of Mingarry is situated on the 
sea coast of the district of Ardnamurchan 
The ruins which are tolerably entire, are 
surrounded by a very high wall, forming 
a kind of polygon, for the purpose of adapting 
itself to the projecting angles of a precipice 
overhanging the sea, on which the castle 
stands It was anciently the residence of the 
Mac Ians, a clan of Mac Donalds, descended 


from Ian, or John, a grandson of Angus 
Og, Lord of the Isles The last time that 
Mingarry was of military importance, occurs 
in the celebrated Leabhar dearg, or Red book 
of Clanronald, a MS renowned m the Os 
sianic controversy Aliaster Mac-Donald 
commonly called Colquitto, who commanded 
the Irish auxiliaries sent over by the Earl 
of Antrim during the great civil war to the 
assistance of Montrose, began his enterpri&e 
in 1644 by taking the castles of Kinioch 
Alline and Mingarry, the last of which made 
considerable resistance, as might, from the 
strength of the situation be expected In the 
meanwhile Allaster Mac Donald’s ships, 
which had brought him over, were attacked m 
Loch Eisord, in Skye, by -^n armament sent 
round by the covenanting parliament, and 
his own \ essel w as taken Tins circumstance 
IS said chiefly to have induced him to continue 
in Scotland, where there seemed little prospect 
of raising an army in behalf of the King He 
had no sooner moved eastward to join Mon 
trose a junction which he effected in the braes 
of Athole, than the Marquis of Argyle besieged 
the castle of Mingarry, but without success 
Among other warriors and chiefs whom 
Argyle summoned to his camp to assist upon 
this occasion was John of Moidart, theCaptain 
of Clanronald Clanronald appeared, but^ 
farfromy lelding effectual assistance to Argyle, 
he took the opportunity of being in arms to 
lay waste the district of Sunait, then be- 
longing to the adherents of A.rgyle, and sent 
part ot the spoil to relieve the Castle of Min- 
garry Thus the castle was maintained until 
relieved by Allaster Mac Donald (Colquitto), 
who had been detached for the purpose by 
Montrose These particularsarehardly worth 
mentioning, were they not connected with the 
memorablesuccessesof Montrose, related by 
an eyewitness, and hitherto unknown to Scot 
tish historians 


Note VI 

The heir of mighty Somerled — P 414 

Somerled was thane of Argyle and Lord ot 
the Isles, about the miiidle of the twelfth 
century He seems to have exercised his 
authority in both capacities, independent ot 
the crown of Scotland, against which he often 
stood in hostility He made v arious incursions 
upon the western lowlands during the reign 
of Malcolm IV, and seems to have made 
peace with him upon the terms of an inde- 
pendent prince, about theyear 1 157 In 1 164, 
he resumed the war against Malcolm, and in 
vaded Scotland with a large, but probably a 
tumultuary army, collected in the isles, in the 
mainland of Argyleshire, and m the neigh 
bounng provinces of Ireland He was defeated 
and slain m an engagement with a very 
inferior force, near Renfrew His son Gillico 
lane fell m the same battle This mighty 
chieftain married a daughter of Olaus, King 
of Man From him our genealogists deduce 
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two dynasties, distinguished in the stormy 
history of the middle ages , the Lords of the 
Isles descended from his elder son Ronald, — 
and the Lords of Lorn, who took their surname 
of M’Dougal, as descended of his second son 
Dougal That Somerled’s territories upon 
the mainland, and upon the islands, should 
have been thus dn ided between his two sons, 
instead of passing to the elder exclusively, 
may illustrate the uncertainty of descent 
among the great Highland families, which 
w e shall presently notice 

Note VII 

Lord of the Isles 414 

The representative of this independent prin 
cipahty, for such it seems tohai e been, though 
acknowledging occasionally the pre eminence 
of the Scottish crown, was, at the period of 
the poem, \ngus, called Angus Og , but the 
name has been, eupho 7 iiae gratia^ exchangea 
for that of Ronald, which frequently occurs 
in the genealogy Angus was a protector of 
Robert Bruce, whom he received in his Castle 
of Dunnaverty during the time of Ins greatest 
distress As I shall be equally liable to cen 
sure for attempting to decide a controversy 
which has long existed between three distin 
guished chieftains of this family, who have 
long disputed the representation of the Ix)rd 
of the Isles, or for leaving a question of such 
importance altogether untouched, I choose, 
m the first place, to give such information as 
I have been able to derive from Highland 
genealogistSj and which, for those who have 
patience to investigate such subjects, really 
contains some curious information concerning 
the history of the Isles In the second place, 
I shall offer a few remarks upon the rules of 
succession at that period, w ithout pretending 
to decide their bearing upon the question at 
issue, which must depend upon evidence which 
I have had no opportunity to examine 
‘ Angus Og,’ says an ancient manuscript 
translated from the Gaelic ‘son of Angus 
Mor, son of Donald, son ot Ronald son of 
Somerled, high chief and superior Lord of 
Innisgall, (or the Isles of the Gael, the general 
name given to the Hebrides,) he married 
a daughter of Cunbui, namely, Cathan , she 
was mother to John, son of Angus, and witk 
her came an unusual portion from Ireland, 
VIZ twenty four clans, of whom twenty four 
families m Scotland are descended Angus 
had another son, namely, youngJohnPraoch, 
whose descendants are called Clan Ean of 
Glencoe, and the M Donalds of Fraoch This 
Angus Og died m Isla, where his body was 
interred His son John succeeded to the 
inheritance of Innisgall He had good de 
scendants, namely three sons procreate of 
Ann, daughter of Rodne, high chief of Lorn, 
and one daughter, Mary, married to John 
Maclean, Laird of Duart, and Lauchlan, his 
brother, Laird of Coll , she was interred in 
the church of the Black Nuns The eldest 


sons ofjohn were Ronald, Godfrey, and Angus 
He gave Ronald a great inheritance 
These were the lands which he gave him, 
viz from Kilcumin in Abertarf to the river 
Sell, and from thence to Beilli, north of Eig 
and Rum, and the two Uists, and from 
thence to the foot of the river Glaichan 
and threescore long ships John married 
afterwards Margaret Stewart, daughter to 
Robert Stewart, King of Scotland, called 
John Fernyear , she oore him three good 
sons Donald of the Isles, the heir, John 
the Tainister (1 e Thane), the second son, 
and Alexander Carrach John had another 
son called Marcus, of w horn the clan Mac 
donald of Cnoc, in lirowen, are descended 
This John lived long, and made donations 
to Icolumkill, he covered the chapel of 
Eorsay Elan, the chapel of Fmlagam, and 
the chapel of the Isle of Tsuibhne, and gave 
the proper furniture for the serv ice of God, 
upholding the clergy- and monks , he built 
or repaired the church of the Holy Cross im 
mediately before his death He died at his 
own castle of Arctorinish, many priests and 
monks took the sacrament at his funeral, and 
they embalmed the body of this dear mar, and 
brought it to Icolumkill , the abbot, monks, 
and vicar came as they ought to meet the 
King of Fiongal, and out of great respect to 
his memory mourned eight days and nights 
over It, and laid it m the same grave with 
his father, m the church of Oran, 1380 
‘ Ronald, son of John was chief ruler of 
the Isles m his father’s lifetime, and was old 
111 the government at his father’s death 
‘He assembled the gentry of the Isles, 
brought the sceptre from Kildonan m Eig, 
and delivered it to his brother Donald, who 
was thereupon called M’Donald and Donald 
Lord of the Isles, contrary to the opinion of 
the men of the Isles 

Ronald, son of John, son of Angus Og, 
was a great supporter of the church and 
clergy , his descendants are called Clan 
ronald He gave the lands of Tiruma, m 
Uist to the minister of it for ever, for 
the honour of God and Columkill , he was 
proprietor of all the lands of the north along 
the coast and the isles , he died m the 
year of Christ 1386, m his own mansion of 
Castle Tinm, leaving five children Donald 
of the Isles, son ofjohn, son of Angus Og, the 
brother of Ronald took possession of Inisgall 
by the consent of his brother and the gentry 
thereof, they were all obedient to him he 
married Mary Lesley, daughter to the Earl 
of Ross and by her came the earldom of Ross 
to the M’Donalds After his succession to 
that earldom, he was called M Donald, Lord 
of the Isles and Earl of Ross There are 
many things written of him m other places 

He fought the battle of Ganoch (1 e Har- 
law) against Duke Murdoch, the governor the 
Earl of Mar commanded the army, m support 
of his claim to the earldom of Ross, which was 
ceded to him by King James the First, after 
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his release from the King of England , and 
Duke Murdoch, his two sons and retainers 
were beheaded he gave lands in Mull and 
Isla to the minister of Hi, and e\ erypnvilege 
which the minister of Iona had formerly, 
besides vessels of gold and silver to Colum 
kill for the monasterj, and became himself 
one of the fraternity He left issue, a law ful 
heirto Innisgall and Ross, namely, Alexander, 
the son of jDonald he died in Isla and his 
body was interred in the south side of the 
temple of Oran Alexander, called John of 
the Isles, son of Alexander of the Isles, son 
of Donald of the Isles Angus, the third 
son of John, son of Ang^s Og, married 
the daughter of John, the son of Allan, 
which connexion caused some disagree 
ment betwixt the two families about their 
marches and division of land&, the one party 
adhering to Angus, and the other to John 
the differences increased so much that John 
obtained from Allan all the lands betwixt 
Abkan Fahda (i e the long river) and oldna 
sionnach (i e the fox burn brook) in the 
upper part of Cantyre Allan went to the 
king to complain of his son in law , in a short 
time thereafter, there happened to be a great 
meeting about this young Angus’s lands to 
the north of Inverness, where he was murdered 
by his own harper Mac Cairbre, by cutting 
his throat with a long knife He i In ed a year 
thereafter, and many of those concerned were 
delivered up to the king Angus’s wife was 
pregnant at the time of his murder and she 
Dore him a son who was named Donald, and 
called Donald Du He was kept m con 
finement until he was thirty years of age, 
when he was released by the men of Glenco, 
by the strong hand After this enlargement, 
he came to the Isles, and conv ened the gentr) 
thereof There happened great feuds betw ixt 
these families while Donald Du was in con 
finement, insomuch that Mac Cean of Ardna 
murchan destroyed the greatest part of the 
posterity of John Mor of the Isles and Cantyre 
jFor John Cathanach, son of John, son of 
Donald Balloch, son of J ohn Mor, son of J ohn, 
son of Angus Og(the chief ofthe descendants of 
John Mom, and John Mor, son of John Catha 
nach, and young John, son of John Catha 
nach, and young Donald Balloch, son of 
John Cathanach, were treacherously taken by 
Mac Cean m the island of Finlagan, in Isla, 
and carried to Edinburgh, where Tie got them 
hanged at the Burrow muir, and their bodies 
were buried in the Church of St Anthony, 
called the New Church There were none 
left alive at that time of the children of John 
Cathanach, except Alexander, the son of John 
Cathanach, and Agnes Flach, who concealed 
themselves m the glens of Ireland Mac 
Cean, hearing of their hiding places, went to 
cut down the woods of these glens, m order 
to destroy Alexander, and extirpate the whole 

1 The murderer, I presume, not the man who was 
murdered. 


race At length Mac Cean and Alexander 
met, were reconciled, and a marriage alliance 
took place , Alexander married Mac Cean’s 
daughter, and she brought him good children 
The Mac Donalds of the north had also de 
scendants , for, after the death of John Lord 
of the Isles, Earl of Ross, and the murder of 
Angus, Alexander, the son of Archibald, the 
son of Alexander of the Isles, took possession, 
and John was in possession of the earldom 
of Ross and the north bordering country , he 
married a daughter of the Earl of Moray, of 
whom some of the men of the north haa de 
scended The Mac Kenzies rose against Alex- 
ander, and fought the battle called Blar' na 
Patre Alexander had only a few of the men 
of Ross at the battle He went after that 
battle to take possession of the Isles, andsailed 
m a ship to the south to see if he could find 
any of the posterity of John Mor alive, to rise 
along with him , but Mac Cean of Ardnamur- 
chan watched him as he sailed past, followed 
him to Oransay and Colonsay, went to the 
house where he was, and he and Alexander, 
son of John Cathanach, murdered him there 
* A good while after these things fell out, 
Donald Galda, son of Alexander, son or 
Archibald, became major, he with the 
advice and direction of the Earl of Moray, 
came to the Isles, and MacLeod of the 
Lew is, and many of the gentry of the Isles, 
rose with him they went by the promon- 
tory of Ardnamurchan where they met 
Alexander, the son of John Cathanach, were 
reconciled to him, he joined his men with 
theirs against Mac Cean of Ardnamurchan, 
came upon him at a place called the Silver 
Craig, where he and his three sons, and a 

S eat number of his people, were killed, and 
onald Galda was immeaiately declared Mac 
Donald And, after the affair of Ardna 
murchan, all the men of the Isles yielded to 
him, but he did not live above seven or eight 
weeks after it , he died atCarnaborg, in Mull, 
vv ithout issue He had threesisters, daughters 
of Alexander, son of Archibald, who were 
ortioned in the north upon the continent, 
ut the earldom of Ross was kept for them 
Alexander, theson of Archibald, had anatural 
son, called John Cam of whom is descended 
Achnacoichan, in Ramoeh, and Donald 
Gorm, son of Ronald, sonofAlexanderDuson, 
of John Cam Donald Du, son of Angus 
son of John of the Isles, son of Alexander of 
the Isles, son of Donald of the Isles, son of 
J ohn of the Isles, son of ^ngus Og, namely, 
the true heir of the Isles and Ross, came after 
his release from captivity to the Isles, and 
convened the men thereof, and he and the 
Earl of Lennox agreed to raise a great army 
for the purpose of taking possession, and 
a ship came from England with a supply ot 
money to carry on the war, which landed at 
Mull, and the monej was given to Mac Lean 
of Duart to be distributed among the com 
manders of the army, which they notreceiv mg 
m proportionas itshould have been distributed 
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among them, caused the army to disperse, 
which, when the Earl of Lennox heard, he 
disbanded his own men, and made it up with 
the king MacDonald went to Ireland to 
raise men, hut he died on his way to Dublin, 
at Drogheda, of a fever, without issue of either 
sons or daughters ’ 

In +his history may be traced, though the 
Bard, or Seannachic, touches such a delicate 
discussion with a gentle hand, the point of 
difference between the three principal s^ts 
descended from the Lords of the Isles The 
first question, and one of no easy solution, 
where so little evidence is produced, respects 
the nature of the connexion of J ohn, called by 
the Archdean of the Isles ‘ the Good John of 
Ila,’ and ‘the last Lord of the Isles,’ with 
Anne, daughter of Roderick MacDougal, 
high chief of Lorn In the absence of positive 
evidence, presumptne must be resorted to, 
and I own it appears to render it in the highest 
degiee impronable that this connexion was 
otherwise than legitimate In the wars be 
tween Daiid II and Edward Baliol John of 
the Isles espoused the Baliol interest, to which 
he was probably determined by his alliance 
with Roderick of Lorn who was, from every 
family predilection, friendly to Baliol and 
hostile to Bruce 1 1 seems absurd to suppose, 
that between two chiefs of the same descent, 
and nearly equal power and rank, (though 
the Mac Dougals had been much crashed by 
Robert Bruce,) such a connexion should have 
been that of concubinage , and it appears 
more likely that the tempting offer of an 
alliance with the Bruce family when they had 
obtained the decided superiority in Scotland, 
induced ‘ the Good John of Ila ' to disinherit, 
to a certain extent, his eldest son Ronald, w ho 
came of a stock so unpopular as the Mic 
Dougals, and to call to his succession his 
younger family, born of Margaret Stuart, 
daughter of Robert, afterwards King of Scot 
land The setting aside of this elder branch 
of his family was most probably a condition 
of his new alliance, and his being received 
into favour with the dynasty he had always 
opposed Nor were the laws of succession at 
this early period so clearly understood as to 
bar such transactions The numerous and 
strange claims set up to the crow n of Scotland, 
when vacant by the death of Alexander IIi, 
make it manifest how very little the inde 
feasible hereditary right of primogeniture w as 
valued at that period In fact, the title of 
the Bruces themselves to the crown, though 
justly the most popular, when assumed with 
the determination of asserting the inde 
pendence of Scotland, was upon pure principle 
greatly inferior to that of Baliol For Bruce, 
the competitor, claimed as son of Isabella, 
5tf«;/*<a?dau^ ter of David, Earl of Huntingdon , 
and John Baliol, as grandson of Margaret, 
the elder daughter oT that same earl So 
that the plea of Bruce was founded upon the 
very loose idea, that as the great g^randson of 
D^vid I, King of Scotland, and the nearest 


collateral relation of Alexander III, he was 
entitled to succeed in exclusion of the great 
great grandson of the sime David, though by 
an elder daughter This maxim savoured of 
the ancient practice of Scotland, which often 
called a brother to succeed to the crown as 
nearer in blood than a grandchild, or even 
a son of a deceased monarch But, in truth, 
the maxims of inheritance in Scotland were 
sometimes departed from at periods when they 
w ere much more distinctly understood Such 
a transposition took place in the family of 
Hamilton, in I'ln, when the descendants of 
James, third Lord, by Lady Janet Home, 
were set aside, with an appanage of great 
1 alue indeed in order to call to the succession 
those which he had by a subsequent marriage 
with Janet Beatoun In short, many other 
examples might be quoted to show that the 
question oflegitimacy IS not always determined 
by the fact of succession , and there seems 
reason to belie\e, that Ronald, descendant of 
* J ohn of Ila ’ Iw Anne of Lorn, was legitimate 
and therefore Lord of the Isles dejure^ though 
de Jacio his younger half brother Donald, son 
of his fathers second marriage with the 
Princess of Scotland, superseded him in his 
right, and apparently by his own consent 
From this Donald so preferred is descended 
the family of Sleat now Lords Mac Donald 
On the other hand, from Ronald, the excluded 
heir, upon whom a %ery large apanage was 
settled, descended the chiefs of (ilengaiy and 
Clanronald, each of whom had large pos 
sessions and a numerous vassalage, and 
boasted a long descent of warlike ancestry 
Their common ancestor Ronald was murdered 
W the Earl of Ross, at the Monastery of 
Elcho, ADI ^46 I believe it has been subject 
of fierce dispute, w hether Donald, w ho earned 
on the line of Glengary, or \llan of Moidart, 
the ancestor of the captains of Clanronald, 
was the eldest son of Ronald, the son of John 
of Isla A humble Lowlander may be per 
mitted to waive the discussion, since a Sen- 
nachie of no small note, who wrote in the 
sixteenth century expresses himself upon this 
delicate topic in the following words — 

‘I have now gnen you an account of every 
thing you can expect of the descendants of 
the clan Colla, (1 e the Mac Donalds,) to the 
death of Donald Du at Drogheda, namely, 
the true line of those who possessed the Isles, 
Ross, and the mountainous countries of 
Scotland It was Donald, the son of Angus, 
that was killed at Imerness (by his own 
harperMac I’Cairbre), son of John of the Isles, 
son of Alexander, son of Donald, son of John, 
son of Angus Og And I know not which of his 
kindred or relations is the true heir, except 
these five sons of John, the son of Angus Og, 
whom I here set down foryou, namely, Ronald 
and Godfrey, the two sons of the daughter 
of Mac Donald of Lorn, and Donald and John 
Mor and Alexander Carrach the three sons 
of Margaret Stewart, daughter of Robert 
Stewart, King of Scotland ’ — LedbharDearg 
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Note VIII 

TAe House of Lorn — P 41 <; 

The House of Lorn, as ue obsened in a 
former note -was, like the Lord ot the lales, 
descended from a son of Somerled, slam at 
Renfrew, in 1164 This son obtained the 
succession of his mainland territories, com 
prehendingf the greater part of the three 
districts ot Lorn, in Argyleshire, and of course 
might rather be considered as petty princes 
than feudal barons They assumed the patro 
nymic appellation of Mac Dougal, by which 
they are distinguished in the history of the 
middle ages The Lord of Lorn who flourished 
during the wars of Bruce was Allaster (or 
Alexander) Mac Dougal, called Allaster of 
Argyle He had married the third daughter 
of John, called the Red Comyni, who was 
slam by Bruce in the Dominican Church at 
Dumfries, and hence he wasa mortal enemy of 
that prince, and morethanoncereducedhimto 
great straits during the early and distressed 
period of his reign, as we shall have repeated 
occasion to notice Bruce when he began to 
obtain an ascendency in Scotland, took the 
first opportunity in his power to requite these 
injuries He marched into Argyleshire to 
lay waste the country John of Lorn, son of 
the chieftain, was ported with his followers 
in the formidable pass between Dalmally and 
Bunaw e It is a narrow path along the \ erge 
of the huge and precipitous mountain called 
Cruachan Ben and guarded on the other side 
by a precipice overhanging Loch A.we The 
pass set ms to the e> e of a soldier as strong as 
it is wild and romantic to that of an ordinary 
traveller But the skill of Bruce had antici 
pated this difficulty While his mam body, 
engaged in a skirmish with the men of Lorn, 
detained their attention to the front of their 
position James of Douglas with Sir Alexander 
Fraser, Sir William Wiseman, andSir Andrew 
Grey, ascended the mountain with a select 
body of archery, and obtained possession of the 
heights which commanded the pass A volley 
of arrows descending upon them directly 
warned the Arg>leshire men of their perilous 
situation and their resistance, wh ch had 
hitherto been bold and manly was changed 
into a precipitate flight The deep and 
rapid river of Awe was then (we learn the 
fact from Barbour with some surprise) crossed 
by a bridge This bridge the mountaineers 
attempteato demolish, but Bruce s followers 
were too close upon their rear they were, 
therefore, without refuge and defence, and 


1 The aunt according to Lord Hiiles But the 
genealogy is distinctly given by Wyntoun — 

' The thryd douchtyr of Red Cwmyn 
Alysawndyr of Argayle syne 
Tuk and weddyt til hys^iyf 
And on hyr he gat in til hys lyfe 
Then of Lome the quhilk gat 
Ewyn of Lome eftyr that 

Wyntoun S Book Vin Chap vi Imeaoe 


were dispersed with great slaughter John 
of Lorn, suspicious of the event, had early 
betaken himself to the galleys which he had 
upon the lake, but the feelings which Barbour 
assigns to him, while witnessing the rout and 
slaughter of his followers, exculpate him from 
the charge of cow ardice 

To Jhone off Lome it suld displese 

I trow quhen he his nun mycht se 

Owte off his schippis fra the se 

Be slij ne and chassyt in the hill 

Tint he mycht set n-i help thar till 

Bot It ani,rys als gretumly 

To gud hartis that ir worthi 

To <e thir fay is fulfill tlnir will 

As to tlnim seWf to thole the ilL — B VII v ^4 

After this decisive engagement Bruce laid 
wasteArg>]eshiie, and besieged Dunstaffnage 
Castle, on the western shore of Lorn, com- 
pelled It to surrender, and placed in that 
principal stronghold of the MacDougals a 
garrison and governor of his own The elder 
Mac Dougal, now weaned with the contest, 
submitted to the victor, but his son ‘rebel- 
lious,’ says Barbour, ‘ as he wont to be,’ fled 
to England by sea When the wars between 
the Bruce and Baliol factions again broke 
out m the reign of David II, the Lords of 
Loin were again found upon the losing side, 
ow ing to their hereditary enmity to the house 
of Bruce Accordingly, upon the issue of 
that contest, they were deprived by David II 
and his successor of by farthegreater part of 
their extensive territories, which were con- 
ferred upon Stewart, called the Knight of Lorn 
The house of Mac Dougal continued, how- 
ever, to survive the loss ot power, and affords 
a very rare, if not a unique, instance of 
a family of such unlimited pow er, and so dis- 
tinguished during- the middle ages surviving 
the decay of thmr grandeur, and flourishing 
in a private station The Castle of Dunolly, 
near Oban, with its dept ndencies, was the 
principal part of what remained to them, with 
their rightof chieftainship over the families of 
their name and blood These they continued 
to enjoy until the year 171 Si when the repre- 
sentative incurred the penalty of forfeiture, 
for his accession to the msunection of that 
period thus losingtheremai nsof his inheritance 
to replace upon the throne the descendants 
o^those pi inces, whose accession his ancestors 
had opposed at the expense of their feudal 
grandeur The estate was, however, restored 
about 1745, to the fither of the present pro- 
prietor whom family experience had taught 
the hazard of interfering with the established 
government, and who remained quiet upon 
that occasion He therefore regained his 
property when many Highland chiefs lost 
theirs 

Nothing can be more wildly beautiful than 
the situation of Dunolly Ihe ruins are situ- 
ated upon a bold and precipitous promontory, 
overhanging Loch Etiv e, and distant about a 
mile from the village ana port of Oban The 
principal part which remains is the donjon or 
keep , but fragments of other buildings, over 
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grown with i\7, attest that it had been once 
a place of importance, as large apparently as 
Artomish or Dunstaffnage These fragments 
enclose a courtyard, of which the keep prob 
ably formed one side , the entrance being by 
a steep ascent from the neck of the isthmus 
formerly cut across by a moat, and defended 
doubtless by outviorks and a drawbridge 
Beneath the castle stands the present mansion 
of the family, having on the one hand Loch 
Etxve, with its islands and mountains, on the 
other two romantic eminences tufted with 
copsewood There are other accompaniments 
suited to the scene, in particular a huge 
upright pillar, or detached fragment of that 
sort of rock called plum pudding stone, upon 
the shore, about a quarter of a mile from the 
castle 1 1 IS called Oack na cau^ or the Dog s 
Pillar, because Fingal is said to ha\e used 
It as a stake to which he bound his celebrated 
dog Bian Others say, that when the Lord 
of the Isles came upon a visit to the Lord of 
Lorn, the dogs brought for his sport were 
kept beside this pillar Upon the whole, a 
more delightful and romantic spot can scarce 
be conceiied , and it receives a moral inter 
est from the considerations attached to the 
residence of a family once powerful enough 
to confront and defeat Robert Bruce, and 
now sunk into the shade of prnate life It is 
at present possessed by Patrick Mac Dougal, 
Esq , the lineal and undisputed representatw e 
of the ancient Lords of I-om The heir of 
Dunolly fell lately m Spam, fighting under 
the Duke of Wellington, ~a death well be 
conaing his ancestry 


Note IX 

Axvaked before ihe f ushing 
Xhe itiimic fires of ocean glow^ 

Those hghintftgs of the wave 

-P 417 

The phenomenon called by sailors Sea fire, 
IS one of the most beautiful and interesting 
which IS witnessed m the Hebndes At 
times the ocean appears entirely illuminated 
around the vessel, and a long tram of lam 
bent coruscations are peipctually burst 
mg upon the sides of the vessel, or pursu ng 
her w ake thi ough the darkness These phos 
phone appearances, concerning the origin of 
which naturalists are not agreed m opinion 
seem ta be called into action by the rapid 
motion of the ship through the water, and are 
probably ow mg to the water being saturated 
with fish spawn, or other animal substances 
They remind one strong^ of the descnption of 
the sea snakes in Mr Coleridge s wild, but 
highl} poetical ballad of The Ancient 
Manner ’ — 

Beyond the shadow of the ship 
I watch d the water :>nakes 
Thej moved m tracks of shirungf white 
And when they rear d the elvish light 
Fell off in hoary flakes. 


Note X 

The dark fortress — P 418 

Thefortressof a Hebridean chmfwas almost 
alw ays on the sea shore for the facilit> of 
communication which the ocean afforded 
Nothing can be more wild than the situations 
which the> chose, and the devices by which the 
architects endeavoured to defend them 
Narrow stairs and arched vaults were the 
usual mode of access , and the drawbridge 
appears at Dunstaffnage, and elsewhere, to 
have fallen from the gate of the building to 
the top of such a staircase , so that any one 
advancing with hostile purpose, found, him 
self m a state of exposed and ^precarious 
elevation, with a gulf between Him and the 
object of his attack 

These fortresses were guarded with equal 
care The duty of the watch dev olved chiefly 
upon an officer called the Cockman, who had 
the charge of challenging all who approached 
the castle The very ancient family of Mac 
Niel of Barra kept this attendant at their 
castle about a hundred years ago Martin 
gives the following account of the difficulty 
w hich attended his procunngentrance there — 
‘The little island Kismul lies about a quarter 
of a mile from the south of this isle (Barra) , 
It IS the seat of Mackneil of Barra , there is 
a stone wall round it two stones high, reach 
mg the sea , and within the wall there is an 
old tow er and an hall, with other houses about 
It There is a little magazine m the tower, to 
which no stranger has access 1 saw the 
officer called the Cockman, and an old cock 
he IS , when I bid him ferry me over the water 
to the island, he told me that he was but an 
inferior officer, his business being to attend 
m the tower, but if (says he) the constable, 
who then stood on the wall, will give you 
access I 11 ferry you o\ er I desired him to 
procure me the constable s permission, and I 
would reward him , but having waited some 
hours for the constable’s answer and not 
receiving any, I was obliged to return with 
out seeing this famous fort Mackntil and 
his lady being absent, was the cause of this 
difficulty, andofmy not s'‘eing the place I was 
told some weeks after, that the constable was 
very apprehensive of some design I might 
hai e m viewing the fort, and thereby to expose 
it to the conquest of a foreign power , ofw hich 
I supposed there was no great cause of fear ’ 


Note XI 

That keen knight^ De Argentine 

— P 421 

Sir Egidius, or Giles dc Argentine, was one 
of the mostaccoraplished knights of the period 
He had sen ed m the w ars of Henry of Lux- 
emburg With such high reputation that he 
was, in popular estimation, the third worthy 



Z$6 Mov^ of ($e 3^tee. 


483 


of the age Those to whom fame assigned 
recedi nee over him were, Henry of Luxem 
urg himself, and Robert Bruce Argentine 
had warred m Palestine, encountered thrice 
w ith the Saracens, and had slam tw o antago 
msts m each engagement — an easy matter 
he said, for one Christian knight to slay 
two Pagan dogs His death corresponded 
with his high character With Aymer de 
Valence, Earl of Pembroke, he was appointed 
to attend immediately upon the person of 
Edward 11 at Bannockburn When the day 
w as utterly lost they forced the king from the 
field De Argentine saw the king safe from 
immediate danger, and then took his leave 
of him , ‘ God be w ith you, sir,’ he said, ‘ it is 
not my wont to fly ’ So saying, he turned his 
horse, cried his war cry, plunged into the 
midst of the combatants, and was slain 
Baston, a rhyming monk who had been 
brought by Edward to celebrate his expected 
triumph, and who was compelled by the 
victors to compose a poem on his defeat, 
mentions with some feeling the death of Sir 
Giles de Argentine 

Arcrentett pitgtl znclyte dnlas 

P tx scuram mentem cum te sutaonbet e vidi 

‘The first line mentions the three chief re 
qmsitcs of a true knight, noble birth, valour, 
and courteousness Few Leonine couplets 
can be produced that have so much sentiment 
I wish that I could have collected more ample 
memorials concerning a character altogether 
different from modern manners Sir Giles 
d’ Argentine was a hero of romance in real 
life ’ So observes the excellent Loid Hailes 


Note XII 

‘ Ftil me ihe mighty mp f ’ he said^ 

‘ Erst own'd by royal ^omerled P 421 

A Hebridean drinking cup, of the most 
ancient and curious workmanship, has been 
long preserved in the castle of Dunvegan in 
Skye, the romantic seat of Mac Leod of Mac 
Leod, the chief of that ancient and powerful 
clan The horn of Rone More, preserv cd in 
the same familj, and recorded by Dr John 
son, is not to be compared with this piece 
of antiquity, which is one of the gieatestcun 
osities in Scotland The following is a pretty 
accurate description of its shape and dimen 
sions but cannot, I fear, be perfectly under 
stood without a drawing 
This very curious piece of antiquit} is nine 
inches and three-quarters m inside depth, and 
ten and a half m height on the outside, the 
extreme measure over the lips being four inches 
and a half The cup is divided into two parts 
by a wrought ledge, beautifully ornamented, 
about three fourths of an inch m breadth 
Beneath this ledge the shape of the cup is 


rounded off, and terminates m a flat circle, 
like that of a tea cup four short feet support 
the whole Above the projecting ledge the 
shape of the cup is nearly square, projecting 
outward at the bnm Ihe cup is made of 
wood, (oak to all appearance,) but most 
curiously wrought and embossed with silver 
work w nich projects from the v essel There 
are a number of regular projecting sockets, 
which appear to have been set w^tn stones , 
tw o or three of them still hold pieces of coral 
the rest are empty At the tour corners of 
the projecting ledge, or cornice, are four 
sockets, much larger, probably for pebbles or 
precious stones The workmanship of the 
silver is extremely elegant, and appears to 
have been highly gilded The ledgt, bnm, 
and legs of the cup are of silver The faintly 
tradition bears that it was the property of Neil 
Ghlunedhu, or Black knee But who this 
Neil was, no one pretends to say Around the 
edge of the cup is a legend, perfectly legible 
m the Saxon black letter, which seems to 
run thus 

Stfu Jahts llJRfln ^netpts II 

ISt II limkia H 

<&t ^0 ^hu (I (Elea JUarudlpa 1 

jfuert pi JJt 930 II ®ntlt ®imi 

The inscription may run thus at length 
Ufo Johanms Mich Magnt Principis de Hr' 
Manae Vich Liahia Magryneil et s/>era£ 
Domino Ihesu dart clemeniiam illorunt 
opera Fecit Anno Domtntcy^i^ Onih Oimt 
which may run in English Ufo, the son of 
John, the son of Magnus Prince of Man, the 
grandson of Liahia Macgryneil, trusts in the 
Lord Jesus that their works (1 e his own and 
those of his ancestors) will obtain mere} 
Ontil Oimi made this in the year of God 
nine hundred and ninety three 

But this version does not 1 ncludc the puzzling 
letters hr before the word Manae Within 
the mouth of the cup the letters (Jesus) 
are repeated four times From this and other 
circumstances it would seem to have been 
a chalice This circumstance may perhaps 
account fortheuseofthetwo Arabic numerals 
93 These figures were introduced by Pope 
S}lvester, A d 991, and might be used m a 
vessel formed for church service so early as 
993 The workmanship of the whole cup is 
extremely elegant, and resembles, I am told, 
antiques of the same nature preserved in 
Ireland 

The cups thus elegantly formed, and highly 
valued, were bynomeansutensilsofmcreshow 
Martin gives the following account of the 
festivals of his time, and I have heard similar 
instances of brutality in the Lowlands at no 
very distant period 

‘ The manner of drinking used by the chief 
men of the Isles is called in their language 
Streah, 1 e a Round , for the compan} sat m 
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a circle, the cup-bearer fill’d the dnnk round 
to them, and all was drank out, whate\er the 
liquor was, whether strong or \weak , they 
continued drinking sometimes twenty four 
sometimes forty-eight hours It was reckoned 
a piece ofmanhood to drink until they became 
drun k and there w ere tw o men w ith a barrow 
attending punctually on such occasions They 
stood at the door until some became drunk, 
and they carry’d them upon the barrow to 
bed, and returned again to their post as long 
as any continued fres»h, and so carried off the 
whole company, one by one, as they became 
drunk Several of my acquaintance have 
been witnesses to this custom of drinking, 
but it IS now abolished ’ 

This savage custom was not entirely done 
away within this last generation 1 have 
heard of a gentleman who happened to be a 
water drinker, and was permitted to abstain 
from the strong potations of the company 
The bearers carried away one man after 
another, till no one was left but this Scottish 
Mirglip They then came to do him the same 
good office, which, however, he declined as 
unnecessary, and proposed to walk to his 
bedroom It was a permission he could not 
obtain Never such a thing had happened, 
they said, in the castle • that it w as impossible 
but he must require their assistance at any 
rate he must submit to receive it, and carried 
him off m the barrow accordingly Aclassical 
enalty was sometimes imposed on those who 
alkea the rules of good lellowshipby evading 
their share of the banquet The same author 
continues — 

A.mong persons of distinction it was 
reckoned an affront put upon any company to 
broach a piece of wine, ale or aqua vitae, and 
not to see it all drank out at one meeting If 
any man chance to go out trom the company, 
though but for a few minutes, he is obliged, 
upon his return and before he take his seat, 
to make an apology for his absence in rhyme , 
which if he cannot perform he is liable to such 
a share of the reckoning as the company 
thinks fit to impose which custom obtains in 
many places still, and is called Bianchiz Bard, 
which, m their language, signifies the poet s 
congratulating the company ’ 

Few cups were better, at least mo»*e 
actively, employed in the rude hospitality of 
the period, than those of Dunvegan, one 
of wnich we have just described There is 
in the L^abhar Dearg, a song, intimating 
the overflowing gratitude of a bard of Clan- 
Ronald, after the exuberance of a Hebridean 
festival at the patriarchal fortress of Mac 
Leod The translation being obviously very 
literal, has greatly flattened, as I am informed, 
the enthusiastic gratitude of the ancient bard , 
and it must be owned that the works of Homer 
or Virgil to say nothing of Mac Vuirich, might 
have suffered by their transfusion through 
such a medium It is pretty plain, that when 
the tribute of poetical praise was bestowed, 
the horn\>f Rone More had not been inactive 


Upon Sir Roderic Mor Madeod^ by Ntall 
Mor MacVutrick 

‘The six nights I remained in the Dunvegan, 
it was not a show of hospitality I met with 
there, but a plentiful feast in thy fair hall 
among thy numerous host of heroes 

‘The family placed all around under the 
protection of their great chif f, raised by his 
prosperity and respect for his warlike feats, 
now enjoying the company of his friends at 
the feast, — Amidst the sound of harps, o\ er 
flow ing cups and happy youth unaccustomed 
to guile, or feud, partaking of the generous 
fare by a flaming fire 

‘Mighty Chief, liberal to all in your princely 
mansion, filled with your numerous warlike 
host, whose generous wine would oiercome 
the hardiest heroes, yet we continued to enjoy 
the feast so happy our host so generous our 
fare’ — Translated by D Macintosh 

It would be unpardonable m a modern 
bard, who has experienced the hospitality of 
Dunvegan Castle in the present day, to omit 
paying his own tribute of gratitude for a re 
reption more elegant indeed but not less 
kindly sincere, than Sir Roderick More 
himself could have afforded But Johnson 
has already described a similar scene in the 
same ancu nt patriarchal residence of the 
Lords of Mac Leod — ‘ Whatever is imaged 
in the wildest tales, if giants, diagons and 
enchantment be excepted, would be felt by 
him, w ho, wandering in themountams without 
a guide or upon the sea without a pilot 
should be earned amidst his terror and 
uncertainty, to the hospitality and elegance 
of Raasay or Dunvegan ’ 


Note XIII 

With solemn dep and stiver voand 
The Seneschal the p? esence scanned 
Of thei,e strange guests — P 421 

The Sewer, to whom, rather than the 
Seneschal the office of arranging the guests 
of an island chief appertained, was an officer 
of impoitance in the family of a Hebridean 
chief — ‘Every family had commonly two 
stewards which m their languagCj were 
called Manschal Tach the first of these 
served always at home, and was obliged to 
bt. versed in the pedigree of all the tribes, in 
the isles, and in the highlands of Scotland, 
for it was his province to assign every man 
at table his seat according to his quality , 
and this w as done without one word speaking, 
only by drawing a score with a white rod, 
which this Manschal had in his hand, before 
the person who was bid by him to sit down , 
and this was necessary to prevent disorder 
and contention , and though the Manschal 
might sometimes be mistaken, the master 
of the family incurred no censure by such an 
escape , but this custom has been laid aside 
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of late They had also cup-bearers, who 
always filled and earned the cup round the 
company, and he himself always drank on 
the first draught They had likew ise purse 
masters who kept their money Both these 
officers had an hereditary right to their office 
m writing and each of them had a town and 
land for his sen ice some of those rights 
I have seen fairly written on good parchment ’ 
—Martin’s Western Isies 


Note XIV 

the rebellious Scottish crew^ 

Who to Rath Erin's shelter drew 

With Garrick's outlaw d Chief 422 

It must be remembered by all who ha\e 
read the Scottish history, that after he had 
slain Comyn at Dumfries, and asserted his 
right to the Scottish crown, Robtrt Bruce 
was reduced to the greatest extremity by 
the English and their adherents He was 
crowned at Scone by the general consent of 
the Scottish barons, but his authority endured 
but a short time According to the phrase 
said to have been used by his wife, he was 
forthat year * a summer king, but not a winter 
one’ On the 29th March, 1306, he was 
crowned king at Scone Lpon the 19th June 
in the same year he was totally defeated at 
Metlnen, near Perth, and his most iro 
portant adherents, with few exceptions were 
either executed or compelled to embrace the 
English interest, for safety of their Ii\es and 
foi tunes After this disaster, his life was that 
of an outlaw rather than a candidate for 
monarchy He separated himself from the 
females of his retinue, whom he sent for 
safety to the castle of Kildrummie, in 
Aberdeenshire, where they afterward became 
captives to England From Aberdeenshire 
Bruce retreated to the mountainous parts of 
Breadalbane and approached the borders 
of Argyleshire Theie, as mentioned in the 
Appendix Note VIII, and moie fully m 
Note XV, he was defeated by the Lord of 
Lorn, who had assumed arms against him 
m revenue of the death of his relative, John 
the Red Comyn Escaped from this peril, 
Bruce, with his few attendants, subsisted 
by hunting and fishing until the weather 
compelled them to seek better sustenance 
and shelter than the Highland mountains 
afforded With great difficulty they crossed 
from Rowardennan probably, to the w estern 
banks of Lochlomond, partly in a miserable 
boat, and partly by swimming The valiant 
and loyal Earl of Lennox, to vvnose territories 
they had now found their way welcomed 
them with tears, but was unable to assist 
them to make an effectual head The Lord 
of the Isles, then in possession of great part 
of Canty re, receiv ed the fugitive monai ch and 
future restorer of his country s independence, 
in his castle of Dunnaverty, in that district 
But treason, says Barbour, was so general, 


that the King durst not abide there Accord- 
ingly, with the remnant of his followers, 
Bruce embarked for Rath Erin, or Rachrine, 
the Recina of Ptolemy, a small island, lying 
almost opposite to the shores of Bally castle, 
on the coast of Ireland The islanders at 
first fled from their new and armed guests 
but upon some explanation submitted them- 
selves to Bruce’s sovereignty He resided 
among them until the approach of spring 
1^07, when he again returned to Scotland, 
with the desperate resolution to reconquer 
ins kingdom or perish m the attempt The 
progress of his success, from its commence- 
ment to Its completion, forms the brightest 
period m Scottish history 


Note XV 

The Brooch of Lorn 422 
It has been generally mentioned in the 
preceding notes, that Robert Bruce, after lus 
defeat at Methven, being hard pressed by the 
English, endeavoured with the dispirited 
lemnant of his followers, to escape from 
Breadalbane and the mountains of Perthshire 
into the Argyleshire Highlands But he was 
encountered and repulsed after a very severe ' 
engagement, by the Lord of Lorn Bruce s 
personal strength and courage were never 
displayed to greater ad\ antage than in this 
conflict There is a tradition in the family of 
the Mac Dougals of Lorn, that their chieftain 
engaged in personal battle with Bruce himself, 
while the latter was employed in piotectmg 
the retreat of his men , that Mac Dougal was 
struck down by the king whose strength of 
body was equal to his vigour of mind^ ai d 
would have been slam on the spot, hacl not 
two of Lorn s vassals a father and son, w hoixi 
tradition terms Mac Keoch rescued mm, by 
seizing the mantle of the monarch, and 
dragging him from above his adversary 
Bruce rid himself of these foes by two blows 
of his redoubted battle axe, but w as so closely 
ressed by the other followers of Lorn, that 
e was forced to abandon the mantle, and 
brooch which fastened it, clasped in the dying 
gp-asp of the Mac Keochs \ studded brooch 

s^id to have been that which King Robert 
lost upon this occasion, was long preserved 
m the family of Mac Dougal and was lost in 
a fire which consumed their temporary 
residence 

The metrical history of Barbour throws an 
air of credibility upon the tradition, although 
it does not entirely coincide cither in the 
names or number of the vassals by whom 
Bruce was assailed and makes no mention 
of the personal danger of Lorn, or of the loss 
of Bruce's mantle The last circumstance, 
indeed, might be warrantably omitted 

According to Barbour, the Kmg, w ith his 
handful of followers, not amounting probably 
to three hundred men, encountered Lorn with 
about a thousand Argyleshire men, in Glen- 
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Doucliart, at the head of Breadalbane, near 
Tcyndrum The place of action is still called 
Dairy, or the King’s Field The field of 
battle was unfavourable to Bruce’s adherents, 
who were chiefly men at arms Many of the 
horses were slain by the long poleaxes, of 
which the Argyleshire Scotti^ had learned 
the use from the Norwegians At length 
Bruce commanded a retreat up a narrow and 
difficult pass he himsdf bringing up the rear, 
and repeatedly turning and driving back the 
more venturous assailants Lorn, observing 
the skill and valour used by his enemy m 
protecting the retreat of his followers, ‘Me 
thinks, Murthokson,’ said he addressing one 
of hts followers, ‘he resembles Gol Mak 
morn, protecting his followers from Fmgal ’ 

- — ‘A most unworthy comparison,’ observes 
the Archdeacon of Aberdeen unsuspicious 
of the future fame of these names, ‘he might 
with more propriety hai e compared the King 
to Sir Gaudefer de Layrs protecting the foi 
agers of Gadyrs against the attacks of Alex 
ander ’ Two brothers the strongest among 
Lorn’s followers, whose names Barbour 
calls Mackjn Drosser, (interpreted Dunvard, 
or Porterson ) resoh ed to nd their chief of 
this formidable foe A third person (perhaps 
the Mac Kcoch of the family tradition) as 
sociated himself with them for this purpose 
They watched their opportunity until Bruce s 
party had entered a pass between a lake 
(Loch Dochart probably) and a precipice 
wliere the King, who was the last of the 
party, had scarce room to manage his steed 
Here his three foes sprung upon him at once 
One seized his bridle but received a wound 
which hewed off his arm, a second grasped 
Bruce hy the stirrup and leg and endeav cured 
to dismount him, but the £.mg, putting spurs 
to his horse, threw him down, still holding 
by the stirrup The third, taking advantage 
of an acclivity, sprung up behind him upon 
his horse Bruce, however, whose personal 
strength is umtormly mentioned as ex 
ceeding that of most men, extricated himself 
from his grasp, threw him to the ground, and 
cleft his skull with his sword By similar 
exertion he drew the stirrup fiom his. grasp 
whom he had overthrown, and killed him 
also with his sword as he lay among tlif 
horse’s feet The story seems romantic, but 
this was the age of romantic exploit , and it 
must be remembered that Bruce was armed 
cap-apie, and the assailants were half dad 
mountaineers Barbour adds the following 
circumstance, highly characteristic of the 
sentiments of chivalry MacNaughton, a 
Baron of Cowal pointed out to the Lord of 
Lorn the deeds of valour which Bruce 
performed m this memorable retreat, with 
the highest expressions of admiration It 
seems to give thee pleasure,’ said Lorn, ‘that 
be makes such havoc among our friends 
*Not so, by my faith,* rephedMac Naughton , 
*but be he mend or foe who achieves high 
deeds of chivalry, men should bear faithful 


witness to his valour and nev er have I heard 
of one, who, by his knightly feats, has extn 
rated nimself from such dangers as hav e this 
day surrounded Bruce ’ 


Note XVI 

XVf ou^ht and chased with rat e dt.vtce, 
Studded fair with gents of'^rice — B 422 

Great art and expense was bestowed upon 
the fibula, or brooch, which secured the 
plaid when the wearer was a person of 
importance Martin mentions having seen 
a silver brooch of a hundred marks value 
‘ It v\ as broad as any ordinary pewter plate, 
the whole curiously engrav^cn with various 
animals, &c There was a lesser buckle, 
which was wore in the mid 11c of the larger, 
and above two ounces weight, it had m 
the centre a large piece of crystal, or some 
finer stone, and this was set all round with 
several finer stones of a lesser size ’ — VUestern 
Islands Pennant has given an engraving 
of such a brooch as Martin describes, ana 
the workmanship of which is very elegant 
It IS said to have belonged to the family of 
Lochbuy— See PENNANTS Xour^ vol m 
P H 


Note XVII 

Vatn was then the Douglas brand, 

Vatn the Campbells vaunttd hand — P 423 

The gallant Sir James called the Good 
Lord Douglas the most faithful and valiant 
of Bruce s adheients was wounded at the 
battle of Dalrv Sir N igel, or Neil Campbell, 
was also m that unfoitunate skiimish He 
married Marjorie, sister to Robert Bruce, 
and was among his most faithful follovveis 
In a manuscript account of the house of 
Argyle, supplied, it would seem, as materials 
for Archbishop Spottiswoode’s History of the 
Church of Scotland, I find the following 
passage concerning Sir Niel Campbell — 
‘Moreover when all the nobles m Scotland 
had left King Robert after his hard success, 
yet this noble knight was most faithful, and 
shrmked not, as it is to be seen m an indenture 
bearing thei.e words — Memorandum quod 
cum ab tncarnaiwne Domini 130S con 
ventum fuit et concordatum inter tiobiles 
viros Domtnum Alexandrum de Seaioun 
nnliiem et Domtnum Gilbertum de Haye 
mthtem et Domtnum Nigellum Campbell 
militem aPud monasiertum de Can bus 
kenneth 9® Sepiembrts qut iacia sancia 
euchartsia, tnagnoque jurantenio facto, jura 
runt se debet elibertatem regnt et Robertum 
nuper re^em cot onatum contra omnes 
mortales Ft an cos Anglos Scotos defendere 
usque ad uliimum iermtnum vitae ipsorum 
Their sealles are appended to the indenture 
m greene wax, togithir with the seal of 
Gulfrid, Abbot of Cambuskenneth ’ 
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Note XVIII 

When Comyn fell beneath the kmfe 

Of that fell homicide The Bruce — P 419 

Vam Kirkpatrick's bloody dirk 

Making sure of murder s work — P 423 

F\cry reader must recollect that the 
proximate cause of Bruces asserting hts 
right to the crown of Scotland, was the death 
of John, called the Red Cora>n The causes 
of this act of violence equally extiaordinary 
from the high rank both of the perpetrator 
and sufferer, and from the place where the 
slaughter was committed, are tanously re 
lated by the Scottish and English historians, 
and cannot now be ascertained The fact 
that they met at the high altar of the 
Minorites, or-Greyfnars’ Church in Dumfries, 
that their difference broke out into high ana 
insulting language, and that Bruce drew his 
dagger and stabbed Comyn, is certain 
Rushing to the door of the church, Bruce 
init two poweiful barons, Kirkpatrick of 
Closebum, and James de Lindsay, who 
eagirly asked him what tuiings’ ‘Bad 
tufings,’ answered Bruce, ‘I doubt I have 
slam Comyn ' — ‘Doubtest thou^’ said Kirk 
patiick, ‘I make sicker!* (i e sure) ‘With 
these words, he and Lindsaj rushed into the 
church, and despatched the wounded Comyn 
The Kirkpatricks of Closeburn assumed, m 
me inory of this deed, a hand holding a dagger, 
w ith the memorable words, I make sicker 
Some doubt ha\ ing been started by the late 
Lord Hailes as to the identity of the Kirk 
Patrick who completed this day’s work with 
Sir Roger, then representatn e of the ancient 
family of Closeburn my kind and ingenious 
fru nd Mr Charles Kirkpatricke Sharpe, has 
funushed me with thefollowing memorandum, 
which appears to fix the deed with his 
ancestor — 

‘The circumstances of the Regent Cum 
mm’s murder, from which the family of 
Kirkpatrick, m Nithsdale, is said to nave 
derived its crest and motto, are well knowm 
to all conversant with Scottish history, but 
Lord Hailes has started a doubt as to the 
authenticity of this tradition, w hen recording 
the murder of Roger Kirkpatrick, in his own 
Castle of Caerlac crock, by Sir J ames Lindsay 
“Fordun,” says his Lordship, “remarks that 
Lindsay and Kirkpatrick were the heirs of 
the two men who accompanied Robert Brus 
at the fatal conference with Comyn If 
Fordun was rightly informed as to this 
particular, an ar^ment arises, in support of 
a notion which I nave long entertained, that 
the person who struck h is dagger in Comyn s 
heart, was not the representatn e of the 
honourable family of Kirkpatrick in Niths 
dale Roger de K was made prisoner at 
the battle of Durham, in 1346 Roger de 
Kirkpatrick was ah\e on the 6th of August, 
1357, o*' ^^**'*^ Humphry, the son 

and heir of Roger de K , is proposed as one j 
of the young gentlemen who were to be 


hostages for Da\id Bruce Roger de K 
Miles was present at the parliament held at 
Edinburgh, 2<f;th September, 1357, and he is 
mentioned as alne 3rd October, 
{Foedera)^ it follows, of necessary consc 
quence, that Roger de K , murdered in June 
1357, must have been a different person** — 
Annals of Scotland^ \o\ 11 p 242 

‘To this it may be answered, that at the 
period of the regents murder there were 
only two families of the name of Kirkpatrick 
pearly allied to each other) m existence— 
Stephen Kirkpatrick, styled in the Chartulary 
of Kelso {isjSyDontinus villaede Closeburn^ 
Fihuset haeres Domtm Ade de Kirkpatrick^ 
MilitiSf (whose father Ivone dc Kirkpatrick, 
witnesses a charter of Robert Brus, Lord of 
Annandale, before the year 1141) had two 
sons, Sir Roger who earned on the line of 
Closeburn, and Duncan who married Isobel, 
daughter and heiress of Sir David Torthor 
wald of that Ilk, they had a charter of the 
lands of Torthorwald from King Robert Brus, 
dated loth August, the year being omitted— 
Umphray, the son of Duncan and Isobel, 
got a charter of Torthorwald from the 
King i6th July, 1322 — his son, Roger of 
Torthorwald, got a charter from John the 
Grahame, son of Sir John Graname of 
Moskessen, of an annual rent of 40 shillings, 
out of the lands of Overdry ft, 1353 — his son, 
William Kirkpatrick, grants a charter to 
John of Garroch, of the twa merk land of 
Glengip and Ganellgill, within the tenement 
of Wamphray, 22nd April, 1372 From tin*., 
It appears that the Torthorwald brinch was 
not concerned in the affair of Comyn’s 
murder, and the inflictions of Providence 
which ensued Duncan Kirkpatrick, if we 
are to believe the Blind Minstrel, was the 
firm friend of Wallace, to whom he was 
related — 

Ane Kyrk Patrick that cruel was and keyne 
In Esdail wod that half yer he had beyne 
With Insfliss men he couth nocht wcyll accordi. 

Off Torthorowald he Barron was anti Lord 
Off kyn he was and Wallace modyr ner — &.c 
Bk V V 9'’0 

But this Baron seems to have had no share 
the adv entures of King Robert , the crest 
of his family, as it still remains on a ca-vedf 
stone built into a cottage wall, in the village 
of Torthorwald, bears some resemblance^ 
says Grose, to a rose 

* Universal tradition, and all our later 
historians hav e attributed the regent s death- 
blow to Sir Roger K of Closeburn The 
author of the MS History of the Presbyteiy 
of Penpont, in the Advocates’ Library, 
affirms, that the crest and motto were given 
by the King on that occasion , and proceeds 
to relate some circumstances respecting 
a grant to a cottager and his wife m the 
vicinity of Closeburn Castle, which are 
certainly authentic, and strongly vouch for 
the truth of the other report— “The steep 
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hill,” (says he,) “called the Dune of Tynron, 
of a considerable height, upon the top of 
which there hath been some habitation or 
fort There have been in ancient times, on 
all hands of it, \ery thick woods, and great 
about that place, which made it the moie 
inaccessible, into which K Ro Bruce is said 
to have been conducted by Rogtr Kirkpatrick 
of Closeburn, after they had killed the Cumin 
at Dumfriess, which is nine miles fiora this 
place, whereabout it is probable that he did 
abide for some time thereafter and it is 
reported, that during his abode there, he did 
often duert to a poor man s cottage named 
Brownng, situate in a small parcel of stoney 
ground, encompassed w ith thick woods, w here 
he was content sometimes with such mean 
accommodation as the place could afford 
The poor man s wife being advised to petition 
the King for somewhat, was so modest in her 
desires, that she sought no more but security 
for the croft in her husband s possession, and 
a liberty of pasturage for a lery few cattle 
of different kinds on the hill and the rest of 
the bounds Of w Inch pri\ ilcdge that ancient 
family, by the injury of time, hath a long 
time been, and is, deprned but the croft 
continues m the possession of the heirs and 
successours lineally descended of this Brown 
ng and Ins wife, so that this family, being 
more ancient than rich, doth yet continue 
in the name, and, as they say, retains the old 
charter” — MS History of ihe Ptesbyiery 
of Penpont^ in ike Aavocaies' Libraty of 
Edinburgh ’ 


Note XIX 

Bai endotanfed fast away. 

Fled ihe fiery De la Haye — P 423 

These kniglits are enumerated by Barbour 
among the small number of Bruce's adherents, 
who remained in arms with him after the 
battle of Meth\en 

With him VI "IS a bold baron 

Schyr Willniu the Baroundoun 

Schyr Gilbert de la Haye alsua 

There were more than one of the noble famil/ 
of Hay engaged in Bruces cause, but the 
principal was Gilbert de U Haye, Lord of 
Brrol, a stanch adherent to King Robert’s 
interest and whom he rewarded by creating 
liim hereditary Loid High Constable of 
Scotland, a title winch he used i6th March, 
1308, where, in a letter from the peers of 
Scotland to Philip the Fair of France, he is 
designed Gilbertus de Hay ConsiabiFarms 
Scotiae He was slam at the battle of 
Hahdoun hill Hugh de la Have, his brother, 
was made prisoner at the battle of Methven 


Note XX 

Well hast thou framed. Old Man, thy 
strains. 

To praise the hand that pays iky patn't 
— P 423 

The character of the Highland bards 
however high in an earlier period of society 
seems soon to have degenerated The Irish 
affirm that m their kindred tribes severe laws 
became necessary to restrain their avarice 
In the Highlands they seem gradually to 
have sunk into contempt, as well as the 
orators, or men of speech, with whose office 
that of family poet was often united —‘The 
orators m their language called Isdane, 
were in high esteem both m these islands 
and the continent, until withm these forty 
j ears, they sat alwa>s among the nobles and 
chiefs of families in the streah, or circle Their 
houses and little villages were sanctuaries, 
as well as churches, and they took place 
before doctors of physick The orators, 
after the Druids were extinct, were brought 
m to preserve the genealogy of families, and 
to repeat the same at evtty succession of 
cliiefs, and upon the occasion of marriages 
and births, they made t pithalaimums and 
panegyricks which the poet or bard pro- 
nounced The orators, by the force of tneir 
eloquence, had a powerful ascendant over 
the greatest men m their time, for if any 
orator did but ask the habit, arms, horse, or 
any other thing belonging to the greatest 
man in these islands, it was readily granted 
them, sometimes out of respect, and some 
times for fear of being exclanned against by 
a sat j re, which, m those dajs, was reckoned 
a great dishonour But these gentlemen 
becoming insolent, lost ever since both the 
profit and esteem which was formerly due to 
their character , for neither their paneg) 1 icks 
nor sat} res. are regarded to what they have 
been, and they aie now allowed but a small 
salary I must not omit to relate their way 
of study, which is very singular They shut 
their doors and windows for a day’s time, 
and lie on their backs, with a stone upon 
their bellv, and plads about their heads, and 
their fwes being covered they pump their 
brainsfor rhetorical encomium or pancgyrick , 
and indeed they furnish such a style fiom 
this dark cell as is understood by very few , 
and if they purchase a couple of horses as 
the reward of their meditation, they think 
they have done a great matter The poet, 
or "bard, had a title to the bridegroom’s 
upper garb, that is, the plad and bonnet, but 
now he is satisfied with what the bridegroom 

S leases to give him on such occasions' — 
lARTiN’s Western Isles 


Note XXI 

Was '/ not enough to Ronalds bower 
1 brought thee. Tike a pat amour — P 426 
It was anciently customary m the High 
lands to bring the bride to the house of the 
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husband Nay, in some cases the com 
plaisance \ias stretched so far, that she 
remained thereupon trial for a twelvemonth 
and ♦he bridegroom, even after this period 
of cohabitation, retained an option of refusing 
to fulfil his engagement It is said that 
a desperate feud ensued between the clans of 
Mac Donald of Sleate and Mac Leod, owing 
to the former chief having availed himself 
of this license to send back to Dunvegan 
a sister, or daughter of the latter Mac Leod, 
resenting the indignity, obseived, that since 
there was no wedding bonfire, there should 
be one to solemnize the divorce Ac 
cordmgly, he burned and laid waste the 
territories of MacDonald, who retaliated, 
and a deadly feud, with all its accompani 
ments, took place in form 


Note XXII 

Since matchless Wallace Jii st had been 
In 7 nock ry crown'd with wreaths of green 
— P 426 

Stow gives the following curious account 
of the trial and execution of this celebrated 
patriot — William Wallace, who had oft 
times set Scotland in great trouble, was 
taken and brought to London with great 
numbers of men and women wondering 
upon him He was lodged in the house of 
\\Mliam Delect, a citizen of London, in 
Fenchurch street On the morrow, being 
the e\e of St Bartholomew, he was brought 
on horseback to Westminster JohnLegrave 
and Geffrey, knights, the mayor, sheriffs, 
and aldermen of London and many others, 
both on horseback and on foot, accompanying 
him, and in the great hall at Westminster, 
he being placed on the south bench, crowned 
with laurel, for that he had said in times past 
that he ought to bear a crown in that hall, 
as It was commonly reported, and being 
appeached for a traitor bj'^ Sir Peter Malone, 
the king's justice, he answered that he was 
never traitor to the King of England , but 
for other things whereof ne was accused, he 
confessed them, and was after headed and 
quartered ’—Stow, Chr p 209 There is 
something singularly doubtful about the 
mode in which Wallace w as taken That he 
was betrayed to the English is indubitable, 
and popular fame charges Sir John Menteith 
With the indelible infamy ‘Accursed,’ says 
Arnold Blair, ‘ be the day of nativity of John 
de Menteith, and may his name be struck 
out of the book of life ’ But John de Menteith 
was all along a zealous favourer of the 
English interest, and was go\ ernor of Dum 
barton Castle by commission from Edward 
the birst, and therefore, as the accurate 
Lord Hailes has obsened, could not be the 
friend and confidant of Wallace, as tradition 
states him to be The truth seems to be, 
that Menteith, thoroughly engaged in the 


English interest, pursued Wallace closely, 
and made him prisoner through the treacheiy 
of an attendant, whom Peter Langtoft calls 
Jack Short 

William Waleis is nomen that master w vs of theves 
J idmgf to the king is comen that robbery mtscheives 
Sir John of Menetest sued William so nigli 
He tok him when he weend least, on night his 
leman him by 

That was through treason of fad Short his man 
He was the encheson that Sir John so him ran 
Jack s brother had he shin the Wvlleis thvt is said 
The more Jack was fain to do William that braid 

From this it would appear that the infamy 
of seizing "Wallace, must rest between a de 
generate Scottish nobleman, the v assal of 
England, and a domestic, the obscure agent 
of his treachery, between Sir John Menteith, 
son of Walter, Earl of Menteith, and the 
traitor Jack Short 


Note XXIII 

VI' here'' s Ntgel Bruce '> and De la Haye^ 

And valiant Seton — where are they > 

Where Somerville^ the kind and free ^ 

And Fraser^ flower of chivalry ^ 

— P 426 

When these lines were written, the author 
was remote from the means of correcting his 
indistinct recollection concerning the indi 
vidual fate of Bruces followers, after the 
battle of Methven Hugh de la Haye, and 
Thomas Somerv ille of Lmloun and Cow dally, 
ancestor of Lord Somerville were both made 
prisoners at that defeat, but neither was 
executed 

Sir Nigel Bruce was the younger brother 
of Robert to whom he committed the charge 
of his w lie and daughter, Manorie, and the 
defence of his strong castle of Kildrummie, 
near the head of the Don, in Aberdeenshire 
Kildrummie long resisted the arms of the 
Earls of Lancaster and Hereford, until the 
magazine was treacherously burnt The gar- 
rison was then compelled to surrender at 
discretion, and Nigel Bruce, a youth remark- 
able for personal beauty, as well as for 
gallantry fell into the hands of the unre- 
lenting Edward He v\as tried by a special 
dsmmission at Berwick, was condemned, and 
executed 

Christopher Seatoun shared the same un- 
fortunate fate He also was distinguished 
by personal v^alour, and signalized liimself 
in the fatal battle of Methv en Robert Bi-uce 
adventured his person in that battle like a 
knight of romance He dismounted Aymer 
de Valence, Earl of PembrokCj but w as m 
his turn dismounted by Sir Philip Mowbray 
In this emergence Seatoun came to his aid, 
and remounted him Langtoft mentions, 
that in this battle the Scottish wore white 
surplices, or shirts, over their armour that 
those of rank might not be known In this 
manner both Bruce and Seatoun escaped 
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But the latter was afterwards betrayed to 
the English, through means, according to 
Barbour, of one MacNab, ‘a disciple of Judas, 
in whom the. unfortunate knight reposed 
entire confidence. There was some peculi- 
arity respecting his punishment; because, 
according to Matthew of Westminster, he 
was considered not as a Scottish subject, but 
an Englishman. He was therefore taken to 
Dumfries, where he was tried, condemned, 
and executed, for the murder of a soldier 
slain by him. His brother, John de Seton, 
had the same fate at Newcastle ; both were 
considered as accomplices in the slaughter 
of Comyn, but in what manner they were 
particularly accessory to that deed does not 
appear 

fate of Sir Simon Frazer, or Frizel, 
ancestor of the family of Lovat, is dwelt 
upon at great length, and \yith savage exulta- 
tion, by the English historians. This knight, 
who was renowned for personal gallantry, 
and high deeds of chivalry, was also made 
prisoner, after a gallant defence, m the battle 
of Mcthven. Some stanzas of a ballad ot the 
times, which, for the sake of rendering it 
intelligible. I have translated out of its rude 
orthography, give minute particulars of Ins 
fate. It was written immediately at the 
period, for it mentions the Earl of Atliole as 
not yet in custody. It was first published 
by the indefatigable Mr. Ritson, but wnth so 
many contractions and pecuhanties ot char- 
acter, as to render it illegible, excepting by 
antiquaries. 

•This was before Saint Bartholomew’s mass, 

That Frizel was y-taken, were it more taher less, 

To Sir Thomas of Multon. gentil baron and free, 
And to Sir Johan Jose be-take tho was he 
To hand 

He was y-fettered wele 
Both with iron and with steel 

To briugen of Scotland. 

Soon thereafter the tiding to the king come. 

He sent him to London. ^ 

He came in at Newgate, I tell you it ovi a-phglit, 

A garland of leaves on his head 

For he should be y-^now. 

Both of high and of low. 

For traitour I w-een. 

Y-fettercd were his legs under his horse s 

Botl I with iron and with steel mancled were his hoii , 

A garland of pervyuki set upon his heveds. 

Much was the power that him was bereyed. 

In land. 

So God me amend. 

Little he ween'd , . . 

So to be brought m hand 

This was upon our lady’s even, forsooth I under- 

The iustices sate for the knights of Scotland, _ 

Sir 1 h'omas of Multon, an kinds ^ 'Y^e, 

And Sir Ralph of Sandwich that mickle is told in 

And Sir Johan Abel, 

Moe I might tell by tale 

Both of great and of small 

Ye know sooth well. 


Then said the justice, that gentil is and free, _ 

Sir Simon Frizel the king s trailer hast thou be , 

In ivater and in land that mony migUten see, 

What savst thou thereto, how will thou epute thee, 

Do say. 

So foul he him wist. 

Nedc war on trust 

For to say nay. 

With fetters and with gives 1 y-hnt he ivas to-draw 
From the Tower of Loudon that many men might 
know, 

In a kirtle of burel, a selcoiith wise, 

And n garland on hia Load of 

Many men of England 

For to sec Symoiid 

Thitherward can leap. 

Though he cam to the gallows first he was on hung, 
All qiiick beheaded that him thought long 
Then he was y-opened, bis bowels y breml 
The heved to Loiidon-briclgc wa^ send 

To shende. 

So evermore mote I the, 

Some ivhilc weened he 

Thus little to stand 

Fie rideth through the city, as I tell uiay, _ 

With j^anieu and witli solace that was tiieu plciy, 

To London-bridge he took the w.iy, 

Mony was the wives child that thereon lacketh a 

And said, alas 1 
That he was y-boru 
And so vilely forelorn, 

So fair man he was. 

Now standeth the heved above the tu-brigge, 

Fast by 'Wallace sooth for to segge ; 

After succour of Scotland long may jie pry, 

And after help of France what halt it to he, 

I ween, 

Better him were in Scotland, 

With his axe in his hand. 

To play on the green, ice. 

The preceding stanzas contain probably as 
minute an account as can bo tqund of the 
trial and execution of state criminals ot the 
period. Superstition mingletl its horrors with 
those of a ferocious state policy, as appears 
from the following singular narrative 

‘The Friday next, before the assumption 
of Our Lady, King Edward met ^ 

Bruce at Saint Johnstoune, in Scotland, and 
with his company, of which 
Edward quelde seven thousand. When 
Robert the Bruce saw this mischief, and gan 
to flee, and hov’d him that men might not 
him find ; but S. Siinond Frisell pursued was 
so sore, so that he turned aj^am and abode 
bataille for he was a worthy kmght and 
a bolde of bodye, and 

suede him sore on every side, and quelde the 
steed that Sir Simon Frisell rode upon, and 
then toke him and led him to the hosL And 
S Svmond began for to flatter and speke 
fair, and saide,^Lordys I shall give you four 
thousand markes of silver, and myne horse 
and harness, and all my armoure and income. 
Tho’ answered Thobaude of Phenes, that 
was the kinges archer, Now, God me so 
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helpe, It IS for nought that thou speakest, for 
all the gold of England I would not let thee 
go without commandment of King Edward 
And tho’ he was led to the King, and the 
King would not see him, but commanded to 
lead him away to his doom in London, on 
Our Lady’s even nativ itj And he W'as hung 
and drawn, and his head smitten off, ana 
hanged again with chains of iron upon the 
allows., and his head was set at London 
ridge upon a spear, and against Christmas 
the body was burnt, for encheson (reasott) 
that the men that kei ped the body saw many 
devils ramping with iron crooks, running 
upon the gallows, and horribly tormenting 
the body And many that them saw, anon 
thereafter died for dread, or waxen mad, or 
sore sickness they had ’ — MS Chronicle tn 
the British Museum quoted by Riison 


Note XXIV 

Was not the life of Athole shed 
To soothe the tyrant's sicken'd bed ? 

— P 427 

John de Strathbogie, Earl of Athole, had 
attempted to escape out of the kingdom, but 
a storm cast him upon the coast, when he 
was taken, sent to London and executed 
with circumstances of gieat barbari^, being 
first half strangled, then kl down from the 
gallows while vet alive barbarously dis 
membered, mci hia body burnt It may 
sui prise the leader to learn, that this was 
a mitigated punishment , for in respect that 
his mother was a grand daughter of King 
John, by his natural son Richard, he was not 
draw n on a sledge to execution, ‘ that point 
was forgiven ’ and he made the passage on 
horseback Matthew of Westminster tells 
us that King Edward, then extremely ill, 
received great ease from the news that his 
relativ e w as appr< hen ded ‘ Quo audito^ Rex 
Angliae^ etsi g> uvissimo morbo tunc Ian 
guerei^ levins iamen tulit dolorem ’ To 
this singular exoression the text alludes 


Note XXV 

And mu^i his word^ till dying day 

Be nought but quarter^ hangy and slay ' 
— P 427 

This alludes to a passage in Barbour, 
singularly expressiv e of the vindictiv e spirit 
of Edward 1 The prisoners taken at the 
castle of Kildrummie had surrendered upon 
condition that they should be at Ki ng Edward’s 
dispo&al ‘ But his will,’ says Barbour, ‘ wa* 
always evil towards Scottisnmen ’ The news 
of the surrender of Kildrummie arrived when 
he was m his mortal sickness at Burgh upon 
Sands 


And when he to the death was near 

The folk that at Kyldromy wer 

Come wi h prisoners that they had tane 

And sj ne to the king- are gane 

And for to comfort him they tauld 

How they the castoll to them yauld 

And how they till his will were brought 

To do off that whatever he thought 

And ask d what men should off them do 

Then look d he angrjly them to 

He said grinning HANGS AND DRAWS 

That was wonder of sic saws 

That he that to the death was near 

Should answer upon sic manor 

Forouteu moaning and mercy 

How might he trust on him to cry 

That sooth fastly dooms all thing 

To have mercy for his crying 

Off him that throw his felony 

Into bic point had no mercy’ 

There was much truth in the Leonine 
couplet, w ith w hich Matthew of Westminster 
concludes his encomium on the first Edward — 

Scotos Edwardus dum vi\it suppeditavit 
Tcnuit affliMt depressit dilaniavit 


Note XXVI 

While I the blessed cross advance 
And expiate tins unhappy chance 
In PalestinCy v.ith sword atid lance 
~P 428 

Bruce uniformly professed, and probably 
fi.lt, compunction for having violated the 
sanctuary ot the church by the slaughter of 
Comyn , and finally in his last hours, in 
testimony of his faith, penitence, and zeal, 
he requested James Lord Douglas to can-} 
hi& heart to Jerusalem, to be there deposited 
in the Holy Sepulchre 


Note XXVII 

Te Bf uce f I rose with purpose dr ead 

To speak my curse upon thy head 

— P 428 

So soon as the notice of Corny n’s slaughter 
reached Rome, Bruce and his adherents were 
excommunicated It was published first by 
the Archbishop of York, and renewed at 
different times, particularly by Lambyrton, 
Bishop of bt Andrews, m 1308, but it does 
not appear to have answered the purpose 
w Inch the English monarch expected Indeed, 
for reasons which it may be difficult to trace 
the thunders of Rome descended upon the 
Scottish mountains with less effect than in 
more fertile countries Probably the com- 
parative pov erty of the benefices occasioned 
that fewer foreign clergy settled in Scotland , 
and the interest of the native churchmen were 
linked with that of their countiy Many of 
the Scottish prelates, Lambyrton the primate 
particularly, declared for Bruce, vvhile he 
was yet under the ban of the church, although 
he afterwards again changed sides 
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Note XXVIII 

Jful within mine aged hyeast 
A Power that will not be rebt ess^d 

-P 428 

Bruce, like other heroes, observed omens, 
and one is recorded bj tradition Aftt r he 
had retreated to one of the miserable places 
of shelter in which he could venture to take 
some repose after his disasters, helay stretc hed 
upon a handful of straw, and abandoned him 
self to his melancholy meditations He had 
now been defeated four times, and was upon 
the point of resolving to abandon all hopes 
of further opposition to his fate, and to go to 
the Holy Land It chanced his eye, while 
he was thus pondering, was attracted b> the 
exertions of a spider, who, m order toliv his 
web, endeavoured to swing himself from one 
beamtoanother abovehishead Involuntanlv 
he became interested in the pertinacity with 
which the insect renewed his exertions, after 
failing six times , and it occurred to him that 
he w ould decide his own course according to 
the success or failure of the spider At the 
seventh effort the insect gained his object, 
and Bruce, in like manner, persexered and 
earned his own Hence it has been held 
unlucky or ungrateful, or both, in one of the 
name of Bruce to kill a spider 
The Archdeacon of Auerdeen, instead of 
the abbot of this tale, introduces an Irish 
Pythoness, who not only predicted his good 
fortune as he left the island of Rachnn but 
sent her two sons along with him, to ensure 
her own family a share in it 

Then in schort time men mycht thaim se 
Schute aU thair calayis to tlie se 
And ber to se baith ayr and ster 
And othyr thmgis that mystiri wer 
A.nd as the king apon the sand 
Wes gangand wp and doun bidand2 
Till that ms menye redy war 
His ost come rycht till him thar 
And quhen tint scho him haljst had 
And pnw^ spek till him scho made 
And said fakis gud kep till my saw 
For or ye pass I sail yow schaw 
OIF your forioun a gret party 
Bot our all speceally 

A wyttrmg her I sail yow ma ^ 

g uhat end that your purposs sail ta 
or m this land is nane trewly 
Wate thingis to cum sa weill as I 
Ye pass now furth on your wiage 
To wenge the harms and the owtrag 
That Ingltss men has to yow done 
Bot ye wat nocht quhatksme forton 
Ve mon drey m your werraying 
Bot wyt ye weill with outyn lesing 
That fra ye now haiff takyn land 
Wane sa raychty na sa strenth thi of hand 
Sail ger yow pass owt of j our country 
Till all to yow abandown^ be 
With in schort tyme ye be king 
And haifFthe land atyour likmg 
And ourcum your fayis all 
Bot fele anoyis thole ye sail, 


1 Needful 8 Biding, waiting 


Or that your purposs end haifFtane 
Bot ye sail thaim ourdryve ilkane 
And that ye trow this sekerly 
My twa sonnys with yow sail I 
Send to tak part of your trawaill 
tor I wate weill thai sail nocht faill 
To be rewardyt weill at rycht 
Quhen ye ar heyit to yowr mycht ’ 

Barbour s Book HI v 


Note XXIX 

A hunted wanderer on the wild 
On foreign shores a man exiVd 

— P 428 

This IS not metaphorical The echoes of 
Scotland did actually 

ring 

ith the bloodhounds that bayed for her fu4,itive 
king 

A very curious and romantic tale is told 
by Barbour upon this subject, which may be 
abridged as follows — 

When Bruce had again got footing in Scot 
land in the spnng of 1307, he continued to be 
in a very weak and precarious condition, 
gaming, indeed, occasional advantagei., but 
obliged to fly before his enemies whenever 
they assembled in force Upon one occasion, 
while he was Ijing with a small party m the 
wilds of Cumnodc, in Ayrshire, Aymer de 
Valence, Dari of Pembroke, with his in 
veterate foe John of Lorn, came against him 
suddenly with eight hundred Highlanders, 
besides a large body of men at arms They 
brought with them a slough dog, or blood 
hound which, some say, had been once a 
favourite w ith the Bruce himself, and there 
fore was least likely to lose the trace 
Bruce, w hose force was under four hundred 
men continued to make head against the 
cavalry, till the men of Lorn had nearlj cut 
off his retreat Perceiving the danger of his 
situation, he acted as the celebrated and ill 
requited Mina is said to have done in similar 
circumstances He divided his force into 
three parts, appointed a place of rendezvous 
and commanded them to retreat by different 
routes But when John of Lorn armed at 
the spot where they divided, he caused the 
hound to be put upon the trace, whicli im 
mediately directed him to the pursuit of that 
party which Brace headed This, therefore, 
Lorn pursued with his whole force, paying 
no attention to the others The king again 
subdivided his small body into three parts, 
and With the same result, for the pursuers 
attached themselves exclusively to that which 
he led in person He then caused his followei s 
to disperse, and retained only his foster 
brother m his company The slough dog fol 
lowed the trace and neglecting the others, 
attached himself and his> attendants to the 
pursuit of the king Lorn became convinced 
that his enemy was nearly m his power, and 
detached five of his most active attendants 
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to follow him, and mterrapt his flight They 
did so with all the agility of mountaineers 
‘What aid wilt thou malce’’ said Bruce to 
his single attendant, when he saw the five 
men gam ground on him ‘The best I can ’ 
replied his foster brother ‘Then,’ said Bruce, 
here I make my stand ’ The five pursuers 
came up fast The king took three to himself, 
leaving the other two to his foster brother 
He slew the first "W ho encountered him , but 
obser\ mg his foster brother hard pressed, he 
sprung to his assistance, and despatched one 
of his assailants Leaving him to deal viith 
the survivor, he returned upon the other tuo, 
both of horn he slew before his foster brother 
had despatched his single antagonist W hen 
this hard encounter was o\ er, with a courtesy, 
which in the whole work marks Bruce’s char 
acter, he thanked his foster brother for his 
aid ‘It likes you to say so,’ answered 
his follower , ‘ but you yourself slew four of 
the fi\e — ‘True,’ said the king, ‘but onlj 
because I had better opportunity than you 
They were not apprehensive of me when they 
saw me encounter three, so I had a moment^ 
time to spring to thy aid, and to return 
equally unexpectedl;y upon my own opoo 
nents 

In the meanwhile Lorn’s party approached 
rapidly, and the king and ms foster brother 
betook themsthesto a neighbouring wood 
Here they sat dow n, for Bruce was exhausted 
by fatigue, until the cry of the slough hound 
came so near, that his foster brother entreated 
Bruce to pro\ ide for his safety b> retreating 
further I have heard,’ answered the king, 

‘ that whosoever will wade a bow shot length 
dowm a running stream, shall make the slough 
hound lose scent — Let us try the experiment 
for were yon devilish hound silenced, I should 
care little for the rest ’ 

Lorn in the meanwhile advanced, and found 
the bodies of his slam vassals, o\er whom he 
made his moan, and threatened the most 
deadly vengeance Then he followed the 
hound to the side of the brook, down v\hich 
the king had waded a great way Here the 
hound was at fault, and John of Lorn after 
long attempting in vain to recover Bruce’s 
trace, relinquished the pursuit 

‘ Others, ’ says Barbour, affirm, that upon 
this occasion the king s life was saved by an 
excellent archer who accompanied him, and 
who percenmg they would be finally taken 
by means of tne bloodhound, hid himself m 
a thicket, and shot him with an arrow In 
which way,’ adds the metrical biographer, 
‘this escape happened I am uncertain but 
at that brook tne king escaped from his 
pursuers * 

Quhen the chassens relyit war 
And Jhon of Lorn had met th-um thar 
He tauld Schyr Aymer all the cass, 

How that the king eschapyt wass 
And how that he his five men dew 
And syne to the wode him drew 
Quhen Schyr Aymer herd this m hy 
He sanyt him for the ferly 


And said He is gxetly to pryss 
For I knawaane that liffand is 
That at myscheyff gan help himswa 
I trow he suld be hard to sla 
And he war bodyn t ewynly 
On this wiss spak Schyr Aymery 

Barbour s BookV v 391 

The English historians agree with Barbour 
as to the mode in which the English pursued 
Bruce and his followers, and the dexterity 
with which heeiaded them The following 
is the testimony of Harding, a great enemy 
to the Scottish nation — 

The Kmg Edward with boost hym sought full sore 
But ay he fled into woodes and strayte forest 
And dewe his men at stvytes and daungers thore 
And at inarreys and mires was ay full prest 
Fnglyshmen to kyll without} n any rest 
In the mountiynes and cragges he slew ay where 
And in the nyght his foes he fraj ed full sere 

The King Edward with homes and houndes him 
soght 

"With menne on fote through marns, mosse and 
m>re 

Through wodes also, and mountens (wher thei 
fought) 

And euer the Kyng Edward hight men greate hyre 
Hym for to take and by myght conquere 
But thei might hym not g’ette by force ne by train. 
He satte by the fyre when thei went m the ram 

HarDYNG S Chronicle pp 303-4 

Peter Langtoft has also a passage con- 
cerning the extremities to which iCmg Robert 
was reduced, which he entitles 

De Roberto J5? tis et/itga cti cum circa, fit 

And wele I understodo that the Kyng Robyn 
Has drunken of that blode the drink of Dan Waryn 
Dan Waryn he les tounes that he held 
U iih wrong he mad a res and misberyng of scheld 
Sithen into the forest he yede naked and wode 
Als a wild beast ete of the gras that stode 
Thus of Dan Waryn m his boke men rede 
God gyf the King Robyn that alle his kynde so 
spede 

Sir Rob} net the Brus he durst noure abide 
That thei mad him restus both in more and wod 
side 

To while he mad this train and did umwhile out 
rage Ac 

PETB.R LaNGT oft S Chronicle vol ii 335 
8vo London i8io 


Note XXX 

For., glad of each fretexf for 
A pirate sworn was Cormac Doil 
~P 430 

A sort of persons common in the isles, as 
may be easily belieied, until the introduction 
of civil polity W itness the Dean of the Isles 
account of Ronay ‘At the north end of 
Raarsay, be half myle of sea frae it, laves 
ane ile callit Ronay maire then a myle in 
lengthe, full of wood and heddir, with ane 
havem for heiland galeys in the middis of it, 
and the same havem is guid for fostering of 

1 Matched. 
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theives, ruggairs, and reivairs, till a nail, 
upon the peillmg and spulzeing' of poor pepill 
Tnis lie pertems to M’GilI ychallan of Raar&ay 
by force, and to the bisnope of the iles be 
heritage ’—Sir Donald Munro’s De^cnp 
iton of tfie Western Islands of Scotland*. 
Edinburgh, 180^, p 23 


Note XXXI 

' Alas f dear youth the unhappy ttme^ 
Answer'd the Bruce * mtist bear the crtme^ 
S^nce.^ guiltier far than you 
Even /’ — he paused f for Ealktrk's woes 
Upon kts conscious soul arose — P 431 
I have followed the \ ulgar and inaccurate 
tradition, that Bruce fought against Wallace, 
and the array of Scotland at the fatal battle 
of h alkirk The story which seems to hai e 
no better authority than that of Blind Harry, 
bears, that having made much slaughter 
during the engagement, he sat down to dine 
with the conquerors without washing the 
filthy witness from his hands 

Fasting: lie was and had been in great need 
Blooded were all his weapons and his weed 
Southeron lords scorn d him in tenns rude 
And said Behold yon Scot eats his own blood 

Then rued he sore for reason bad be known 
That blood and land alike should be his own 
With them he long was ere he got away 
But contrair Scots he fousht not from that day 

The account given by most of our historians 
of the conversation between Bruce and 
Wallace over the Carron river, is equally 
apocryphal There is full evidence that 
Bruce was not at hat time on the English 
side, nor present at the battle of Falkirk, 
nay, that he acted as a guardian of Scotland, 
along with John Comyn, m the name of 
Baiiol, and in opposition to the English 
He was the grandson of the competitor, with 
whom he has been sometimes confounded 
Lord Hailes has well described, and in some 
degree apologized for, the earlier part of his 
life — ‘ His grandfather, the competitor, had 
patiently acquiesced m the award of Edward 
His father, yielding to the times, had served 
under the Enghsli banners But young 
Bruce had more ambition, and a more 
restless spirit In his earlier years he acted* 
upon no regular plan By turns the partisan 
of Edward, and the vicegerent of Baliol, he 
seems to have forgotten or stifled his pre 
tensions to the crown But hxs character 
developed itself by degrees, and in maturer 
age became firm and consistent ’ — Annals 
pfScoiland^ p 290, quarto, London, 1776 

Note XXXII 

These are the savage wilds that he 
North of StraihnardiU and DunsJ^e 

— P 432 

The extraordinary piece of scenery which 
I have here attempted to describe is, 1 think, 


unparalleled in any part of Scotland, at least 
in any which I have happened to visit It 
lies just upon the frontier of the Laird of 
Mac Leod’s country, which is thereabouts 
divided from the estate of Mr Maccallister of 
Strath \ird, called Strathnardill by the Dean 
of the Isles The following account of it is 
extracted from a journal kept during a tour 
through the Scottish islands — 

‘The western coast of Sky is highly 
romantic, and at the same time displays 
a richness of vegetation in the lower grounds 
to which we have hitherto been strangers 
We passed three saltwater lochs, or deep 
embayments called Loch Bracadale, Loch 

Einort and Loch , and about ii o’clock 

opened Loch Slavig We were now under 
the western termination of the high ndge 
of mountains called Cuillen, or Quillin, or 
Coolin, whose weatherbeaten and serrated 
peaks we had admired at a distance from 
Dunvegan They sunk here upon the sea, 
but vvitTi the same bold and peremptory aspect 
which their distant appearance indicated 
They appeared to consist of precipitous 
sheets of naked rock, down which the 
torrents were leaping in a hundred lines of 
foam The tops ot the ridge, apparentlj 
inaccessible to human foot, were rent and 
^ht into the most tremendous pinnacles 
Towards the base of these bare and pre 
cipitous crags the giound, enriched by the 
soil washed down from them is comparatively 
verdant and productive Where we passed 
within the small isle of Soa we entered 
Loch Slavig, under the shoulder of one of 
these grisly mountains, and observed that 
the opposite side of the loch was of a milder 
character, the mountains being softened 
down into steep green dccliv ities P rom the 
bottom of the bay advanced a headland of 
high rocks, which divided its depth into two 
recesses, from each of which a brook issued 
Here it had been intimated to us vve would 
find some romantic scenery, but we were 
uncertain up which ink t vve should proceed 
in search of it We chose, against our better 
judgment, the southerly dip of the bay, where 
we saw a house which might afford us infor 
mation We found, upon inquiry, that there 
IS a lake adjoining to each branch ot the 
bay, and walked a couple ot miles to see 
that near the farm house, merely because 
the honest Highlander seemed jealous of the 
honour of his own loch, though we were 
speedily convinced it was not that which 
we were recommended to examine It had 
no particular merit, excepting from its neigh 
bourhood to a very high cliff, or precipitous 
mountain, otherwise the sheet of water had 
nothing differing from any ordinary low 
country lake We returned and re embarked 
in our boat, for our ^ide shook his head at 
our proposal to climb over the peninsula, or 
rocky headland which divided the two lakes 

I This IS the Poet s own journal — LOCK.HART 
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In ro'win^j round the headland, we were 
surprised at the infinite number of sea fowl, 
then bus> apparently w ith a shoal of fish 
‘ A.rnved at the <h pth of the bay, we found 
that the ilischarg-e from this second lake 
forms a sort of waterfall, or rather a rapid 
stream, which rushes down to the sea with 
great fury and precipitation Round this 
place wire assemblea hundreds of trouts 
and salmon, struggling to get up into the 
fresh water with a net we might have had 
twenty salmon at a haul, and a sailor, with 
no better hook tlian a crooked pin, caught 
a dish of tiouts during our absence Ad 
vancing up this huddling and riotous brook, 
we Ibuiul oui selves in a most extraordinary^ 
scene, we lost sight of the sea almost 
immediately after we had climbed over a low 
iidge of crags, and were surrounded by 
mountains ol naked rock, of the boldest and 
most precipitous character The ground on 
whuh v\e walked was the margin of a Kke, 
which seemed to have sustained the constant 
ravage of torrents from these rudeneiglibours 
The shoics consi^-ted of huge strata of naked 
granite, here and there intermixed w ith bogs, 
and heaps of gravel and sand piled in the 
empty w ate r courses Veg( tation there was 
little or none, and the mountains rose so 
perpendicularly from the water edge that 
Borrow dale, or even Glencoe, is a jest to 
them We proceedtd a mile and a naif up 
tins deep, daik, and solitary lake, which was 
about two nulf s long half a mile broad, and 
IS as we learned of extreme depth The 
murky vapours w Inch enveloped the mountain 
ridges obliged us by assuming a thousand 
varied shapes clianging their drapery into 
all sorts of forms and sometimes clearing off 
all together It is true, the mist made us 
pay the penalty by some heav y and dow nright 
showers, from the frequency of which a High 
land boy, whom we brought from the farm, 
tohi us the lake was popularly called the 
Water kettle The proper name is Loch 
Cornsskin, fiom the deep come, or hollow, 
in the mountains of Cuilin, which affords the 
basin for this wonderful sheet of water It 
IS as exquisite a savage scene as Loch Katrine 
is a scene of romantic beauty After having 
penetrated so far as distinctly to observe the 
termination of the lake under an immense 
precipice, which rises abruptly from the 
water, we returned, and often ^topped to 
admire the ravages which storms must have 
maae m these recesses, where all human 
witnesses were driven to places of more 
shelter and security Stones, or rather large 
masses and fragments of rocks of a composite 
kind, perfictly different from the stiata of 
the lake, were scattered upon the bare rocky 
beach in the strangest and most precarious 
situations, as if abandoned by the torrents 
which had borne them down from above 
Some lay loose and tottering upon the ledges 
of the natural rock, with so little security, 
that the slightest push moved them, though 


their w eight might exceed many tons These 
detacheiT rocks, or stones, were chiefly what 
IS called plum pudding stones The bare 
rocks, which formed the shore of the lakes, 
were a species of granite The opposite side 
of the lake seemed quite pathless and in 
accessible, as a huge mountain, one of the 
detached ridges of the Cuilin hills, sinks m 
a profound and perpendicular precipice down 
to the water On the left hand side, which 
we traversed, rose a higher and equally 
inaccessible mountain, the top of which 
strongly resembled the shivered crater of an 
exhausted volcano I never saw a spot m 
which there was less appearance of vegetation 
of any kind The eye rested on nothing but 
barren and naked crags, and the rocks on 
which we walked by the side of the loch 
were as bare as the pavements of Cheapside 
There are one or two small islets in the loch 
which seem to bear jumper, or some such 
low bushy shrub Upon the whole, though 
I have seen many scenes of more extensive 
desolation, I never witnessed any in which 
it presscil more deep^ upon the eye and the 
heart than at Loch Cornskin , at the same 
time that its grandeur elevated and redeemed 
it fiom tlie wild and dreary charactei of 
utter barrenness ’ 


Note XXXIII 

Jlfen wef e they all of evil mien, 

Down lookld, unwilling to be seen — P 434- 

The story of Bruce’s meeting the banditti 
IS copied, with such alterations as the fic 
titious narrative rendered necessaiy, from 
a striking incident in the monarch's history, 
told by Barbour and winch I shall give m 
the words of the hero’s biographer It is the 
sequel to the adventure ot the bloodhound, 
narrated in Note XXIX It will be remem 
bered that the narrative broke off, leaving 
the Bruce escaped from his pursuers, but 
worn out with fatigue, and having no other 
attendant but his foster brother 

And the gude king held forth his waj 
Betuix him 'ind his mm quhitl thai 
Passyt oivt throw the forest war 
« Syne in the more thai entrj t tlnr 

It vves bathe hej and ling andbreid, 

And or thai halff it paisjt had 
Thai saw on syd thre men cmnnnnd 
Lik to Ij cht men and waiierand 
Swerdis thai had and a\yb als 
And ane off thaim apon his hals 1 
A mekiU boundyn wtthir bar 
Thai met the king and hai]st2 him thar 
And the king thaim thar hailsmg yauld 3 
And askjt thann quethir thai wauld 
Thai said Robert the Bniyss thai souclit 
For mete with him giff that thai moucht 
Thar duelling with him wauld thai ina4 
The king said Giff that ye will swa, 

Haldys furth your way with me 
And I sail ger yow sone him se 


1 Neck shoulders 2 Hailed 

8 Yielded returned. < Make 
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Thaipersawyt be his spekmgf 
That he wes the selwyn Robert kma; 
And cliaungyt contenance and late* 

And held nocht m the fjTrst state 
For that war fayis to the king — 

And thoucht to cum m to sculking 
And duel! with him quhill that that saw 
Thar poynt and bryng him than off daw 
Thai grantyt till his spek forthi2 
Bot the king that wes witty 
Persawjrt weill by thar hawing 
That that lu^t him na thing 
And said Falowis jemon all thre 
Forthir aqwent till that we be 
All be your selwyn furth ga 
And on the sainyn wyss we twa 
Sail folow behind weill ner ** 

Quoth that Schyr it is na myster* 

To trow m ws ony ill — 

Nane do I said he * bot I will 
That yhe ga fourth thus quhill we 
Better with othyr knawm be — 

We grant thai said sen ye wiH swa 
And furth apon thair gate gan gn 
Thus yeid thai till the nycht wes ner 
And than the formast cummyn wer 
Till a waist housbard houss and thar 
Thai slew the wethir that thai bar 
And slew fyr for to rost thar mete 
And askyt the king giff he wald ete 
And rest him tdl the mete war dycht 
The king that hungry was Ik hycht 
Assentyt till thair spek in hy 
Bot he said he wald anerry 
At a fyr and that all thre 
On na wyss tvith thaim till gyddre be 
In the end off the houss thai suld ma 
Ane othyr fyr and thai did swa 
That drew thaim in the houss end. 

And halff the wethir till him send 
And that rostyt in hy thair mete 
And fell rycht freschly for till ete 
Fc r the kmg weill hng fastythad 
And had rycht mekill trawaill mad 
Tharfor he eyt full egrely 
And quhen he had etyn hastilj , 

He had to slep sa mekill will 
That he moucht set na let thar tilk 
For quhen the wanys^ fiUyt ar 
Men worthys 5 hewy euirmar 
And to slepe drawys hewynes 
The king that all fortrawaillyt 6 wes 
Saw that him worthyt slep nedwajos 
Till his fostyr brodyr he sayis 
‘ May I traist in the me to walk 
Till Ik a little lepmgtakf — 

Ya, Schyr he said till I may drey 7 
The king then wynkyt a litill wey , 

And slwt nocht full encrely 
Bot gUffn3d: wp oft sodanly 
For he had dreid off that thre men 
That at the tothyr fyr war then 
That thai his fais war he wyst 
Tharfor he slepjt as foule on twysts 
The king slepyt bot a litill than 
Quhen sic slep fell on his man 
That he mycht nocht hald wp his ey, 
Bot fell in slep and rowtyt hey 
Now IS the king in gret perile 
For slep he swa a litill quhile 
He sail be ded for owtyn dreid 
For the thre tratours tuk gud heid 
That he on slep wes and his man 
In full gret hy thai raiss wp than 
And drew the suerdis hastily 
And went towart the king in hy 

X uhen that thai saw him sleip swa 
nd slepand thoucht thei wald him sla 


l Manner 2 Therefore 3 Need * Veins. 
6 Become « Fatigued with travel 7 Fndure 
8 Bird on bough 


The king wp blenkit hastily 
And saw his man slepand him by 
And saw cummand the tothyr thre 
Deliuerly on fute gat he 
And drew his suerd owt and thaim mete 
And as he yude his fute he set 
Apon his man, weill hewyly 
He wnknyt and raiss disily 
For the slep maistryt hym sway 
That or he gat wp ane off thai 
That come for to sla the king 
Gaiff hym a strak in his lysmg 
Swa tint he mycht help him no mar 
The king sa straitly stad i wes thar 
That he wes neuir yeyt sa stad 
Ne war the annyngz that he had 
He had been dede for owtyn iver 
But nocht for thi s on sic inaner 
He helpyt him m that bargayne 4 
That that thre tratowns he has slan 
Throw Godrlis grace and his inanheid 
His fostyr brothyr thar was dede 
Then wes he w ondre will of wayn 5 
Quhen he saw him left allane 
His fostyr brodyr menyt he 
And waryits all the tothyr thre 
And syne hjs way tuk him allane 
And rycht towart his tryst 7 is gane 
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Note XXXIV 

And mermaid's alabaster groi,, 

Who bathes her limbs in sunless well^ 
Deep in Strathaird' s enchanted cell 

— P 4^7 

Imagination can hardly conceive anything 
more beautiful than the extraordmaiy grotto 
discovered not many years since upon the 
estate of Alexander MacAllister, Fsq, of 
Strathaird It has since been much and 
deservedly celebrated, and a full account of 
its beauties has been published by Dr Mac 
Leay of Oban The general impression may 
perhaps be gathered from the following 
extract from a journal, which WTitten under 
the feelings of the moment, is likely to be 
more accurate than any attempt to recollect 
the impressions then received — ‘The first 
entrance to this celebrated cave is rude and 
unpromising, but the light of the torches 
with which we were provided, was soon 
reflected from the roof, floor, and walls, 
which seem as if they were sheeted with 
marble, partly smooth, partly rough with 
frost work and rustic ornaments and partly 
seeming to be wrought into statuary The 
floor forms a steep and difficult ascent, and 
might be fancifully compared to a sheet of 
water, which, while it rushed whitening and 
foaming dow n a declivity, had been suddenly 
arrested and consolidated by the spell of an 
enchanter Upon attaining the summit of 
this ascent, the ca\e opens into a splendid 
gallery adorned with the most dazzling 
crystallizations, and finally descends with 
rapidity to the brink of a pool, of the most 


1 So dangerously situated 

2 Had It not been for the armour he w ore 

3 Nevertheless 4 Fray or dispute. 

® Much afflicted. 6 Cursed 

7 The place of rendezvous appointed for his soldiers 
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limpid water, about four or five yards broad 
There opens beyond this pool a portal arch^ 
formed by two columns of white spar, with 
beautiful chasing; upon the sides, which 
promises a continuation of the ca\e One 
of our sailors swam across, for there is no 
other mode of passing, and informed us (as 
mdeed we parth saw by the light he earned) 
that the enchantment of Maccalister’s cave 
terminates with this portal a little beyond 
which there was only a rude cavern, speedih 
choked w ith stones and earth But the pool 

on the brink of which we stood, surrounded 
by the most fanciful mouldings m a substance 
resembling white marble, and distinguished 
by the depth and purity of its waters, might 
ha\e been the bathing grotto of a naiad 
The groups of combined figures projecting, or 
embossed, by w hich the pool is surrounded, 
are exquisitely elegant and fanciful A 
statuary might catch beautiful hints from the 
singular and romantic disposition of those 
stalactites There is scarce a form, or group, 
on which acti\ e fancy may not trace figures 
or grotesque ornaments, which have oeen 

f radually moulded m this cavern by the 
Topping of the calcareous w ater hardening 
into petrifactions Many of those fine groups 
ha\e been injured by the senseless rage of 
appropriation of recent tourists, and the 
grotto has lost (I am informed), through the 
smoke of torches, something of that Mvid 
siher tint which was originally one of its 
chief distinctions But enough of beauty 
remains to compensate for nil that may be 
lost — Mr Mac '\.llister of Strathaird has 
with great propnetj, built up the exterior 
entrance to this ca\e, in order that strangers 
may enter properly attended b) a guide, to 
prevent any repetition of the wanton and 
selfish in]ury which this singular scene has 
already sustained 


Note XXXV 

Fk/ /o no sense of selfish wrongs^ 

Beaf wtlness With Heaven^ belongs 
My joy o'er Edward s bter — P 440 

The generosity which does justice to the 
character of an enemy, often marks Bruce’s 
sentiments, as recorded by the faithful Bar 
hour He seldom mentions a fallen enemy 
without praising such good qualities as he 
might possess I shall only take one instance 
Shortly after Bruce landed in Carnck, m 
1306, fair Ingram Bell, the English go\emor 
of Ayr, engaged a wealthy yeoman, who 
had hitherto been a follower of Bruce to 
undertake the task of assassinating him 
The king learned this treachery, as he is 
said to have done other secrets ot the enemy, 
by means of a female with whom he had an 
intrigue Shortly after he was possessed of 
this information, Bruce, resorting to a small 
thicket at a distance from his men, with only 


a single page to attend him, met the traitor, 
accompanied by two of his sons They 
approached himwith their wonted familiarity, 
but Bruce, taking his page’s bow and arrow, 
commanded them to keep at a distance As 
they still pressed forward with professions 
of zeal for his person and service, he, after 
a second warning, shot the father with the 
arrow, and being assaulted successively b> 
the two sons, despatched first one, who was 
armed with an axe, then as the other charged 
him with a spear, avoided the thrust struck 
the head from the spear, and cleft the skull 
of the assassin with a blow of his two-handed 
sword 

* He rushed down of blood all red 
And when the king- saw the} were dead 
All three lyin^ he wiped his brand 
With that his boy came fast running- 
And said Our lord might lowyti be 
That granted you might and powestea 
To fell the felony and the pride 
Of three m so little tide 
The king said So our lord me see 
They ha%e been worthy men all three 
Had they not been full of treason 
But that made their confusion 

Barbours Bk v p 152 


Note XXXVI 

Such hale was ins on Solway s strand 
When vengeance clench d his palsied kand^ 
That pointed yet to Scotland's land — P 440 

To establish his dominion in Scotland had 
been alaxounte object of Edward’s ambition, 
and nothing could exceed the pertinacity with 
which he pursued it unless his inveterate 
resentment against the insurgents, who so 
frequently broke the English joke when he 
deemed it most firmly riveted After the 
battles of Falkirk and Methven, and the 
dreadful examples which he had made of 
Wallace and other champions of national 
independence, he probably concluded every 
chance of insurrection was completely anni- 
hilated This was in 1^06, when Bruce, as 
we have seen, was utterly expelled from 
Scotland yet, in the conclusion of the same 
year, Bruce was again inarms and formidable , 
and in 1307, Edward, though exhausted by 
a long and was^ting malady , put himself at the 
head of the army destinea to destroy him 
utterly This was, perhaps, partly m conse 
quence of a vow which he had taken upon 
him, with all the pomp of chivalry, upon the 
day in which he dubbed his son a knight, for 
which see a subsequent note But even 
his spirit of vengeance was unable to restore 
his exhausted strength He reached Burgh 
upon Sands, a petty village of Cumberland, 
on the shores of the Solway F irth and there 
6th July, 1307, expired m sight of the detested 
and devoted country of Scotland His dying 
injunctions to his son required him to 


I Honoured, 2 Power 
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continue the Scottish war, and never to 
recall Ga\ eston Edward II disobeyed both 
charges Yet more to mark his animosity, 
the dying monarch ordered his bones to be 
earned with the invading army Froissart, 
who probably had the authority of eye 
witnesses, has gnen us the following account 
of this remarkable charge — 

‘In the said forest, the old King Robert of 
Scotland 6 yd kepe hymselfe, whan King 
Edward the Fyrst conquered nygh all Scot 
land , for he was so often chased that none 
durst loge him in castell, nor fortresse, for 
feare of the said Kyng 

‘And ever whan the King was returned 
into Ingland than he would gather together 
agayn his people, and conquere townes., 
castells and lortresses luste to Berwick 
some by battle, and some by fair speech and 
loie and when the said King Edward heard 
thereof than would he assemble his power, 
and wyn the realme of Scotland again , thus 
the chance went between these two foresaid 
Kings It was shewed me, how that this 
King Robert wan and lost his realm \ times 
So tins continued till the said King Edward 
died at Berwick and when he saw that he 
should die, he called before him his eldest 
son, who was King after him, and theie, 
before all the barones, he caused him to 
swear, that as soon as he were dead, that 
he should take his body and boyle it in 
a cauldron, till the flesh departed clean from 
the bones, and than to bury the flesh, and 
keep still the bones '»nd that as often as the 
Scotts should rebell against him, he should 
assemble the people against them, and carry 
with him the bones of his father, for he 
beheied verily, that if they had his bones 
with them, that the Scotts should neier 
attain any \ ictory against them The which 
thing was not accomplished, for when the 
King died his son carried him to London ’ — 
Berners’ Froissart’s Chronicle London, 
1812, pp ^g-40 

Edward’s commands were not obeyed, for 
he was interred in Westminster Abbey, with 
the appropriate inscription — 

‘Edwardus Primus Scotorum malleus 
H ic EST Pactum Serva ’ 

Yet some steps seem to have been taken 
towards rendering his body capable of occa 
sional transportation, for it was exquisitely 
embalmed, as was ascertained when his tomb 
was <^ened some years ago Edward II 
judged wisely in not carrying the dead body 
of his father into Scotland, since he would 
not obey his In mg counsels 
It ought to be obsened, that though the 
order of the incidents is reversed in the poem, 
et in point of historical accuracy, Bruce 
ad landed in Scotland, and obtained some 
successes of consequence, before the death of 
Edward I 


Note XXXVII 

Canned s iowei ^ thai^ steep andgrey^ 
Like falcon nest o er hangs the bay — P 441 

The little island of Canna, or Cannay, 
adjoins to those of Rum and Muick, with 
which it forms one parish In a pretty bay 
opening towards the east there is a lofty 
and slender rock detached from the shore 
Upon the summit are the ruins of a very 
small tower, scarcely accessible by a steep 
and precipitous path Here, it is said, one 
of the kings, or Lords ot the Isles, confined 
a beautiful ladj, of whom he was jealous 
The rums are of course haunted by her 
restless spirit, and man) romantic stories 
are told by the aged people of the island 
concerning herfatein life, and her appearances 
after death 


Note XXXVIII 

^nd Ronn^s mountains dai k have sent 
Their hunters to the shore — P 442 

Ronm (popularly called Rum, a name 
wh ch a poet may be pardoned for avoiding 
if possible) IS a \ery rough and mountainous 
island, adjacent to those of Eigg and Cannay 
There is almost no arable ground upon it, so 
that, except m the plenty of the deer, which 
of course are now nearly extirpated, it still 
deserves the description bestowed by the 
archdean of the Isles ‘ Ronm, sixteen 
myle north wast from the ile of Coll, lyes 
ane ile callit Ronm Ile, of sixteen myle 
long, and six in bredthe m the narrowest, 
ane forest of heigh mountains, and abundance 
of little deir m it, quhilk deirwill ne\er be 
slane dounewith but the principal saittis 
man be in the height of the hill, because the 
deir will be callit upwart ay be the tamchell, 
or without tynchcl they will pass upwart per 
force In this ile will be gotten about Bntane 
als many wild nests upon the plane mure as 
men pleasis to gadder, and yet by reason the 
fow Is hes few to start them except deir This 
lie lyes from the west to the eist m lenth, and 
pertains to M’Kenabrey of Colla Many 
solan gee^e are in this ile ’ — Monro’s De 
scription of the Western Isles^ p 18 


Note XXXIX 

On Scooretgg next a warning light 
Summon'd her warriors to the fght, 

A. numerous race ere stern MacLeod 
O er their bleak shores in vengeance strode 
-P 442 

These, and the following lines of the stanza, 
refer to a dreadful tale of feudal vengeance, 
of which unfortunately there are relics that 
still attest the truth Scoor Eigg is a high 
peak in the centre of the small Isle of Eigg, 
well known to mineralogists 
as affording many interesting specimens, and 
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to others whom chance or curiosity may lead 
to the island, for the astonishing viev, of the 
mainland and neighbouring isles which it 
commands I shallagam avail myself of the 
journal I ha\e quoted 

‘ 26//« August 1814 — At seven this mom 
mg we were in the Sound which divides the 
Isle of Rum from that of Eigg The latter, 
although hilly and rocky, and traversed by 
a remarkably high and barren ridge, called 
Scoor Rigg, has, in point of soil, a much more 

f iromismg appearance Southward of both 
les the Isle of Muich or Muck, a low and 
fertile island, and though the least, yet 
probably the most valuable of the three We 
manned the boat, and rowed along the shore 
of Egg m quest of a cavern, which had been 
the memorable scene of a horrid feudal ven 
geance We had rounded more than half 
the island, admiring the entrance of many 
a bold natural ca\ e, which its rocks exhibited, 
without finding that which we sought, until 
we procured a guide Nor, indeed, was it 
surprising that it should have escaped the 
seal ch of strangers, as there are no outward 
indications more than might distinguish the 
entrance of a fox earth This noted cav e has 
a very narrow opening, through v\hich one 
can hardly creep on his knees and hands 
It rises steep ana lofty w ithin, and runs into 
the bowels of the rock to the depth of 25^ 
measured feet, the height at the entrance 
may be about three feet but rises within to 
eighteen or twenty, and the breadth maj vary 
m the same proportion The rude and stony 
bottom of this cave is strewed with the bones 
of men, women, and children, the sad relics 
of the ancient inhabitants of the island, 200 
in number, who were slam on the following 
occasion —The Mac Donalds of the Isle of 
3 - people dependent on Clan Ranald 
had done some injury to the Laird of Mac 
Leod The tradition of the isle sajs, that it 
was b) a personal attack on the chieftain, 
m which his back was broken But that of 
the other isles bears, more probably, that the 
injury was offered to tw o or three of the Mac 
Leods, who, landing upon Etgg, and using 
some freedom with the joung women, were 
seized by the islanders, bound hand ana foot, 
and turned adrift m a boat, vNhich the winds 
and w aves safely conducted to Skye To avenge 
the offence given, Mac Leod sailed with such 
a body of men, as rendered resistance hope 
less The natives fearing his vengeance, 
concealed Ihemseh es in this cavern, and after 
a strict search, the Mac Leods went on board 
their galleys, after doing what mischief they 
could, concluding the inhabitants had left the 
isle, and betaken themselves to the Long 
Island, or some of Clan Ranald s other pos 
sessions But next morning they espied from 
the vessels a man upon the island, and im 
mediately landing again, they traced his 
retreat by the marks of his footsteps, a light 
snow being unhappily on the ground Mac 
Leod then surrounded the cavern, summoned 
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the subterranean garrison, and demanded 
that the individuals who had offended him 
should be delivered up to him This was 
peremptorily refused The chieftain then 
caused his people to divert the course of 
a rill of water, which, falling over the entrance 
of the cave, would have prevented his pur- 
posed vengeance He then kindled at the 
entrance of the cavern a huge fire, composed 
of turf and fern, and maintained it with un- 
relenting assiduity, until all within were 
destroyed bv suffocation The date of this 
dreadful deed must have been recent, if one 
may judge from the fresh appearance of those 
relics I brought off, in spite of the prejudice 
of our sailors, a skull from among the 
numerous specimens of mortality which 
the cavern afforded Before re embarking 
we visited another cave, opening to the sea, 
but of a character entirely difftrent, being 
a large open vault, as high as that of a cathe- 
dral, and running back a great way into the 
rock at the same hei^^ht The height and 
width of the opening gives ample light to the 
whole Here, after 174'? when the Catholic 

S nests were scarcely tolerated, the priest of 
agg used to perform the Roman Catholic 
service, most of the islanders being of that 
persuasion A huge ledge of rocks rising 
about halfway up one side of the vault, 
served for altar and pulpit , and the appear- 
ance of a priest and Highland congregation 
in such an extraordinary place of worship, 
might have engaged the pencil of Sahator ' 


Note XL 

that wondrous dome 

Whe^ as to shame the temples deck'd 
By skill of earthly architect,^ 

Nature herself^ it seem'd would 1 aise 
A Minster to her Maker's praise f 

— P 442 

It would be unpardonable to detain the 
reader upon a wonder so often described 
and yet so incapable of being understood 
by description This palace of Neptune is 
e\en grander upon a second than the first 
view The stupendous columns which form 
Che sides of the cave, the depth and strength 
of the tide which rolls its deep and heavy 
swell up to the extremity of the vault— the 
variety of the tints formed by white, crimson, 
and yellow stalactites, or petrifactions, which 
occupy the vacancies between the base of 
the broken pillars which form the roof, and 
intersect them with a rich, curious, and vane 
gated chasing, occupying each interstice — the 
corresponding variety below water, where 
the ocean rolls over a dark red or violet 
coloured rock, from which, as from a base, 
the basaltic columns arise — the tremendous 
noise of the swelling tide, mingling w ith the 
deep toned echoes of the vault, — are circum 
stances elsewhere unparalleled 
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Nothing can be more interesting than the 
varied appearance of the little archipelago of 
islets, of w hich Staffa is the most remarkable 
This group, called in Gaelic Treshamish, 
affords athousand varied \ lew s to the vo\ ager, 
as they appear in different positions u ith refer 
ence to his course The var^ty of their 
shape contributes much to the beauty of 
these effects 


Note XLI 

Scenes sung &y hint who sings no more 
-P 443 

The ballad entitled ‘ Macphail of Colonsay, 
and the Mermaid of Comcvrekin, [see 
Border Minstrelsy, vol iv p 28^ ] was com 
posed by John Leyden, from a tradition which 
he found while making a tour through the 
Hebrides about 1801 soon before his fatal 
departure for India, where after having made 
farther progress in Oriental literature than 
anj man of letters who had embraced those 
studies, he died a martyr to his zeal for 
knowledge, in the island of Java, immediately 
after the landing of our forces near Batavia, 
m August 181 1 


Note XLII 

up Tarbafs western lake they bore^ 

Then dragg d then bark the isthmus o^'er 
— P 44S 

The peninsula of Cantyre is joined to South 
Knapdalc by a very narrow isthmus, formed 
W the w estern and eastern Loch of Tarbat 
These two saltwater lakes, or bays, encroach 
so far upon the land, and the extremities 
come so near to each other, that there is not 
above a mile of land to divide them 

‘ It is not long,’ says Pennant, ‘ since vessels 
of nine or ten tons were drawn by horses out 
of the west loch into that of the east, to 
a\ Old the dangers of the Mull of Cantyre, so 
dreaded and so little known was the naviga 
tion round that promontory It is the opinion 
of many, that these little isthmuses, so fre 
cjnently styled Tarbat m North Britain, took 
their name from the above circumstance, 
Tarruing, signifying to draw and Bate, a 
boat This too might be called, by way ot 
pre-eminence, the Tarbat, from a very singu 
iar circumstance related by Torfoeus hen 
Magnus, the barefooted king of Norway, 
obtained from Donald bane of Scotland the 
cession of the Western Isles, or all those 
laces that could be surrounded in a boat, 
e added to them the peninsula of Cantyre 
by this fraud he placed himself in the stern 
of a boat, held the rudder, was drawn over 
this narrow track and by this species of 
navigation wrested the country from his 
brother monarch ’—Pennant’s Sa)tland 
London 1790, p 190 

But that Bruce also made this passage, 
although at a period two or three years later 


than in the poem, appears from the evidence 
of Barbour, who mentions also the effect 
produced upon the minds of the Highlanders 
from the prophecies current amongst them — 

Bot to kmg Robert will we gangf 
That we haff left w nspokyn of langf 

§ uhen he had conwo> it to the se 
is brodyr Eduuard and his menye 
And othyr men off gret noblaj 
To Tarbart thai held thair way 
In galayis ordanyt for thair far 
Bot thaun worthyt t dr iw thair schippis thar 
And a myle wes betuix the seys 
Bot that wes lompnyt 2 all with treis 
The King his schippis thar gert 3 draw 
And for the wynd couth 4 stoutly blaw 
Apon th-ur bak as thai wald ga 
He gert men rapys and nnstis ta 
And set thann m the schippis hey 
And sajllis to the toppis tej 
And gert men gang tlnr by drawand 
The wynd thann helpyt that was blawand 
Swa that m a litill space 
Thair flote all our drawm ivas 

And quhen that that m the Ihs war 
Hard tell how the gud King had thar 
Gert h>s schippis with saillis ga 
Owt our betuix [the] Tarbart [is] twa 
Thai war abaysit 5 sa wtrely 
Tor thai wyst throw auld prophecy, 

That he suld ger <> schippis sua 

Betuiaw thai seis with saillis ga 

Suld wyne the Ills sua till hand 

That nane with strenth suld him withstand 

Tharfor they come all to the King 

"Wes nane withstud his bidding 

Owtakj n 7 Jhone of Lome allayne 

Bot weill sone eftre wes he taynt, 

And present rj cht to the King 
And thai that war of his ledmg 
That till the King had brokyn fay 8 
War all dede and destroyit away 

BAPBOURSi?? Book. X V 821 


Note XLIII 

The sun^ ere yet he sunk behind 
Ben Ghoil, ‘ the Mountain of the Wind^ 
Garte Jus gi int peaks a greeting kind^ 
And bade JLoch Ransa smile — P 443 
Loch Ranza is a beautiful bay, on the 
northern extremity of Arran, opening towards 
East Tarbat Loch It is well described by 
Pennant — ‘ The approach was magnificent , 
a fine bay m front, about a mile deep, having 
a ruined castle near the lower end, on a low 
far projecting neck of land, that forms another 
harbour, with a narrow passage , but within 
has three fathom of water, even at the lowest 
ebb Beyond is a little plain watered by 
a stream, and inhabited by the people of 
a small village The whole is environed witli 
a theatre ot mountains, and in the back 
ground the serrated crags of Grianan Athol 
soar abo\ e —Pennant s Tour to the Wes 
tern Isles, pp igi-2 Ben Ghaoil, * the moun 
tain of the winds, is generally known by its 
English, and less poetical name, of Goatneld 


1 Were obliged to 2 Laid with trees. 3 Caused 
4 Could & Confounded 6 Make 

7 Excepting 8 haith. 
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JS'ac^ io Loch Ransa's margin springy 
That blast was winded by the King f 
—P 445 

The passage m Barbour, describing the 
landing of Bruce, and his oeing recognized 
by Douglas and those of his followers who 
had preceded him, by the sound of his horn, 
IS m the original singularly simple and affect 
ing — ^The king arrived in Arran with thirty 
three small row boats He interrogated 
a female if there had armed anv warlike 
men of late in that country ‘ Surely, sir ’ 
she replied, ‘I can tell you of many who 
lately came hither, discomfited the English 
governor and blockaded his castle of Brodick 
They maintain themselves m a wood at no 
great distance ’ The king, truly conceiving 
that this must be Douglas and his followers, 
who had lately set forth to try their fortune 
in Arran, desired the woman to conduct him 
to the wood She obeyed. 

The king then blew his hom on high , 

And gert his men that were him by 
Hold them still and all privy 
And syne again his home blew he 
James of Dowglas heard him blow 
And at the las alone gan know 
And said Soothly yon is the king 
I know long while since Ins blowing 
1 he third time therewithal! he blew 
And then Sir Robert Bold it knew 
And saul "i on is the king but dread, 

Go we forth till him better speed 
Then went they till the king m hye 
And him inclined courteously 
And blitlily welcomed them the king 
And iikas joyful of their meetmg 
And kissed them and speared i syne 
How they had fared in hunting’ 

And they him told all but lesing 2 
Syne laud they God of their meeting 
Syne with the king till his harbourye 
Went both joyfu and jolly 

Barbours BookV pp 115-116 


Note XLV 

his brother blamed^ 

But shared the weakness^ while ashamed , 
With haughty laugh his head he turn 
And dash d away the tear he scorn'd 

— P 446 

The kind, and yet fiery character of Edward 
Bruce, is well painted by Barbour, m the 
account of his behaviour after the battle of 
Bannockburn Sir Walter Ross, one of the 
very few Scottish nobles who fell m that 
battle, was so dearly beloted by Edward 
that he wished the victory had been lost, so 
Ross had lived 

Out taken him men has not seen 
Where he for any men made moaning 
And here the venerable Archdeacon intimates 
a piece of scandal Sir Edward Bruce, it 

1 Asked, 2 Without lying 


seems, loved Ross’s sister, par amours^ to 
the neglect of his own lady, sister to David 
de StrathbogiCj Earl of Athole This criminal 
passion had evil consequences , for, in resent- 
ment to the affront done to his sister Athole 
attacked the guard which Brace had left at 
Cambuskenneth, during the battle of Ban- 
nockburn, to protect his magazine of pro- 
visions, and slew Sir William Keith, the 
commander For which treason he was 
forfeited 

In like manner, when in a sally from 
Camckfergus, Neil Fleming, and the guards 
whom he commanded, had fallen, after the 
protracted resistance winch saved the rest of 
Edward Bruce s army, he made such moan 
as surprised bis followers 

Sic moan he made men had ferly 1 
For he was not customably 
Wont for to moan men any thing 
Nor would not hear men make moaning 

Such are the nice traits of character so often 
lost in general history 


Note XI VI 

Thou heard st a wretched female plain 
In agony of travail patn^ 

And thou didst bid thy little hand 
Upon the instant turn and stands 
And dare the worst the foe might do^ 
Rathe j than like a knight untrue^ 

Leave io pursuers merciless 
A woman in her last distress — P 448 

This incident, which illustrates so happily 
the chivalrous generosity of Bruce s cliarac 
ter, IS one of the many simple and natural 
traits recorded b> Barbour It occurred 
during the expedition which Bruce made to 
Ireland, to support the pretensions of his 
brother Edward to the throne of that king 
dora Bruce was about to retreat, and his 
host was arraved for moving 

The king has heard a woman cry 
He asked what tint was in hy 
It IS the layndarS sir sai diie 
That her child ilH right now has ta en 
And must leave now behind us here 
Therefore she makes an evil cheers 
The king said Certes 6 it were pity 
That she m that point left should be 
For certes I trow there is no man 
That he no will rue? a woman than 
His hosts all there arested he 
And gert 8 a tent soon stinted 8 be 
And gert her gang in hastily 
And other women to be her by 
While she was delivered he bade 
And syne forth on his ways rade 
And how she forth should carried be 
Or he forth furei® ordained he 
This was a full great courtesy 
That swilk a king and so mighty 
Gert his men dwell on this manner 
But for a poor lavender 
Barbours Book XVI po 39-40 

1 Wonder 2 Haste s Laundress 

i Child bed c Aspect 6 Certainly Prty 
8 Caused s Pitched w Moved. 
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Note XLVH 

O'er chasms he i>ass''d^ where fractures 
wide 

Craved wary eye ana ample stride — P 451 

The interior of the island of Arran abounds 
■with beautiful Highland scenery The hills, 
being very rocky and precipitous, afford some 
cataracts of great height, though of incon 
siderable breadth There is one pass over 
the river Machrai, renowned for the dilemma 
of a poor woman, who, being tempted by the 
narrowness of the ravine to step across, sue 
ceeded m making the first movement, but 
took fright when it became necessary to mo\ e 
the other foot and remained in a posture 
equally ludicrous and dangerous until some 
passenger assisted her to extricate herself 
It IS said she remained there some hours 


Note XLVIII 

He ct oss^d his brow beside the stone 
Where Druids erst heai d victims groan , 
And at the cairns upon the wild 
O ermany a heathen hero piled — P 451 

The isle of Arran, like those of Man and 
Anglesea, abounds with man> relics of 
heathen and probably Druidical, supersti 
tion There are high erect columns of unhewn 
stone, the most early of all monuments, the 
circles of rude stones, commonly entitled 
Druidical, and the cairns, or sepulchral piles 
within which arc usually found urns enclosing 
ashes Much doubt necessarily rests upon 
the histor-j of such monuments, nor is it 
possible to consider them as exclusively 
Celtic or Druid ical By much the finest 
circles of standing stones, excepting Stone 
henge, are those of Stenhouse, at Stennis, in 
the island of Pomona, the principal isle of the 
Orcades 1 hese, of course are neither Celtic 
nor Druidical , and we are assured that man} 
circles of the kind occur both in Sweden and 
Norway 


Note XLTX 

Old Brodick^ s gothic towers were seen 
From Hastings^ late their English lord^ e i 
Douglas had won them by the sword 

— P 4:?! 

Brodick or Brathwick Castle, in the Isle of 
Arran, is an ancient fortress, near an open 
roadstead called Brodick Ba} , and not far 
distant from a tolerable harbour, closed in 
by the Island of Lamlash This important 
mace had been assailed a short time before 
Bruce’s arrival in the island James Lord 
Douglas, who accompanied Bruce to his 
retreat m Rachrine seems, in the spring of 
1306, to have tired of his abode there, and set 
out accordingly, in the phrase of the times, 
to sec what adventure God would send him 
Sir Robert Boyd accompanied him , and his 


knowledge of the localities of Arran appears 
to have directed his course thither They 
landed in the island privately, and appear to 
have laid an ambush for Sir John Hastings, 
the English governor of Brodwick, and sur 
prised a considerable supply of arms and 
provisions and nearly took the castle itself 
Indeed that they actually did so has been 
generally averred by historians, although it 
does not appear from the narrative of Bar&Dur 
On the contrary it would seem that they 
took shelter within a fortification of the 
ancient inhabitants, a rampart called 7 or an 
Schian When they were joined by Bruce, 
it seems probable that they had. gained 
Brodick Castle At least tradition says, 
that from the battlements of the tower he 
saw the supposed signal fire on Turnberry 
nook The castle is now much modernized, 
but has a dignified appearance, being sur 
rounded by flourishing plantations 


Note L 

Ofi^ too^ with unaccustom'' d eat j, 

A language much unmeet he hears 

— P 4^1 

Barbour with great simplicity, gives an 
anecdote, from which it would seem that the 
Mce of profane swearing afterwards* too 
general among he Scottish nation, was, at 
tins time, confined to military men \s 
Douglas, after Bruce s return to Scotland, 
v\as roving about the mountainous country 
of Tweeddale, near the water of Line, he 
chanced to hear some persons in a farm house 
say ‘ the devil ’ Concluding, from this hardy 
expression, that the house contained warlike 
guests, he immediately assailed it, and had 
the good fortune to make prisoners Thomas 
Randolph, afterwards the famous Earl of 
Mm ra) , and Alexander Stuart, Lord Bonkle 
Both were then m the English interest, and 
had come into that country with the purpose 
of driving out Douglas They afterwards 
ranked among Bruce’s most zealous ad 
herents 


Note LI 

For^ see f the ruddy signal made^ 

That Clifford with his merry men all^ 
Guards carelessly our father s hall 

— P 452 

The remarkable circumstance by which 
Bruce was induced to enter Scotland, under 
the false idea that a signal fire was lighted 
upon the shore near his maternal casUe of 
Turnberry— the disappointment which he met 
vMth, and the train of success which arose out 
of that very disappointment, are too curious 
to be passed over unnoticed The following 
is the narrative of Barbour The introduction 
IS a favourable specimen of his style, which 
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seems to be in some degree the model for that 
of Gaw am Douglas — 

This wes m veri quhen wynter tid, 

With his blastis hidvjss to bid 
Was our drywyn and bjrdis smale 
As turturis and the nychtyngale 
Begouth 2 rycht sanely 3 to syng 
\nd for to in'ik m thur sin^yn^, 

Swete notis and so-vsnjs ser^ 

And melodys plesand to her 
And the treis bet,ou*h to nia 
Burgeans ^ and brycht Llomys alsua 
To j n the helyng^ otf tlmr hewid 
That ^\ykkyt \\jntir had thaim revnds 
And all gressjs begiith to spryng 
In to that tyme the no bill king 
With his flote and a few inenyes 
T1 re hund>r I trow thai mycht be 
Is to the sc ow te off Arane 
A litiU forouth^o ewjn gane 


Thai rowit fast with all thair mycht 
Till that apon thaiin fell the njcht 
That woux myrkii apon gret maner 
Swa that thai wyst nocht quhar thai wer 
For thai na nedill had na stane 
Bot rowyt alwayis in till ane 
Sterand all tynie apon the fyr 
That thai saw brynnand lycht and schy r 1 
It wes bot auentur is thaim led 
And thai in schort tyme sa thaim sped 
That at the fyr arywyt thai 
And went to land bot mar delay 
And Cuthbert that has sent the fy r 
Was full off angyr and off ire 
For he durst nocht do it away 
And wes alsua dowtand ay 
That Ills lord sukl pass to se 
Tharfor thair cummyn waytit he 
And met thaim at thair arywint. 

He wes wele sone broucht to the King 
That speryt at him how he had done 
And he with sar hart tauld him sone 
How that he fand nant weill luffand 
Bot all war fay is that he fand 
And that tne lord the Persy 
With ncr thre hundre in cumpany 
Was in the castell thar besid 
rullfillyt off dispyt and prid 
Bot mathan twa partis off his rowt 
War herberyt m the toune without 
And dyspytyt vow mar Schir King 
Than men may dispyt ony thing 
Than said the King m full gret ire 
Tratour quhy maid thow than the fyr’ — 
\ 1 Schyr said he sa God me se 1 
The fyr wes newyr maid for me 
Na or the nycht I wyst it nocht 
Bot fra I wyst it weill I ihocht 
That ye and haly your nienye 
In hy 11 suld put yow to the se 
For thi I cum to mete yow her 
To tell perellys that may aper 


The King wes off his spek angry 
And askyt his pryw (S men in hy 
Quhat as thaim thoucht wes best to do 
S^chyr Edward fryst answert thar to 
Hys brodyr tnat wes swa hardy 
And said I saw yow sekyrly 
Thar sail na perell that may be 
Dryve me eftsony s ^ to the se 
Myne auentur her tak will I 
Quhethir it be esfuU or angry * — 


1 Sprmg 2 Began 3 Loftily * Several 
5 Make <» Buds Covering 

8 Bereaved 9 Men JO Before Dark 

12 Clear 13 Adventure M Haste M Soon after 


Brothyr he said sen thou will sua 
It IS gude that we saniyn ta 
Dissese or ese or payne or play 
Eftyr as God w tU ws purw ay i 
And sen men sayis that the Persy 
Myn hcretdge will occupy 
And his menye sa ner ws lyis 
That ws dispytis mony wyss 
Ga we and wenge sum off the dupy te 
And that may we haift done alss tite 3 
For thai ly traistlyi but dreding 
Off ws 01 off our her cuminyng 
And thoucht we slcpand slew thaim all 
Kepruff tharof na man sail 
For werrayour na forss suld ma 
Quhethir he my cht ourcom his fa 
Throw strentli or throw sutelte 
Bot that gud faith ay haldyn be 

Barbour b Br7ice Book n a I 


Note LII 

Nazv ask you •whence that •wondrous hght^ 
iVhose fairy ^low beguiled iheir si£hl > 

It ne er •wat, known — P 454 
The following are the words of an inge 
mous correspondent, to whom I am obliged 
for much intormation respecting Turnbeiry 
and its neighbourhood ‘ The only tradition 
now remembered of the landing of Robert 
the Bruce m Carnck relates to the lire seen 
by him from the Isle of Arran It is still 
generally reported, and religiously believed 
by man}, that this fire was really the work 
of suptrnatural power unassisted by the 
hand of any mortal being , and it is said 
that for sey eral ci ntunes, the flame rose 
yearly on the same hour of the same night 
of the>ear, on which the king first saw it 
from the turrets of Brodick Castle , and 
some go so far as to say, that if the exact 
time were known, it would be still seen 
That this superstitious notion is very ancient, 
IS eMdentfiom the place where the fire is 
said to haye appeared, being called the 
Bogies Brae, beyond the remembrance of 
i man In support of this curious belief it is 
said that the practice of burning heath for 
the improy ement of land w as then unknow n , 
that a spunkie (Jack o lanthom) could not 
have been seen across the breadth of the 
Forth of Clyde, between Ayrshire and Arran , 
-♦and that the courier of Bruce w as his kinsman, 
and never suspected of treachery’ — Letter 
from Mr Joseph Train of Newton Stuart, 
author of an ingenious Collection of Poems, 
illustrative of many ancient Traditions in 
Galloway and Ayrshire, Edinburgh 1814 
[Mr Tram made a journey into Ayrshire at 
Sir Walter Scott’s request, on purpose to 
collect accurate information for the Notes 
to this poem , and the reader will find more 
of the fruits of his labours in Note LIV This 
IS the same gentleman whose friendly assist 
ance is so often acknowledged in the Notes 
and Introductions of the Waverley Novels 3 


1 Prepare 2 Avenge 3 Quickly < Confidently 
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Note LIII 

They gain'd the Chase^ a wide domain 
Left for the Castlds silvan retgn — P 455 

The Castle of Tumberry, on the coast of 
Ayrshire ^^as the property of Robert Bruce, 
in right of his mother Lord Hailes mentions 
the following remarkable circumstance con 
cerning the mode m which he became pro 
pnetor of it — ‘ Martha, Countess of Carrick 
in her own right, the wife of Robert Bruce, 
Lord of Annandale, bare him a son after 
wards Robert I (nth July, 1274) The cir 
cumstances of her marriage were singular 
happening to meet Robert Bruce in her 
domains, she became enamoured of him, and 
with some violence led him to her castle 
of Tumberry A few days after she married 
him, without the know ledge of the relations 
of either party, and without the requisite 
consent of the king The king instantly 
seized her castle and whole estates She 
afterwards atoned by a fine for her feudal 
delinquency Little did AIe\ander foresee 
that, from this union the restorer of the 
Scottish monarchy was to arise — Annals 
ofScoiland^vol 11 p 180 The same obliging 
correspondent, whom I ha\e quoted in the 
preceding note, givesmethefollowingaccount 
of the present state of the ruins of Turn 
berry — ‘ Tumberry Point is a rock projecting 
into the sea, the top of it is about eighteen 
feet above high water mark Upon this rock 
was built the castle 1 here is about twenty 
fi\e feet high of the wall next to the sea yet 
standing Upon the land side the wall is 
only about four feet high , the length has 
been sixty feet, and the breadth forty fi\e 
It was surrounded by a ditch, but that is now 
nearly filled up The top of the rum, rising 
between foity and fifty feet above the water, 
has a majestic appearance from the sea 
There is not much local tradition in the vicinity 
connected with Bruce or his history In 
front, how ever, of the rock, upon which stands 
Culzean Castle, is the mouth of a romantic 
cavern, called the Cove of Colean, in which 
It IS said Bruce and his followers concealed 
themselves immediately after landing, till 
they arranged matters for their farther enter 
prises Burns mentions it m the poem ofr 
Halloween The only place to the south 
of Tumberry worth mentioning w ith reference 
to Bmces history, is the Weaiy Nuik, a 
little romantic green hill, where he and his 
party are said to have rested, after assaulting 
the castle 

Around the Castle of Tumberry was a 
level plain of about two miles in extent, 
forming the castle park There could be 
nothing, I am informed, more beautiful than 
the copsewood and verdure of this extensive 
meadow, before it was invaded by the plough 
share 


Note LIV 

The Bruce hath won his father's hall f 
—P 4‘59 

I have followed the flattering and pleasing 
tradition, that the Bruce, after his descent 
upon the coast of Ayrshire, actually gained 
possession of his maternal castle But the 
tradition is not accurate The fact is, that he 
was only strong enou^ to alarm and drive 
in the outposts of the English garrison, then 
commanded, not by Clifford as assumed in 
the text, but by Percy Neither was Clifford 
slain upon this occasion, though he had several 
skirmishes with Bruce He fell afterwards 
in the battle of Bannockburn Bruce after 
alarming the castle of Tumberry, and sur 
prising some part of the garrison, who were 
quartered without the walls of the fortress, 
retreated into the mountainous part of Carrick, 
and there made himself so strong, that the 
English w ere obliged to ev acuate Tumberry 
and at length the Castle of A.yr Many of 
his benefactions and royal gifts attest his 
attachment to the hereditary followers of 
his house, in this part of the country 

It IS generally known that Bruce in con 
sequence of his distresses after the battle of 
Methven, was affected by a scorbutic disorder, 
which was then called a leprosy It is said 
he experienced benefit from the use of a 
medicinal spring about a mile north of the 
town of Ayr, called from that circumstance 
King’s Ease 1 The follow ing is the tradition 
of the country, collected by Mr Train — 
‘After Robert ascended the throne he founded 
the priory of Dominican monks, every one 
of whom was under the obligation of putting 
up to Heaven a prayer once everv week day 
and twice m holydays, for the recovery of 
the king , and, after his death, these masses 
were continued for the saving of his soul 
Ihe rums of this old monastery aie now 
nearly level with the ground Robert like 
wise caused houses to be built round the 
well of King’s Case, for eight lepers and 
allowed eight bolls of oatmeal, and ;^28 
Scotch money, per annum, to each person 
These donations were laid upon the lands 
of Fullarton, and are now payable by the 
Duke of Portland The farm of Shiels, in 
the neighbourhood of Ayr, has to give, if 
required a certain quantity of straw for the 
lepers’ beds, and so much to thatch their 
houses annually Each leprous person had 
a drinking horn provided him by the king 
which continued to be hereditary in the house 
to w Inch It was first granted One of those 
identical horns, of very curious workmanship, 
was in the possession of the late Colonel 
Fullarton of that Ilk ’ 

My coi respondent proceeds to mention 
some curious remnants of antiquity respecting 

1 Sir Walter Scott had misread Mr Trauis MS 
■which gave not JCmsfs Ease but King’s Case 1 e 
Casa Regts the name of the royal foundation described 
below Mr Trains kindness enabled Lockhart to 
make this correction — 1833 
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this foundation ‘ In compliment to Sir 
William Wallace, the great deliverer of his 
country, King Robert Bruce invested the 
descendants of that hero \Mth the right of 
placing all the lepers upon the establishment 
of King s Case This patronage continued 
in the family of Craigie, till it was sold along 
with die lands of the late Sir Thomas Wallace 
The burgh of Ayr then purchased the right of 
applying the donations of King s Case to the 
support of the poor house of Ayr The lepers’ 
charter stone was a basaltic block, exactly 
the shape of a sheep’s kidnej , and weighing 
an Ayrshire boll of meal The surface of this 
stone being as smooth as glass, there was not 
any other w ay of lifting it than by turning the 
hollow to the ground there extending the 
arms along each side of the stone, and clasping 
the hands in the cavit} Young lads were 
always considered as desen mg to be ranked 
among men, when they could lift the blue 
stone of King’s Case It always lay beside 
the well, till a few >ears ago, when some 
English dragoons encampea at that place 
wantonly broke it, since w hich the fragments 
have been kept by the freemen of Prestwick 
in a place of security There is one of these 
charter stones at the village of Old Da ly, m 
Carrick, which has become more celebrated 
by the following event, which happened only 
a few 3 ears ago — ^The village ot New Daily 
being now larger than the old place of the same 
name tht inhabitants insisted that the charter 
stone should be removed from the old town 
to the new but the people of Old Daily were 
unwilling to part with their ancient right 
Demands and remonstrances were made on 
each side without effect, till at last man 
woman and child, of both villages, marched 
out and by one desperate engagement put an 
end to a war, the commencement of which no 
person then living remembered Justice and 
victory, m this, instance, being of the same 
party, the villagers of the old town of Daily 
now enjoj the pleasure of keeping the 
static unmolested Ideal privileges are often 
attached to some of these stones In Girv an, 
if a man can set his back against one of the 
above description, he is supposed not liable 
to be arrested for debt, nor can cattle, it is 
imagined, be poinded as long as they are 
fastened to the same stone 1 hat stones were 
often used as symbols to denote the right of 
possessing land, before the use of written 
documents became general m Scotland is, J 
think, exceedingly probable Ihe charter 
stone of Inv erness is still kept with great care, 
set m a frame, and hooped w ith iron, at the 
maiket place of that tow n It is called by the 
inhabitants of that district Clack na Couddin 
I think It is very likely that Carey has 
mentioned this stone in his poem of Craig 
Phaderick This is only a conjecture, as 1 
have never seen that w ork While the famous 
marble chair w as allowed to remain at Scoon, 
It was considered as the charter stone of the 
kingdom of Scotland ’ 
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Note LV 

‘ Bring here^ he satd^ ‘ ihe masers four^ 
My noble failure loved of yore ’—P 4«)9 
These mazers were large drinking-cups, or 
goblets Mention of them occurs in a curious 
invento^ of the treasure and jewels of 
James III, which will be published with 
other curious documents of antimnty, by ray 
friend, Mr Thomas Thomson, D Register 
of Scotland, under the title of A Collection 
of Inventories, and other Records of the 
Royal ardrobe, Jewel House,’ &.c I copy 
the passage in which mention is made of the 
mazers and also of a habiliment, called 
‘ King Robert Bruce s serk,’ 1 c shirty mean 
ing perhaps, his shirt of mail , although no 
other arms are mentioned in the inventory 
It might have been a relic of more sanctified 
description, a penance shirt perhaps 

Extract from ‘ Inventare of ane Parle of 
the Gold and Silver cony eit and unconyeit^ 
fowelhs and uther Stuff' fterieining to 
Umquhile oure Soverane JLords Fader^ 
that he had in Depots the Tyme of hts 
Deceis and that come to ihe Handis of 
oure Soverane Lord that now is M cccc 
LXXXVIII ’ 

‘Memorandum fundm in a bandit kist like 
a gardeviantl, in the tyrst the grete chenye* 
of gold, contenand sevm score sex hnkis 
Itcm^ thre platis of sih'-er 
Item^ tuelf salfatis 
Item, fjftene discheis'^ ouregilt 
Item, a grete gilt plate 
Item, tvva grete bassmgis’5 ouregilt 
Item, FOLK MASARIS, CAl LED KING ROBERT 
THE Brocis, With a cover 
Item, a grete cok niatd of silver 
Item, the hede of silver of ane of the cov ens 
of masar 

Item, a fare dialle® 

Item, twa kasis of knyffis" 

Item, a pare of auld kniffi!. 

Item, takin be the smjth that opinnit the 
lokki:», m gold fourty dem> is 
Item m Ingles grotis^ xxini li and 

the said silver given again to the takans 
ol h> m 

Pern, ressav it in the clossat of Dav idis tour, 
ane haly water lat ot silver, tvva boxis, 
a cageat tume a glas with rois water, a 
dosoune of torchis, King Robert Brucis 
Serr ’ 

The real use of the antiquarian’s studies 
IS to bring the minute information which he 
collects to bear upon points of history For 
example, in the inventory I have just quoted, 
there is given the contents of the black kist^ 
or chest, belonging to James III, which was 


1 Card vin or w me cooler 2 Chain 

2 Salt cellars anciently the object of much curious 
workmanship 

4 Dishes 5 Basins 8 Dial 

7 Cases of 1 mves 8 English groats 
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his strongf box, and contained a quantity of 
treasure, m money and jewels, surpassing 
what might have been at the period expected 
of ‘ poor Scotland’s gear ’ This illustrates 
and authenticates a striking passage in the 
histoiy of the house of Douglas by Hurne 
of Godscroft The last Earl of Douglas (of 
the elder branch; had been reduced to mo 
nastic seclusion in the Abbey of JLindores, 
by James II James III, in his distresses, 
would iMllingly have recalled him to public 
life, and made him his lieutenant ‘ But he, * 
says Godscroft, ‘laden with jears and old 
age, and weary of troubles, refused, saying 
Sir you have keept mee, and jour olack 
coffer in Sterling, too long, neither of us can 
doe you any good I, because my friends 
have forsaken me, and my followers and 
dependers are fallen from me, betaking 
themselves to other masters , and your 
black trunk is too farre from you and your 
enemies are between you and it or (as 
others say) because there was in it a sort of 
black coyne, that the king had caused to be 
coyned bj the advice of his courtiers, which 
moneyes (saith he) sir if j'^ou had put out at 
the first, the people would have taken it, 
and if you had emplojed mee in due time 
I might have done you service But now 
there is none that will take notice of me nor 
meddle with your money ’ — Home's History 
of the House of Douglas^ fol Edin 1644, 
p 206 


Note LVI 

Arouse old friends, and gather new 
-P 460 

As soon as it was known in Kyle, says 
ancient tradition that Robert Bruce had 
landed in Carritk, with the intention of 
recovering the crown of Scotland, the Laird 
of Craigie, and forty eight men in his im 
mediate neighbourhood, declared in favour 
of their legitimate prince Bruce granted 
them a tract of land, still retained by the 
Ireemen of Newton to this day The original 
charter was lost when the pestilence was 
raging at Ayr, but it was renewed by one 
of the Jameses and is dated at Faulkland 
The freemen of Newton were formerly officers 
by rotation The Provost of Ayr at one time 
was a freeman of Newton, and it happened 
to be his turn, while provost in Ayr to be 
officer in Newton, both of which offices he 
discharged at the same time 
The forest of Selkirk, or Ettnck at this 
period, occupied all the district which retains 
that denomination and embraced the neigh 
bounng dales of Tweeddale, and at least the 
Upper Ward of Clydesdale All that tract 
was probably as waste as it is mountainous, 
and covered with the remains of the ancient 
Caledonian Forest, which is supposed to 
have stretched from Cheviot Hills os far as 
Hamilton, and to have comprehended even 


a part of Ayrshire At the fatal battle of 
Falkirk Sir John Stewart of Bonkill, brother 
to the Steward of Scotland, commanded the 
archers of Selkirk Forest, who fell around 
the dead body of their leader The English 
historians have commemorated the tall and 
stately persons, as well as the unswerving 
faith, of these foresters Nor has their in 
teresting fall escaped the notice of an elegant 
modern poetess, whose subject led her to 
treat of that calamitous engagement 

The g-lance of the morn had sparkled brig-ht 
On their plumagfe green and their actons fight 
The bugle was strung at each, hunter s side 
As they Ind been bound to the chase to nde 
But the bugle is mute and the shafts are spent 
The arm unnerved and the bow unbent 
And the tired forester is laid 
r ar far from the clustering greenwood shade 1 
Sore have they toil d— they are fallen asleep 
And their slumber is heavy and dull and deep ' 
When over their bones the grass shall wave 
When the wild v\inds o%er their tombs shall rave 
Memory shall lean on their graves and tell 
Hoi\ Selkirks hunters bold around old Stewart 
fell' 

Jiallrce or the Ft hto/Falktrk by Miss 
IIOLFOKD Lond. 4to 1809 pp 170-1 


Note LVII 

When Bruce's banner had victorious flow''d 
O'er Loudoun's mountain^ and in Urfs 
vale — P 460 

The first important advantage gained by 
Bruce, after landing at Turnberry, was over 
Ajmer de Valence, Earl of Pembroke, the 
same by whom he had been defeated near 
Methven They met, as has been said, by 
appointment at Loudonhill, in the west of 
Scotland Pembroke sustained a defeat , and 
from that time Bruce was at the head of 
a considerable fljmg army Yet he was 
subsequently obliged to retreat into Aber 
deenshire, and was there assailed by Comyn, 
Earl of Buchan, desirous to avenge the death 
of his relative, the Red Comyn, and sup 
ported by a body of English troops under 
Philip de Moubray Bruce was ill at the 
time of a scrofulous disorder, but took horse 
to meet his enemies, although obliged to be 
supported on either side He was victorious, 
and It IS said that the agitation of his spirits 
restored hts health 


Note LVIII 

When English blood oft deluged Douglas 
dale — P 460 

The ‘good Lord James of Douglas,’ during 
these commotions, often took from the 
English his own castle of Douglas, but being 
un^le to garrison it, contented himself with 
destrojning the fortifications and retiring into 
the mountains Asa reward to his patriotism, 
It IS said to have been prophesied, that how 
often soever Douglas Castle should be de 
stroyed, it shoulcT always again arise more 
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magnificent from its rums Upon one of 
these occasions heused fearful cruel tj , causing 
all the store of provisions Mihich the English 
had laid up in his castle, to be heaped 
together, bursting the wine and beer casks 
among the wheat and flour, slaughtering the 
cattle upon the same spot, and upon the top 
of the whole cutting the throats of the English 
prison! rs This pleasantry of the ‘good Eord 
James ’ is commemorated under the name of 
the Douglas's Lardet A more pleasing 
tale of chi\alry is recorded by Godscroft — 
‘Bj this means, and such other exploits, he 
so affrighted the enemy, that it was counted 
a matter of great jeopardie to keep this 
castle, which began to be called the adven 
turous (or hazardous) Castle of Douglas , 
whereupon Sir J ohn Walton being m suit of an 
English lady, she w rote to him, that when he 
had kept the adventurous Castle of Douglas 
se\en years then he might think himself 
worthy to be a suitor to her Upon this 
occasion Walton took upon him the keeping 
of It, and succeeded to Thruswall but he 
ran the same fortune with the rest that were 
before him For Sir James, haMng first 
dressed an ambuscado near unto the place, 
he made fourteen of his men take so man^ 
sacks, and fill them with grass, as though it 
had been corn, which they carried in the way 
to Lanark, the chief market town m that 
county so hoping to di aw forth the captain 
by that bait, and either to take him or the 
castle, or both Neither was this expectation 
frustrated, for "the captain did bite, and came 
forth to have taken this victual (as he sup- 
posed) But ere he could reach these carriers, 
Sir James, with his company, had gotten 
between the castle and him , and these dis- 
guised carriers, seeing the captain following 
after them, did quickly cast off their sacks, 
mounted themselves on horseback, and met 
the captain with a sharp encounter, being so 
much the more amazed, as it was unlocked 
for wherefore, when he saw these earners 
metamorphosed into warriors, and ready to 
assault him, fearing that which was, that 
there was some tram laid for them, he 
turned about to have retired to his castle, 
but there he also met with his enemies, 
between which two companies he and his 
whole followers were slain, so that none es 
caped the captain afterwards being searched, 
they found (as it is reported) his mistress s 
letter about him ’ — Hume’s History of the 
House of Douglas pp 29-30 1 


Note LIX 

And fiery Edward routed stout St John 
— P 460 

‘John de St John, with 15000 horsemen, 
had adianced to oppose the inroad of the 
Scots. By a forced march he endeavoured 

1 This IS the foundation of the Authors last 
romance Casite Dangerous — LoCkHAR 1 


to surprise them, but intelligence of his 
motions was timeously received The courage 
of Edward Bruce, approaching to temerity 
frequently enabled him to achieve what men 
of more judicious valour would never have 
attempted He ordered the infantry, and 
the meaner sort of his army, to intrench 
themselves in strong narrow ground He 
himself with fifty horsemen well harnessed, 
issued forth under cover of a thick mist, sur 
prised the English on their march, attacked 
and dispersed them ’ — DALRyMPLE’s.^ww2f« 
of Scotland Edinburgh, quarto, 1779, p 2$ 


Note LX 

When Randolph s war cry swell' d the 
southern gale — P 400 

Thomas Randolph, Bruce’s sister’s son 
a renowned Scottish chief, was in the ear 4 
part of his life not more remarkable for 
consistency than Bruce himself He espoused 
his uncle’s party when Bruce first assumed 
the crown, and was made prisoner at the 
fatal battle of Methven, in which his relative’s 
hopes appeared to be ruined Randolph ac- 
cordingly not only submitted to the English, 
but took an active pait against Bruce, 
appeared in arms against him , and, m the 
skirmish where he was so closely pursued by 
the bloodhound, it is said his nephew took his 
standard with his own hand But Randolph 
was afterwards made prisoner by Douglas m 
Tweeddale, and brought before King Robert 
Some harsh language w as exchanged betw een 
the uncle and nephew, and the latter was 
committed for a time to close custody 
Afterwards, however, they were reconciled, 
and Randolph was created Earl of Moray 
about 1312 After this period he eminently 
distinguished himself, first by the surprise 
of Edinburgh Castle, and afterwards by 
many similar enterprises, conducted with 
equal courage and ability 


Note LXI 

Stirling's towers^ 

Beleaguer'd by Xing Roberfs powers , 
And they took term of truce — P 461 
*When a long tram of success, actively 
improved by Robert Bruce, had made him 
master of almost all Scotland, Stirling Castle 
continued to hold out The care of the 
blockade was committed by the king to his 
brother Edward who concluded a treaty'" 
with Sir Philip Mowbray, the governor, that 
he should sui render the fortress, it it were 
not succoured by the King of England before 
St John the Baptists day TheKingseverely 
blamed his brother for the impolicy of atreaty, 
which gave time to the King of England to 
advance to the relief of the castle with all his 
assembled forces, and obliged himself either 
to meet them in battle with an 1 nferior force, or 
to retreat with dishonour ‘ Let all England 
come,’ answered the reckless Edward , ‘we 
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iMth Edward Brace on the n|rht wing-, under 
the immediate command of Sir Robert Keith, 
the Marshal of Scotland, who were destined 
for the important service of charging and 
dispersing the English archers 

Thus judiciously posted, in a situation 
fortified both by art and nature, Bruce awaited 
the attack of the English 


Note LXVII 

Beyond^ ih& Sotiiheryi host af>pears 
— P 46^ 

Upon the 23rd June, 1314, the alarm 
reached the Scottish army of the approacli ot 
the enemy Douglas and the Marshal weie 
sent to reconnoitre with a body of cavalry 

\nd soon the greit host have they seen 
Where shields shining were so sheen 
\nd bdsmets burnished bright. 

That ga/e against the sun great light 
They saw so fele 1 brawdynei baners 
Standards and pennons and spears 
\nd so fele knights upon steeds 
A.1I flaming m their weeds 
And so fele bataiUs and so broad 
And too so ^eat room as they rode 
That the maist host and the stoutest 
Of Christendom and the greatest 
Should be abajsit for to see 
Their foes into such quantity 

The Bruce vol n p in 

The two Scottish commanders were cautious 
in the account which they brought back to 
their camp To the king m private they 
told the formidable state of the enemy , but 
in public reported that the English were 
indeed a numerous host, but ill commanded, 
and w orse disciplined 


Note LXVHI 

Wtth these the vaha 7 it of the Isles 
Beneath their chieftains rafik a tht.tr fle^ 
— P 463 

The men of \rg}le the islanders and the 
Highlanders m general, were ranked in the 
rear They must have been nuraeious, lor 
Bruce had reconciled himself with almost all 
their chieftains, excepting the obnoxious 
MacDougals of Lorn The following deed, 
containing the submission of the potent Earl 
of Ross to the King, was never oetore pub 
lished It IS dated m the third year of 
Robert s reign, that is, 1309 

‘ ObLIG VCIO COiMITIS Rossensis per Hom-1 
GIUM Fidelitatem et Scriptom 
‘ Universis chnsti fidelibus ad quorum noti 
ciam presentes litere peruenennt Wiilielmus 
Comes de Ross salutem m domino sempiter 
nam Quia magni ficus pnneeps Dominus 


Robertus dei gracia Rex Scottorura Dominus 
meus ex innata sibi bonitate, inspirataque 
clemencia, et gracia speciali remisit michi 
pure rancorem animt sui, et relaxauit ac con 
donauit michi omnimodas transgressiones 
seu oflfensas contra ipsum et suos per me et 
meos \ sque ad confeccionem literarum pre 
sencium perpetratas Et terras nieas et 
tenementa mea omnia graciose concessit 
Et me nichilominus de terra de Dingwal et 
ferncroskry infra comitatum de Suthyrland 
de benigna liberalitate sua henditane in 
feodare curamt Ego tantam pnncipis 
beneuolenciam efficaciter attendens et pro 
tot gracits michi factis, vicem sibi gratitudinis 
meis pro Mnbus de cetero digne vite 

cupiens exhibere, subicio et oblige me et 
heredes meos et homines meos \niuersos 
dicto Domino meo Regi per omnia 
erga suam regiam dignitatem, quod erimus 
de cetero fideles sibi et heredibus suis et 
fidele sibi sermc um auxilium et concilium 
contra omnes homines et feminas qui 
vivere potennt aut mori, et super h 
Ego WTlIielmus pro me hominibus 

ineis vniuersis dicto domino meo Regi 
manibus homagmm sponte feci et 
super del ewangelia sacramentum prestiti 
In quorum omnium testimonium 
sigillum meum, et sigilla Hugoms fihi et 
heredis et Johannis filti mei vna cum sigilhs 
venerabilium patrum Dominorum Dauid et 
Thome Moraviensis et Rossensis dei gracia 
episcoporum presentibuslitenssunt appensa 
Acta scripta et data apud Aldern in Morauia 
\ltimo die mensis Octobris, Anno Regni 
dicti dommi nostn Regis Roberti Tcrtio 
Testibus \cnerabilibus patnbus supradictis, 
Domino Bernardo C ancellario Regis, Domi 
nts Willu-lmode Haj a, Johannede Stnuelyn, 
Willielmo Wysman, Johanne de Ffenton, 
Dauid dc Berkeley, et W altero de Bei keley 
railitibus, magistro Waltero Heroc, Decano 
ccclcsie Morauie, magistro Willielmo de 
Creswel eiusdem ecclesie precentore et multis 
aliis nobilibus clcncis et laicis dictis die et 
loco congregatis ’ 

The copy of this curious document was 
supplied by my friend, Mr 1 homson, Deputy 
Register of Scotland whose researches into 
our ancient records are dailv throwing new 
and important light upon the history of the 
country 

Note LXIX 

The Monarch rode along the van — P 464 

The English, vanguard commanded by the 
Earls of Gloucester and Hereford, came m 
sight of the Scottish army upon the evening 
of the 23rd of June Bruce was then riding 
upon a little palfrey, in front of his foremost 
line, putting his host in order It was then 
that the personal encounter took plate 
betwixt him and Sir Henry de Bohun, a 
gallant English knight, the issue of which 
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had a great effect upon the spirits of both 
armies It is thus recorded by Barbour — 

‘ And quhen Glosyster and Herfurd war 
With thair bataiU approchand ner 
Befor thaim all thar come rydand 
With helm on heid and sper m hand 
Schyr Henry the Boune the worthi 
That wes a wycht knycht and a hardj 
And to the Erie off Herfurd cusyne 
Armyt in armys gud and fyne 
Conte on a sted a bow schote ner 
Befor all othyr that thar wer 
\nd knew the King for that he saw 
Him swa rang his men on raw 
And by the croune that wes set 
Alsua apon his bassynet. 

And towart him he went m hy 
And [quhen] the King sua apertly 
Saw him cum forouth all his fens 1 
In hy 2 till him the hors he stens 
And quhen Schyr Henry saw the King 
Cum on for owtyn abaysingS, 

Till him he raid m full gret hy 
He thoucht that he suld weiU lychtly 
Wyn him and haf him at his will 
Sen he him hors} t saw sa ill 
Sprent < thai samyn in till a lingS 
Sch\ r Henry mj ssit the noble King 
And he that m his stcrapys stud 
With the ax that wes hard and gud 
With sa gret maynee racht him a dynt 
That notliyr hat na helm mycht stynt 
The heivy " dusche 8 that he him ga% 

That ner the held till the harynys clave 
The hand ax schaft fruschit^ m twa 
And he doune to the erd gan ga 
All flatlynysio for him faimt mycht 
This wes the fryst strak oft the rycht 

Barbours Bookviii v 684 

The Scottish leaders remonstrated w ith the 
King upon his temer ty He only answered, 
‘I have broken my good battle axe — The 
English vanguard retreated after witnessing 
this single combat Probably their generals 
did not think it advisable to hazard an attack 
while Its unfavourable issue remained upon 
their minds 


Note LXX 

* W/ial train of dust^ with trumfei sound 
A nd glimmer i ng spears is wheeling round 
Our leftward flank — P 466 

While the van of the English army ad 
vanced, a detached body attempted to 
relieie Stirling Lord Hailes gives the 
following account of this raanceuvre and the 
result, which is accompanied by circum 
stances highly characteristic of the chn alrous 
manners of the age, and displays that 
generosity which reconciles us ev cn to their 
ferocity upon other occasions 

Bruce had enjoined Randolph, who com 
manded the left wing of his army, to be 
vigilant m preventing any advanced parties 
of the F nglish from throwmg succours into 
the castle of Stirling 

‘ Eight hundred Iwrsemen, commanded by 


1 Comrades 2 Haste 3 'W itbout shrinking 

4 Spurred 5 Lme 8 Strength or force 

I' lieavy s clash * Broke 10 Flat 


Sir Robert Clifford, were detached from the 
English army , they made a circuit by the 
low grounds to the east, and approached the 
castle The King perceived their motions, 
and, coming up to Randolph, angrily ex 
claimed, ‘^Thoughtless man » you have 
suffered the enemy to pass ” Randolph 
hasted to repair his fault, or pensh As he 
advanced, the English cavalry wheeled to 
attack him Randolph drew up hrs troops 
m a circular form, with their spears resting 
on the ground, and protended on eveiy side 
At the first onset, Sir William Daynecourt, 
an English commander of distinguished note, 
was slam The enemy, far superior in 
numbers to Randolph, environed him, and 
pressed hard on his little band Douglas 
«iw his jeopardy, and requested the King’s 
permission to go and succour him “You 
shall not move from your ground,” cried 
the King, “let Randolph extricate him- 
self as he best may I will not alter my 
order of battle, and lose the advantage of 
my position ” — “ In truth,” replied Douglas, 
‘‘ I cannot stand by and see Randolph perish , 
and, therefore with your leave, I must aid 
him ” The King unwillingly consented, 
and Douglas flew to the assistance of his 
friend While approaching, he perceived 
that the English Mere falling into disorder 
and that the perseverance of Randolph had 
prevailed over their impetuous courage 
“Halt,” cried Douglas, “those brave men 
have repulsed the eni my , let us not dimmish 
their glory sharing it ’ ’ — Dalrymple s 
Annals of Scotland 4to, Edinburgh, 1779, 
pp 44~45 

Two large stones erected at the north end 
of the village of New house, about a quarter 
of a mile from the south part of Stirling, 
ascertain the place of this memorable skir 
mish The circumstance tends, were con 
firmation necessary, to support the opinion 
of Lord Hailes tnat the Scottish line had 
Stirling on its left flank It will be reroem 
bered, that Randolph commanded infantry, 
Daynecourt cavalry Supposing, therefore, 
according to the vulgar hypothesis that the 
Scottish line was drawn up, facing to the 
south, in the line of the brook of feinnock, 
and consequently that Randolph was 
stationed with his left flank resting upon 
Milntown bog, it is morally impossible that 
his infantry, moving from that position, with 
whatever celentv, could cut off from Stirling 
a body of cavalry who had already passed 
St Ninian’si, or, m otherwords were already 
between them and the town Whereas sup 
posing Randolph’s left to have approached 
St Ninian s tne short movement to New 
house could easily be executed so as to 
intercept the English m the manner de 
scribed 


1 Barbour sa>s expresslj they avoided the New 
Park (where Bruce s array lay) and held well neath 
the Kirk which can only mean St Ninian s 
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Note LXXI 

Responsive from the Scottish hosi^ 

Pipe clang and bugle sound were toss' d 

-~P 467 

There is an old tradition, that the well 
kno\vn Scottish tune of ‘Hey, tutti taitti ’ 
was Bruce’s march at the battle of Bannock 
hum The late Mr Ritson no g^ranter of pro 
positions, doubts -w hether the Scots had any 
martial music, and quotes Froissart’s account 
of each soldier in the host bearing- a little 
horn, on which, at the onset, thcv would 
make such a horrible noise, as if all the 
devils of hell had been among them He 
observes, that these horns are the only music 
mentioned by Barbour, and concludes, that 
It must remain a moot point whether Bruce s 
army were cheered by the sound even of a 
solitary bagpipe — Historical Essay prefi'ced 
to Ritson' s Scottish Songs — It may be 
observed in passing, that the Scottish of this 
period certainly obser\ed some musical 
cadence, even in winding their horns since 
Bruce was at once recognized by his followers 
from his mode of blowing See Note XLIV 
on Canto IV But the tradition, true or false 
has been the means of securing to Scotland 
one ot the finest lyrics m the language, the 
celebrated war song of Burns, — ‘ Scots, wha 
hae wi’ Wallace bled ’ 


Note LXXII 

How onward^ and in open vtew^ 

The countlesit ranks of England dretv 

-P 467 

Upon the aath of June, the English army 
advanced to tne attack The narrowness ol 
the Scottish front, and the nature of the 
ground, did not permit them to have the full 
advantage of their numbers, nor is it very 
easy to find out what was their proposed 
order of battle The vanguard, however 
appeared a distinct body, consisting of 
archers and spearmen on foot and com 
manded, as already said, by the Earls of 
Gloucester and Hereford Barbour, in one 
place, mentions that they formed nine 
BATTLES or dn isions , but from the following 
passage, it appears that there was no room 
or space for them to extend themselves, so 
that, except the vanguard, the whole army 
appeared to form one solid and compact 
body — 

The English men on either party 
That as angels shone brightly 
Were not array d on such manner 
For all their battles saiiiyni were 
In a schi'trum But w lether it was 


1 Together 

a SchtUrum -—This word has been variously limited 
or extended m its signification In general it seems 
to imply a large body of men drawn up very closely 
together But it has been limited to imply a round 


Through the great strutness of the place 
That they were in to bide fightmg 
Or that It was for abaysingi 
1 wete not But in a schiltrum 
It seemed they were all and some 
Out taen the vawird anerly® 

That right with a great company 
Be them selwyn arrayed were 
Who had been by might have seen there 
That folk ourtake a mekill feild 
On breadth where many a shining shield 
And many a burnished bright armour 
And many a man of great valour 
Might m that great schiltrum be seen 
And many a bright banner and sheen 

BaRBOUKS voL 11 p 13- 


Note LXXIII 

See where yon barefoot Abbot stands^ 
And blesses them with lifted hands t 
~P 467 

‘ Maurice, abbot of Inchaffray, placing him 
self on an eminence, celebrated mass m 
sight of the Scottish army He then passed 
along the front barefooted, and bearing a 
crucifix m his hands, and exhorting the 
Scots, in few and forcible words*, to combat 
for their rights and their liberty The Scots 
kneeled down “ They yield, ” cried Edw ard , 
“see, they implore merew “ — ‘They do,” 
answered Ingelram de Umfraville, “but 
not ours On that field they will be victon 
ous, or die ’ — Annals of Scotland^ \ol 11 
P 47 


Note LXXIV 

Forth ^ Marshal f on the feasant foe t 

We 'll tame the terrors of their bow^ 

And cut the bow string loose f ' — P 468 

The English archers commenced the attack 
with their usual bravery and dexterity 
But against a force, whose importance he 
had learned by fatal experience, Bruce was 
provided A small but select body of 
cavalry were detached from the right, under 
command of Sir Robert Keith They 
rounded, as* I conceive the marsh called 
Milntown bog and, keeping the firm ground, 
charged the left flank and rear of the English 
archers As the bowmen had no spears nor 


or circular body of men so drawn up I cannot under 
stand It with this limitation in the present case The 
schiltrum of the Scottish army at Balkirk -was un 
doubtedly of a circular form in order to resist the 
attacks of the English ca%alry on whate\er quarter 
they might be charged But it does not appear how 
or why the English advancing to the attack at 
Bannockburn should have arrayed themselves m a 
circular form It seems more probable that by 
sckiUriim in the present case Barbour means to 
express an irregular mass into which the English 
army was compressed by the unwieldiness of its 
numbers and the carelessness or ignorance of its 
leaders. 

1 Fnghtemng 8 Alone 
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long w eapons fit to defend themselves against 
horse, they "viere instantly thrown into dis- 
order, and spread through the whole English 
army a confusion from which they never 
fairly recovered 

The Inglis archens schot sa fost 
That mj cht thair schot haff ony last. 

It had bene hard to Scottis men 
Bot King Robert that wele gaix ken i 
That thair archens war peraiouss 
And thair schot rycht hard and grewouss 
Ordanyt foroutha the assemble 
Hys marschell with a gret xnen>e 
Fyve hundre armyt in to stele 
That on lycht horss war horsyt welle 
For to pryk 3 amang the archens 
And swa assaile thaim with thair sper s 
TTiat that na layser haiff to schute 
This marschell that Ik of mute * 

That Schyr Robert of Keyth was cauld 
As Ik befor her has >ew tiuld 
Quhen he saw the batnillis sua 
Asserabill and to gidder ga. 

And saw the archens schoyt stoutly 
W ith all thaim off his cumpany 
In hy apon thaim gan he rid 
And our tuk thaim at a sid 
And ruschyt amang thaim sa rudly 
Stekand thaini sa dispitously 
And in sic fusoun a berand doun 
And sla>and thaim for owtyn ransounT 
That thai thaim scalyts euinlkane » 

And fra that tyme furth thar wes nane 
That asscmblyt schot to ma 10 
Quhen Scottis archens saw that thai sua 
War rebutytii thai >voux hardy 
And wi h all thair mj cht schot egrely 
Amang the horss men that thar raid 
And woundis wid to thaim thai maid 
And slew of thaim a full gret dele 

Barbour s £ruce Bookix v 228 

Although the success of this manoeuvre 
uaseaident, it is very remarkable that the 
Scottish generals do not appear to have 
profited by the lesson Almost every sub- 
sequent battle which they lost against 
England, was decided by the archers, to 
whom the close and compact array of the 
Scottish phalanx afforded an exposed and 
unresisting mark The bloody battle of 
Hahdoun hill, fought scarce twenty years 
afterwards, was so completely gained by the 
archers, that the English are said to have 
lost only one knight, one esquire and a few 
foot soldiers At the battle of Nev ille s Cross 
m 1346, where David II was defeated and 
made prisoner, )ohn de Graham observing 
the loss which the Scots sustained from the 
English bowmen offered to charge and 
disperse them, if a hundred men at arms were 
put under his command to confess 

the truth,* says Fordun, ‘he could not pro- 
cure a single horseman for the service 
proposed ’ Of such little use is ejcpenence 
m war, where its results are opposed by 
habit or prejudice. 


I Know a Disjoined from the main body 

3 Spur 4 That I speak of « Set upon their flank 

6 Numbers 7 Ransom * Dispersed 

® Every one. 20 Make. W Driven back 


Note LXXV 

EacA braggart churl could boast before 
Twelve Scottish lives his baldric bore I 
-P 468 

Roger Ascham quotes a similar Scottish 
proverb, * whereby they give the whole praise 
of shooting honestly to Englishmen, saying 
thus, “that every English archer beareth 
under his girdle twenty four Scottes ’* 
Indeed Toxopliilus says before, and truly of 
the Scottish nation, “The Scottes surely be 
good men of warre m tbeyre owne feates as 
can be, but as for shootmge, they can 
neither use it to any profite, nor yet challenge 
It for any praise ”’ — Works of Ascham^ 
edited by Bennet^ 4to, p 1 10 

It IS said, I trust incorrectly, by an ancient 
English hibtonan, that the ‘ good Lord 
James of Douglas’ dreaded the superiority 
of the English archers so much, that when 
he made any of them prisoner, he gave him 
the option of losing the forefinger of his right 
hand, or his right eye, either species of 
mutilation rendering him incapable to usr 
the bow I have mislaid the reference to thii 
singular passage 


Note LXXVI 

Down t down * in headlong overthrow^ 

Horseman and horse, the foremost go 
— P 468 

It IS generally alleged by historians that 
the English men at arms, fell into the hidden 
snare which Bruce had prepared for them 
Barbour does not mention the circumstance 
According to his account, Randolph, seeing 
the slaughter made by the cavalry on the right 
wing among the archers, advanced courage 
ously against the mam body of the English, 
and entered into close combat with them 
Douglas and Stuart, who commanded the 
Scottish centre, led their division also to the 
charge, and the battle becoming general 
along the whole line, was obstinately mam- 
tamed on both sides for a long space of 
time , the Scottish archers doing great execu 
tion among the English men at arras, after 
thfvbowmen of England were dispersed. 


Note LXXVII 

And steeds that sht lek in agony — P 469 

I have been told that this line requires an 
explanatory note , and, indeed, those who 
witness the silent patience with which horses 
submit to the most cruel usage, may be 
permitted to doubt that, m moments of 
sudden and intolerable anguish, they utter 
a most melancholy ciy Lord Erskme, in 
a speech made m the House of Lords, upon 
a bill for enforcinghumamty towards animals 
noticed this remarkable fact, m language 
which I wnl not mutilate by attempting to 
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repeat it It was my fortune, upon one 
occasion, to hear a horse, m a moment of 
agony, utter a thrilling scream, which I still 
consider the most melancholy sound 1 ever 
heard 


Note LXXVIII 

Lord of the hies nty trust in thee 
Is firm as Atlsa Rock , 

Rush on U)iih Highland sword and iarge^ 
/, with my Carrick spearmen^ charge 
— P 470 

When the engagement between the mam 
bodies had lasted some tune, Bruce made 
a decisive movement, by bringing up the 
Scottish reserve It is traditionally said, 
that at this crisis, he addressed the Lord of 
the Isles in a phrase used as a motto by some 
of his descendants, ‘ My trust is constant m 
thee ' Barbour intimates that the reserv e 
‘assembled on one field,’ that is, on the same 
line with the Scottish forces already engaged , 
which leads Lord Hatles to conjecture that 
the Scottish ranks must have been much 
thinned by slaughter, since, m that circum 
scnbi d ground, there w as room for the rtserv e 
to fall into the line But the ad\ -ince of the 
Scottish cavalry must have contributed 
a good deal to form the vacancy occupied 
by the reseive 


Note LXXIX 

To arms they fieWy—axe^ cluh^ or spear 
And mimic ensigns high they rear — P 470 

The followers of the Scottish camp observed, 
from the Gillies’ Hill in the rear the im 
resbion produced upon the English army 
y the bringing up of the Scottish reserve, 
and, prompted by the enthusiasm of the 
moment, or the desire of plunder, assumed, 
m a tumultuarj' manner, such arms as they 
found nearest, fastened sheets to tent poles 
and lances, and showed themselves like a new 
army advancing to battle 

Yomen and swanys i and pitaill 
That m the Park yemyt vvictaill a 
War left . quhen thai iiyst but lesmg4 
That thalr lordisi with fell fechtyng 
On tl air fayis asi.einbl}rt wer 
Ane olf thaim selwyn s that war thar 
Capttane of thaim all thai mud 
And schetis that war sumedele 6 brad 
Thai festnyt in steid off banens 
Apon lang treys and spens 
And said that thai wald se the fycht 
And help thair lordis at thair mycht 
Quhen her till all assentyt wer 
Zn a rout assembht er 7 
Fyflene tliowband thai war or ma 
And than in gret hy gan thai ga 
With thair banens aU m a rout 
As thai had men bene styth 8 and stout 


5 Swains % Rabble s Kept the provisions 
i Lying o Selves 6 Somewhat 

’Are. 8 Stiff 


Thai come with all that assembly 
Rycht quhill thai mycht the bataill se 
Than all at anys thai gave a cry 
Sla * sla ' Apon thaim hastily ' 

Barbour s JSrwctf Book IX v 410 

The unexpected apparition, of what seemed 
a new army, completed the confusion which 
already prevailed among the English, who 
fled m every direction, and were pursued 
w ith immense slaughter The brook of Ban 
nock, according to Barbour, was so choked 
with the bodies of men and horses, that it 
might hate been passed dry shod The fol 
lowers of the Scottish camp fell upon the 
disheartened fugitives, and added to the con 
fusion and slaughter Many were driven 
into the Forth, and perished there, which by 
the way, could hardly have happened, had 
the armies bi en drawn up east and west since, 
m that case to get at the river, the English 
fugitives must have fled through the victorious 
army About a short mile from the field of 
battle IS a place called the Bloody Folds 
Here the Earl of Gloucester is said to have 
made a stand and died gallantly at the head 
of his ovv n military tenants and vassals He 
was much regretted by both sides , and it is 
said the Scottish w ould gladly hav c saved his 
life, but, neglecting to wear his surcoat with 
armorial bearings over his armour, he fell 
unknown, alter his horse had been stabbed 
w ith spears 

Sir MarmadukeTwenge, an English knight, 
contrived to conceal himself during the fury 
of the pursuit, and when it was somewhat 
slackened, approacht d King Robert ‘ Whose 
prisoner are >ou Sir Marmaduke’’ said 
Bruce, to whom he was personally known 
‘Yours sir,’ answered the knight I receive 
you answered the king, and, treating him 
with the utmost courtesy, loaded him with 
gifts, and dismissed him without ransom 
The other prisoners were all well treated 
There might be policy in this, as Bruce 
■would naturally wish to acquire the good 
opinion of the English barons who were at 
this time at great variance with their king 
But it also well accords with his hi^ 
chivalrous character 


Note LXXX 

O give their hapless prince kis due f 
— P 471 

Edward 11, according to the best autho 
Titles, showed, m the fatal field of Bannock- 
burn, personal gallantry not unworthy of his 
great sire and greater son He remained on 
the field till forced away by the Earl of 
Pembroke, when all v\ as lost He then rode 
to the Castle of Stirling, and demanded ad- 
mittance , but the governor, remonstrating 
upon the imprudence of shutting himself up 
m that fortress, w hich must so soon surrender. 
he assembled around his person five hundred 
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men at arms, and, avoiding’ the field of battle 
and the Mctonous aritw, fled towards Lin 
lithgow, pursued by Douglas with about 
sixty horse They were augmented by Sir 
Lawrence Abernethy with twenty more, 
whom Douglas met in the Torwood upon 
their way to join the English army, and 
whom he easily persuaded to desert the 
defeated monarch, and to assist in the pur 
suit They hung upon Edward s flight as far 
as Dunbar, too lew in number to assail him 
w ith effect, but enough to harass his retreat 
so constantly, that whoever fell an instant 
bt hind, was instantly slam or made prisoner 
Edward s ignominious flight terminated at 
Dunbar, where the Earl of March, who still 
professed allegiance to him, ‘leceived him 
full gentlj From thence the monarch of 
so great an empire, and the late com 
mander of so gallant and numerous an army, 
escaped to Bambotough in a fishing vessel 
Bruce, as will appear from the following 
document, lost no time in directing the 
thunders of Parliamentary censure against 
such part ot his subjects as did not return to 
their natural allegiance after the battle of 
Bannockburn 

ApUD MONASTERIUM DE C4.\fBUSKENNETH, 
VI DIE Novembris, M,CCC,\IV 
Judicium Reditum apud Kambuskinei 
contra omnes illos qui tunc Juerunt 
contra Jideni et paccm Domtii Regis 
Anno gracie millcsimo tncentisimo quarto 
decimo sexto die Novembris tenente par 
liamentum suum Excellent! ssimo principe 
Domino Roberto Dci gracia Rege Scottorum 
Illustn in monasteno de Cambuskyneth 
concordatum fuit finaliter Judicatum {ac 
super] hoc statutum de Concilio et Assensu 
Episcoporum etceterorum Prelatorum Comi 
turn Baronum et aliorum nobihum regni 
Scocie nec non et toems coramumtatis regni 
predict! quod omnes qui contra fidem et 
pacem dicti domini regts in bello seu alibi 
mortui sunt [vel qui che] to die ad pacem 
ejus et fidem non venerant licet sepiusvocati 
et legitime expectati fuissent de terns et 
tenementis et omni alio statu infia regnum 
Scocie perpetuo sint exheredati et habeantur 
de cetero tanquam inimici Regis et Regni ab 
omni vendicacione juris hereditani vel juris 
alterms cujuscunque in posterum pro se et 
beredibus su s in perpetuum pnvati Ad per 
petuam igitur rei memonam et evidentem 
probacionem hujus Judicii et Statuti sigilla 
Episcoporum et aliorum Prelatorum nec non 
et comitura Baronum ac cetcrorum nobihum 
dicti Regni presen ti ordmaciom Judicio et 
statute sunt appensa. 

Sigillum Domini Regis 
Sigillum Willelmi Episcopi Sancti Andree 
Sigillum Robert! j^iscopi Glascuensis 
Sigillum WiHelmi Episcopi Dunkeldensis 
. Episcopi 


Episcopi 

Episcimi 

Sigillum Alani Episcopi Sodorensis 
Sigillum Johannis Episcopi Brechynensis 
Sigillum Andree Episcopi Ergadiensis 
Sigillum Frechardi Episcopi Cathanensis 
Sigillum Abbatis de Scona 
Sigillum Abbatis de Calco 
Sigillum Abbatis de Abirbrothok 
Sigillum Abbatis de Sancta Cruce 
Sigillum Abbatis de Londons 
Sigillum Abbatis de Ncwbotill 
Sigillum Abbatis de Cupro 
Sigillum Abbatis de Paslet 
Sigillum \bbatis de Dunfermelyn 
Sigillum Abbatis de Lincluden 
Sigillum Abbatis de Insula Missarum 
Sigillum Abbatis de Sancto Columba. 
Sigillum Abbatis de Deer 
Sigillum Abbatis de Dulce Corde 
Sigillum Prions de Coldinghame 
Sigillum Prions de Rostynot 
Sigillum Prions Sancte Andree 
Sigillum Prions de Pittinwera 
Sigillum Prions de Insula de Lochlevin 
Sigillum Senescalli Scocie 
Sigillum Willelmi Comitis de Ros 


Sigillum Gilberti de la Haya Constabularu 
Scocie 

Sigillum Robcrti de Keth Manscalli Scocie 

Sigillum Hugonis de Ros 

Sigillum Jacobi de Duglas 

Sigillum Johannis de Sancto Claro 

Sigillum Thome de Ros 

Sigillum Alexandn de Settone 

Sigillum Walteri Hahburtone 

Sigillum Davidis de Balfour 

Sigillum Duncani de Walla vs 

Sigillum Thome de Di&chingtone 

Sigillum \ndree de Moravia 

Sigillum Archibaldi de Betun 

Sigillum Ranulphi de LyiH 

Sigillum Malcomi de Balfour 

Sigillum Normanni de Lesley 

Sigillum Nigelli de Campo bcllo 

SigiMum Morn de AIusco Campo 


Note LXXXI 

h or for De Argentine alone^ 

Through Nintan^s church these torches 
shone^ 

And rose the death prayer's awful tone 
—P 472 

The remarkable circumstances attending 
the death of De A^rgentine ha\ e been already 
noticed (Note XI) Besides this renowned 
warrior, there fell many representatives of 
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the noblest houses m England which never 
sustained a more bloody and disastrous de 
feat Barbour says that two hundred pairs 
of gilded spurs were taken from the field of 
battle , and that some were left the author 
can bear ■witness, who has in his possession 
a curious antique spur, dug up m the morass 
not long since 

* It "wes forsuth a g^et ferk 
1 o se sani j n i sa fele dede he 
Twa hundre payr of spans reid ** 

■War tane of knichtis that war deid 

I am now to take my leave of Barbour, not 
without a sincere wisn that the public may 
encourage the undertaking of my friend 
Dr Jamieson, who has issued proposals for 
publishing an accurate edition of his poem, 
and of Blind Harr\ 's ‘ Wallace 3 ’ The only 

f ood edition of * The Bruce was published 
y Mr Pinkerton, in s^ols , in 1790, and, the 
learned editor having had no personal access 
to consult the manuscript, it is not without 
errors, and it has besides become scarce 
Of ‘ Wallace ’ there is no tolerable edition , yet 
these two poems do no small honour to the 
early state of Scottish poetry, and The Bruce ’ 
IS justly regarded as containing authentic 
historical facts 

The following list of the slam at Bannock 
burn, extracted from the continuator of 
Tnvfet’s Annals, will show the extent of the 
national calamity 


List of the Slain 


Kmghis ^ Kntghis 
Bannerets 
Gilbert declare, Earl 
of Gloucester, 
Robert de Clifford, 
Payan Tybetot, 
William Le Mare 
schal, 

John Comyn 
William de Vescey, 
John de Montfort, 
Nicolas de Hasteleigh, 
William Dayncourt, 
jEgidius de Argen 
teyne, 

Edmond Comyn, 

John Love! (the nch; 
Edmund de Hastynge, 
Milo de Stapleton, 


Simon Ward, 

Robert de Felton, 
Michael Pining, 
Edmund Maulley 

Knights 
Henry de Boun, 
Thomas de Ufford 
John de Elsingfelde, 
John de Harcourt, 
Walter de Hakelut, 
Philip de Courtenay, 
Hugo de Scales 
Radulph de Beau 
champ, 

John de Penbrigge, 
With 33 others of 
the same rank, not 
named 


1 Together 2 Red or gilded 

3 [The extracts from Barbour m this edition of 
Sir Walter Scott s poems have been uniformly cor 
rected by the text of Dr Jamiesons Jtruce pub 
lished, along ■with Bhiid Harry s fVallace,'E^va. 1820, 
avols 460 —Lockhart ] 


Prisoners 

Barons ^ Baronets Anselm 
Heniy de Boun, Earl 
of Hereford, 

Lord John Gitfard, 

William de Latimer, 

Maurice de Berkeley, 

Ingel ram de U infra 
ville, 

Marmaduke de 
Twenge 

John de Wyletone, 

Robert de Maulee, 

Henry FiU Hugh, 

Thomas de Gray, 

Walter de Beau- 
champ, 

Richard de Charon, 

John de Wevelmton, 

Robert de Nevil, 

J ohn de Segrav e, 

Gilbert Peeche, 

John de Clavenng, 

Antony de Lucy, 

Radulph de Camys, 

John dfe Evere, 

Andrew de Abrtm 
hyn 

Kmghis 

Thomas de Berkeley, 

The son of Roger 
Tyrrel, 


de Mares 

chal, 

Giles de Beauchamp, 
John de Cyfrewast, 
John Bluwet, 

Roger Corbet, 
Gilbert de Boun, 
Bartholomew de Ene- 
feld, 

Thomas de Ferrers, 
Radulph and Tho 
mas Bottetort, 
John and Nicholas 
de Kingstone (bro- 
thers) 

William Lo\el, 
Henry de W ilcton, 
Baldwin de Frevill, 
John de Chvedon 1, 
Adomar la Zouche, 
John de Merewode, 
John Maufe^ 
Thomas and Odo Lele 
Ercedekene, 
Robert Beaupel (the 
son) 

John Mautrav ers, (the 
son), 

William and William 
Giffard and 34 other 
knights, not named 
by the historian 


And m sum there were slam, along with the 
Earl of Gloucester, forty two barons and 
bannerets The number of earls barons, and 
bannerets made captive was twenty two, and 
sixty eight knights Manyclerks and esquires 
were also there slam or taken Roger de 
Northbume, keeper of the king s signet 
^Custos Targzae Domini Regts\ was made 
prisoner with his two clerks, Roger de Waken 
Felde and Thomas de Switon, upon which 
the king caused a seal to be made, and en 
titled ithiii privy seal^ to distinguish the same 
from the signet so lost 1 he Earl of Here 
ford was exchanged against Bruce’s queen, 
who had been detained in captivity ever since 
the year 1306 The Targia^ or signet, was 
restored to England through the intercession 
of Ralph de Monthermer, ancestor of Ixird 
Moira, who is said to have found favour m 
the eyes of the Scottish king — Continuation 
of Trivet’s Annals, HalPs edit Oxford, 
1712, vol 11 p 14 

Such ■were the immediate consequences of 
the field of Bannockburn. Its more remote 
effects, in completely establishing the national 
independence of Scotland, afford a boundless 
field for speculation 


I Supposed Clinton 2 Maide 





Introduction 

There is a mood of mind we all have 
known 

On drowsy eve, or dark and low’ ring 
<iay, 

When the tired spirits lose their 
sprightly tone, 

And nought can chase the lingering 
hours away , 

Dull on our soul falls Fancy’s daz 
zling ray, 

And wisdom holds his steadier torch 
m vain, 

Obscured the painting seems, mis- 
tuned the lay, 

Nor dare we of our listless load 
complain, 

For who for sympathy may seek that 
cannot tell of pain ^ 

The jolly sportsman knows such 
drearihood 

When bursts m deluge the autumnal 
rain, 

Clouding that morn which threats 
the heath cock’s brood , 

Of such, in summer’s drought, the 
anglers plain, 

Who hope the soft mild southern 
shower in vain , 

But, more than all, the discontented 
fair, 

Whom father stern and sterner aunt 
restrain 


From county-ball, or race occurring 
rare, 

Whileall her friends around their vest 
ments gay prepare 

Ennui t or, as our mothers call’d 
thee, Spleen ’ 

To thee we owe full many a rare 
device , 

Thine is the sheaf of painted cards, 

I wetn, 

The rolling billiard ball, the rattling 
dice. 

The turning-lathe for framing gim- 
crack nice , 

The amateur s blotch d pallet thou 
mayst claim, 

Retort, and air-pump threatening 
frogs and mice 

(Murders disguised by philosophic 
name), 

And much of trifling grave, and much 
of buxom game 

Then of the books, to catch thy 
drowsv glance 

Compiled, what bard the catalogue 
may quote f 

Plays, poems, novels, never read 
but once , — 

But not of such the tale fair Edge- 
worth wrote, 

That bears thy name, and is thine 
antidote , 
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And not of such the stiain my 
Thomson sung, 

Delicious dreams inspiring by his 
note, 

What time to Indolence his harp he 
strung 

Oh ^ might my laj’’ be rank d that 
happier list among ^ 

Each hath his refuge whom thy 
cares assail 

For me, I love my study fire to trim 
And con right vacantly some idle tale, 
Displaying on the couch each list 
less limb. 

Till on the drowsy page the lights 
grow dim, 

And doubtful slumber half supplies 
the theme, 

While antique shapes of knight and 
giant grim. 

Damsel and dwarf, m long pro- 
cession gleam, 

And the romancer s tale becomes the 
reader’s dream 

Tis thus my malady I well may bear. 
Albeit outstretch d like Pope’s own 
Paridel 

Upon the rack of a too easy chair, 
And find, to cheat the time, a 
powerful spell 

In old romaunts of errantly that tell, 
Or later legends of the Fair>-folk, 
Or Oriental tale of Afnte fell, 

Of Genii, Talisman, and broad- 
wing d Roc, 

Though taste may blush and frown, 
and sober reason mock 

Oft at such season, too, will rhj mes 
unsought 

Arrange themselves in some ro- 
mantic lay , 

The which, as things unfitting 
giaver thought. 

Are burnt or blotted on some wiser 
day 


These few survive , and, proudly 
let me say, 

Court not the critic s smile, nor 
di ead his frown , 

They well may serve to while an 
hour away, 

Nor does the volume ask for more 
renown 

Than EnnuTs yawning smile what 
time she drops it down 


Canto First 

I 

List to the valorous deeds that were 
done 

By Harold the Dauntless, Count 
Witikmd s son ’ 

Count Witikmd came of a regal strain. 

And roved with his Norsemen the 
land and the main 

Woe to the realms which he coasted ' 
for there 

Wts shedding of blood, and rending 
of hair, 

Rape of maiden , and slaughter of priest, 

Gathering of ravens and wolves to the 
feast 

When he hoisted his standard black, 

Befoie him was battle, behind him 
wrack, 

And he burn’d the churches, that 
heathen Dane, 

To light his band to their barks again 

II 

On Erin s shores was his outrage 
known. 

The winds of France had his banners 
blown , 

Little was there to plunder, yet still 

His pirates had foray’d on Scottishhill 
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But u-pon merry England’s coast 
More frequent he sail d, for he won 
the most 

So wide and so far his ravage they 
knew, 

If a sail but gleam’d white ’gainst the 
welkin blue, 

Trumpet and bugle to arms did call, 
Burghers hasten’d to man the wall, 
Peasants fled inland his fury to ’scape, 
Beacons were lighted on headland 
and cape, 

Bells were toll’d out, and aye as they 
rung, 

Fearful and faintly the grey brothers 
sung, 

" Bless us, Saint Mary from flood and 
from fire, 

From famine and pest, and Count 
Witikind’s ire » ’ 

III 

He liked the wealth of fair England 
so well, 

That he sought in her bosom as natue 
to dwell 

He enter’d the Humber in fearful 
hour, 

And disembark d with his Danish 
power 

Three Earls came against him with 
all their tram, — 

Two hath he taken, and one hath he 
slam 

Count Witikmd left the Humber’s 
rich strand, 

And he wasted and warr d in North 
umberland 

But the Saxon King was a sire m 
age, 

Weak m battle, m council sage , 
Peace of that heathen leader he sought, 
Gifts he gave, and quiet he bought, 
And the Count took upon him the 
peaceable style 

Of a vassal and liegeman of Britain’s 
Droad isle 


IV 

Time will rust the sharpest swoid, 
Time will consume the strongest cord , 
That which moulders hemp and steel 
Mortal arm and nerve must feel 
Of the Danish band, whom Count 
Witikmd led, 

Many wax’d aged, and many were 
dead 

Himself found his armour full weighty 
to bear, 

Wrinkled his brows grew, and hoary 
his hair , 

He lean’d on a staff, when his step 
went abroad, 

And patient his palfrey, when steea 
he bestrode 

Ashe grewfeeble his wildness ceased, 
He made himself peace with prelate 
and priest, — 

Made his peace, and,stoopmg his head, 
Patiently listed the counsel they said 
Saint Cuthbert’s Bishop was holy 
and grave, 

Wise and good was the counsel he 
gave 

V 

' Thou nast murder’d, robb’d and 
spoil d. 

Time it IS thy poor soul were assoil’d, 
Priests didst thou slay, and churches 
bum, 

Time it ii> now to repentance to turn , 
Fiends hast thou worshipp d, with 
fiendish rite, 

Leave now the darkness, and wend 
into light 

O ’ while life and space ai e given. 
Turn thee yet, and think of Heaven^’ 
That stern old heathen his head he 
raised, 

And on the good prelate he stedfastly 
gazed 

^Give me broad lands on the Wear 
and the Tyne, 

My faith I will leave, and 1 11 cleave 
unto thine ’ 
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VI 

Broad lands he gave him on Tyne and 
Wear, 

To be held of the Chuich by bridle 
and spear , 

Part of Monkwearmouth, of Tynedale 
part, 

To better his will, and to soften his 
heart 

Count Witikmd was a joyful man, 

Less for the faith than the lands he 
wan 

The high church of Durham is dress’d 
for the day, 

The clergy are rank’d in their solemn 
array 

There came the Count, in a bear skin 
warm, 

Leaning on Hilda his concubine’s arm 

He kneel’d before Saint Cuthbert’s 
shnne, 

With patience unwontedatntes divine, 

He abjured the gods of heathen race, 

And he bent his head at the font of 
grace 

But such was the grisly old proselyte’s 
look. 

That the priest who baptized him 
grew pale and shook , 

And the old monks mutter’d beneath 
their hood, 

'^Of a stem so stubborn can never 
spring good ’ 

VII 

Up then arose that grim convertite,*^ 

Homeward he hied him when ended 
the rite , 

The Prelate in honour will with him 
ride. 

And feast in his castle on Tone’s fair 
side 

Banners and banderols danced in the 
wind, 

Monks rode before them, and spear- 
men behind , 


Onward they pass'd, till fairly did shine 
Pennon and cross on the bosom of 
Tyne, 

And full in front did that fortress lower. 
In daiksome strength with its buttress 
and tower 

At the castle gate was young Harold 
there, 

Count Witikind’s only offspring and 
heir 

VIII 

Young Harold was feard for his 
hardihood. 

His strength of frame, and his fury of 
mood 

Rude he was and wild to behold 
Wore neither collar nor bracelet of 
gold, 

Cap of vair nor rich array, 

Such as should grace that festal day 
His doublet of bull s hide was all 
unbraced. 

Uncover’d his head, and his sandal 
unlaced 

His shaggy black locks on his brow 
hung low, 

And his eyes glanced through them 
a swarthy glow , 

A Danish club in his hand he bore. 
The spikes were clotted with recent 
gore. 

At his back a she wolf, and her wolf- 
cubs twain, 

In the dangerous chase that morning 
slam 

Rude was the greeting his father he 
made, 

None to the Bishop, while thus he 
said — > 

IX 

‘What priest-led hypocrite art thou. 
With thy humbled look and thy 
monkish brow, 

Like a shaveling who studies to cheat 
his vow? 
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Canst thou be Witikmd the Waster 
known. 

Royal Eric’s fearless son, 

Haughty Gunhilda’s haughtier lord, 
Who won his bride by the axe and 
sword , 

From the shrine of Saint Peter the 
chalice who tore, 

And melted to bracelets for Frey a 
and Thor, 

With one blow of his gauntlet who 
burst the skull, 

Before Odin s stone, of the Mountain 
Bull^ 

Then ye worshipp’d with rites that to 
war-gods belong, 

With the deed of the bra\e, and the 
blow of the strong , 

And now, in thine age to dotage sunk, 
Wilt thou patter thy crimes to a 
shaven monk, 

Lay down thy mail shirt for clothing 
of hair. 

Fasting and scourge, like a slave, wilt 
thou bear 1 

Or, at best, be admitted in slothful 
bower 

To batten with piiest and with para 
mour ? 

Oh f out upon thine endless shame ^ 
Each Scald’s high harp shall blast thy 
fame. 

And thy son will refuse thee a father s 
name ’ ’ 

\ 

Ireful wax’d old Witikind s look. 

His faltering voice wuth fury shook 
* Hear me, Harold of harden’d heart I 
Stubborn and wilful ever thou wert 
Thine outrage insane I command thee 
to cease, 

Fear my wrath and lemain at peace 
Just IS the debt of repentance I’ve paid, 
Richly the Church has a recompense 
made, 

And the truth of her doctrines I pi ove 
wnth mj^ blade, 


But reckoning to none of my actions 
I owe, 

And least to my son such accounting 
will show 

Why speak I to thee of repentance or 
truth. 

Who ne’er from thy childhood knew 
reason or ruth ? 

Hence » to the wolf and the bear in 
her den , 

These are thy mates, and not rational 
men ’ 


XI. 

Grimly smiled Harold, and coldly 
replied, 

‘ We must honour our sires, if we fear 
when they chide 

For me, I am yet what thy lessons 
have made, 

I was rockd in a buckler and fed 
from a blade , 

An infant, was taught to clasp hands 
and to shout 

From the roofs ot the tower when the 
flame had broke out , 

In the blood of slain foemen my 
finger to dip, 

And tinge with its purple my cheek 
and my lip 

’Tis thou know’sl not truth, that hast 
barter d in eld, 

For a price, thejprave faith that thine 
ancestors held 

When this wolf,’ — and the carcass he 
flung on the plain, — 

‘^hall awake and give food to her 
nurslings again, 

The face of his father will Harold 
review , 

Till then, aged Heathen, young 
Christian, adieu ' ’ 

XII 

Priest, monk, and prelate, stood aghast. 

As through the pageant the heathen 
pass d 

s 3 
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A cross-bearer out of his saddle he 
flung, 

Laid his hand on the pommel, and 
into it sprung 

Loud was the shriek, and deep the 
groan, 

When the holy sign on the earth was 
thrown ’ 

The fierce old Count unsheathed his 
brand, 

But the calmer Prelate sta3’'’d his hand 

* Let him pass free < Heaven knows 
its hour , 

But he must own repentance’s power, 

Pray and weep, and penance bear, 

Ere he hold land by the Tyne and 
the Wear * 

Thus in scorn and in wrath from his 
father is gone 

Young Harold the Dauntless, Count 
Witikmd s son 

XIXI 

High was the feasting in Witikmds 
hall, 

Revell’d pnests, soldiers, and pagans, 
and all , 

And e’en the good Bishop was fain 
to endure 

The scandal, which time and instruc- 
tion might cure 

It were dangerous, he deem d, at the 
first to restrain. 

In his wine and his wassail, a half- 
chnsten’d Dane 

The mead flow’d around, and the ale 
was drain’d dry, 

Wild was the laughter, the song and 
the cry , 

With Kyrie Eleison, came clamor- 
ously in 

The war-songs of Danesmen, Nor- 
weyan, and Finn, 

Till man after man the contention 
gave o’er, 

Outstretch’d on the rushes that strew d 
the hall floor. 


And the tempest within, having ceased 
Its wild rout, 

Gave place to the tempest that 
thunder’d without 

XIV 

Apart from the wassail, in turret alone. 

Lay flaxen hair’d Gunnar, old Eimen- 
garde’s son , 

In the tram of Lord Harold that page 
was the fiist. 

For Harold in childhood had Ermen- 
garde nursed , 

And grieved was young Gunnar his 
master should roam, 

Unhoused and unfriended, an exile 
from home 

He heard the deep thunder, the 
plashing of ram, 

He sav, the red lightning through shot- 
hole and pane , 

‘ And oh ’ ’ said the Page, * on the 
shelterless wold 

Lord Harold is wandering in daik- 
ness and cold » 

What though he was stubborn, and 
wayward, and wild, 

He endured me because I was Ermen 
garde s child, 

And often from dawn till the set of 
the sun, 

In the chase, by his stirrup, unbidden 
I run , 

I would I were older, and knighthood 
could bear, 

I would soon quit the banks of the 
Tyne and the Wear 

For my mother’s command, with her 
last parting breath, 

Bade me follow her nursling m life 
and to death 

XV 

‘ It pours and it thunders, it lightens 
amain, 

As if Lok, the Destroyer, had burst 
from his chain < 


1 



I] 


®Auntfe6e. 


523 


Accursed by the Church, and expell’d 
by his sire, 

Nor Christian nor Dane give him 
shelter or fire, 

And this tempest what mortal may 
houseless endure ^ 

Unaided, unmantled, he dies on the 
moor * 

Whate’er comes of Gunnar, he tarries 
not here ’ 

He leapt from his couch and he grasp d 
to his spear , 

Sought the hall of the feast Un- 
disturb’d by his tread. 

The wassailers slept fast as the sleep 
of the dead 

‘ Ungrateful and bestial ' ’ his anger 
broke forth, 

‘ To forget ’mid your goblets the pride 
of the North ' 

And you, ye cowl’d priests, who have 
plenty in store, 

Must give Gunnar for ransom a palfrey 
and 01 e ’ 

x\i 

Then, heeding full little of ban or of 
curse, 

He has seized on the Prior of Jorvaux’s 
purse 

Saint Meneholt’s Abbot next morning 
has miss’d 

His mantle, deep furr d fiom the cape 
to the wrist 

The Seneschal’s keys from his belt he 
has ta’en 

(Well drench d on that eve was old 
Hildebrand s brain) 

To the stable yard he made his way, 

And mounted the Bishop’s palfrey 

gay, 

Castle and hamlet behind him has cast, 

And right on his way to the moorland 
has pass’d 

Sore snorted the palfrey, unused to 
face 

A weather so wild at so rash a pace , 


So long he snorted, so loud he neigh’d. 
There answer’d a steed that was bound 
beside, 

And the red flash of lightning show’d 
there where lay 

His master, Lord Harold, outstretch’d 
on the clay 

XVII 

Up he started, and thunder’d out, 
* Stand ' ’ 

And raised the club in his deadly 
hand 

The flaxen hair d Gunnar his purpose 
told, 

Show’d the palfiey and profFei’dthe 
gold 

* Back, back, and home, thou simple 
boy f 

Thou canst not share my grief or joy 
Have I not maik’d thee wail and cry 
When thou hast seen a sparrow die ^ 
And canst thou, as my follower should, 
Wade ankle deep through foeman’s 
blood. 

Dare mortal and immortal foe, 

The gods above, the fiends below, 
And man on earth, more hateful still. 
The very fountain head of ill ? 
Desperate of life, and careless of death 
Lover of bloodshed, and slaughter, and 
scathe, 

Such must thou be with me to roam, 
And such thou canst not be , back, and 
home ’ ’ 

* win 

Young Gunnai shook like an aspen 
bough 

As he heard the harsh voice and beheld 
the dark brow. 

And half he repented his purpose and 
vow 

But now to draw back were bootless 
shame, 

And he loved his master, so urged his 
claim 
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‘ Alas ' if my arm and my courage be 
weak, 

Bear with me a while for old Ermen- 
garde s sake , 

Nor deem so lightly of Gunnar’s faith 
As to fear he would break it for peril 
of death 

Have I not risk’d it to fetch thee this 
gold, 

This surcoat and mantle to fence thee 
from cold ^ 

And, did I bear a baser mind, 

What lot remains if I stay behind 
The priests’ revenge, thy father’s 
wrath, 

A dungeon, and a shameful death ’ 

XIX 

With gentlei look Lord Harold eyed 
The Page, then turn’d liis head aside , 
And either a tear did his eyelash stain, 
Or it caught a drop of the passing rain 
* Art thou an outcast, then ? ’ quoth he , 
‘ The meeter page to follow me ’ 
’Twere bootless to tell what climes 
they sought, 

Ventures achieved, and battles fought , 
How oft with few, how oft alone, 
Fierce Harold s arm the field hath 
won 

Men swore his eye, that flash’d so red 
When each other glance was quench’d 
with dread. 

Bore oft a light of deadly flame, 

That ne’er from mortal courage came 
Those limbs so strong, that mood ^o 
stern, 

That loved the couch of heath and fern, 
Afar from hamlet, tower, and town, 
More than to rest on driven down , 
That stubborn frame, that sullen mood, 
Men deem’d must come of aught but 
good , 

And they whisper’d, the great Master 
Fiend was at one 

With Harold the Dauntless, Count 
Witikmd’s ^on 


XX 

Years after years had gone and fled, 
The good old Prelate lieslapp’din lead, 
In the chapel still is shown 
His sculptured form on a marble stone. 
With staff and ring and scapulaire, 
And folded hands in the act of 
prayer 

Saint Cuthbert s mitre is resting now 
On the haughty Saxon, bold Aldingar’s 
brow , 

The power of his crozier he lo\ed to 
extend 

O’er whatever would break, or what 
ever would bend , 

And now hath he clothed him in cope 
and in pall, 

And the Chapter of Durham has met 
at his call 

‘ And hear ye not, brethren,’ the proud 
Bishop said, 

‘That our vassal, the Danish Count 
Witikmd’s dead? 

All his gold and his goods hath he given 
T o hoh Church for the love of Heav en, 
And hath founded a chantiy with 
stipend and dole, 

That priests and that beadsmen may 
pray for his soul 

Harold his son is wandering abroad, 
Dreaded by man and abhorr d by God , 
Meet it is not, that such should heir 
The lands of the Church on the Tyne 
and the Wear, 

And at her pleasure, her hallow’d hands 
May now 1 esume these wealthy lands ’ 

XXI 

Answer’d good Eustace, a canon old 
‘ Harold is tameless, and furious, and 
bold, 

Ever renown blows a note of fame, 
And a note of fear, when she sounds 
his name 

Much of bloodshed and much of scathe 
Have been their lot who have waked 
his wrath 
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Leave him these lands and lordships 
still, 

Heaven in its hour may change his 
will , 

But if reft of gold, and of living bare, 

An evil counsellor is despair’ 

More had he said, but the Prelate 
frown’d, 

And murmur’d his brethren who sate 
around, 

And with one consent have they given 
their doom, 

That the Church should the lands of 
Saint Cuthbert resume 

So will d the Prelate , and canon and 
dean 

Ga\ e to his judgment their loud amen 


Canto Second 

I 

’Tis merry m greenwood — thus runs 
the old lay — 

In the gladsome month of lively Ma 3 -, 
When the wild birds* song on stem 
and spray 

Invites to forest bower , 

Then rears the ash his airy crest, 

1 hen shines the birch in silver vest. 
And the beech in glistening leaves 
is drest, 

And dark between shows the oak’s 
proud breast, 

Like a chieftain’s frowning tower , 
Though a thousand branches join their 
screen. 

Yet the broken sunbeams glance be 
tween, 

And tip the leaves with lighter green. 

With brighter tints the flower 
Dull IS the heart that loves not then 
The deep recess of the wildwood glen. 
Where roe and red-deer find sheltering 
den, 

When the sun is in his power 


II 

Less meriy, perchance, is the fading 
leaf 

That follows so soon on the gather’d 
sheaf, 

When the greenwood loses the 
name , 

Silent IS then the forest bound, 

Save the redbreast s note, and the 
rustling sound 

Of frost nipt leaves that ai e dropping 
round, 

Or the deep mouth d ciy of the distant 
hound 

That opens on his game 
Yet then, too, I love the forest wide, 
Whether the sun in splendour nde, 
And gild its many colour’d side , 

Or whether the soft and silvery haze, 
In vapoury folds, o er the landscape 
strays, 

And half involves the woodland maze, 
Like an early widow’s veil, 
Wheie wimpling tissue from the gaze 
The form half hides, and half betrays, 
Of beauty wan ana pale 

III 

Fair Metehll was a woodland maid, 
Herfathera rover of greenwood shade, 
By forest statutes undismay’d, 

Who liv ed by bow and quiver , 
Well known was Wulfstane’s archery, 
By merry lyne both on moor and lea, 
Ihrough wooded Weardales glens 
so free, 

'\^ell beside Stanhope’s wildwood ti ee, 
And well on Ganlesse nv er 
Yet free though he trespass don wood* 
land game. 

More known and more fear’d was the 
wizard fame 

Of Jutta of Rookhope, the Outlaws 
dame , 

Fear’ d when she frown d was her 
of flame, 

More fear’d when in wrath she 
laugh’d , 
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For then, ’twas said, more fatal true 
To its dread aim her spell-glance flew, 
Than when from Wulfstane’s bended 
yew 

Sprung forth the grey-goose shaft 

IV 

Yet had this fierce and dreaded pair, 
So Hea\ en decreed a daughter fair , 
None brighter crowiiM the bed, 
In Britain’s bounds, of peer or prince, 
Nor hath, perchance, a lovelier since 
In this fair isle been bred 
And nought of fraud, or ire, or ill. 
Was known to gentle Metelill, 

A simple maiden she , 

The spells in dimpled smile that lie, 
And a downcast blush, and the darts 
that fly 

With the sidelong glance of a hazel 
eye, 

Were her arms and witchery 
So young, so simple was she yet, 

She scarce could childhood’s joys 
forget. 

And still she loved, in secret set 
Beneath the greenwood tree, 

To plait the rushy coronet, 

And braid with flowers her locks of 
jet, 

As when in infancy , 

Yet could that heart, so simple, prove 
The early dawn of stealing love 
Ah I gentle maid, beware * 

The power who, now so mild a guest, 
Gives dangerous yet delicious zest 
To the calm pleasures of thy breast, 
Will soon, a tyrant o’er the rest. 

Let none his empire share 

V 

One morn, in kirtle green array’d. 
Deep in the wood the maiden stray’d. 
And, where a fountain sprung, 
She sate her down, unseen, to thread 
The scarlet berry’s mimic braid. 

And while the beads she strung. 
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Like the blithe lark, whose carol gay 
Gives a good morrow to the day. 

So lightsomely she sung 

VI 

SONG 

‘ Lord William was born in gilded 
bower. 

The heir of Wilton’s lofty tower, 

^et better loves I ord William now 
To roam beneath wild Rookhope s 
brow , 

And William has li\ed where ladies 
fair 

With gauds and jewels deck their 
hair, 

Yet better loves the dewdrops still 
That pearl the locks of Metelill 

The pious Palmer loves, I wis. 

Saint Cuthbert’s hallow’d beads to 
kiss , 

But I, though simple girl I be, 

Might have such homage paid to me , 
For did Lord William see me suit 
This necklace of the bramble’s fruit, 
He fain — but must not have his will — 
Would kiss the beads of Metelill 

My nurse has told me many a tale, 
Howvowsof love are weak and fiail, 
My mother says that courtly youth 
By rustic maid means seldom sooth 
What should they mean ? it cannot be 
That such a warning’s meant for me, 
F or nought, oh > nought, of fraud or ill 
Can William mean to Metelill 

VII 

Sudden she stops, and starts to feel 
A weighty hand, a glove of steel, 
Upon her shrinking shoulders laid , 
Fearful she turn’d, and saw, dismay’d, 
A Knight in plate and mail array d, 
His crest and bearing worn and 
fray’d, 

His surcoat soil’d and riven, 
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FormM like that giant race of yore, 
Whose long-continued crimes out- 
wore 

The sufferance of Heaven 
Stem accents made his pleasure known , 
Though then he used his gentlesttone 

* Maiden,’ he said, 'sing forth thy glee , 
Start not, sing on, it pleases me * 

VIII 

Secured within his powerful hold, 

To bend her knee, her hands to fold, 
Was all the maiden might , 

And ' Oh < forgive,’ she faintly said, 

‘ The terrors of a simple maid. 

If thou art mortal wight * 

But if — of such strange tales are told — 
Unearthly warrior of the wold, 

Thou comest to chide mine accents 
bold, 

My mother, Jutta, knows the spell, 
At noon and midnight pleasing well 
The disembodied ear , 

Oh' let her powerful charms atone 
For aught my rashness may have done, 
And cease thy grasp of fear ’ 
Then laugh’d the Knight , his 
laughter’s sound 

Half in the hollow helmet drown’d , 
His barred visor then he raised, 

And steady on the maiden gazed 
He smooth’d his brows, as best he 
might, 

To the dread calm of autumn night, 
When sinks the tempest roar , 
Yet still the cautious fishers eye 
The clouds, and fear the gloomy sky, 
And haul their barks on shore 

IX 

* Damsel,’ he said, * be wise, and learn 
Matters of weight and deep concern 

From distant realms I come, 
And, wanderer long, at length have 
plann’d 

In this my native Northern land 
To seek myself a home 
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Nor that alone , a mate I seek 
She must be gentle, soft, and meek , 
No lordly dame for me , 

Myself am something rough of mood. 
And feel the fire of royal blood, 

And therefore do not hold it good 
To match m my degree 
Then, since coy maidens say my face 
Is harsh, my form devoid of grace, 
For a fair lineage to provide, 

’Tis meet that my selected bride 
In lineaments be fair , 

I love thine well , till now I ne’er 
Look’d patient on a face of fear, 

But now that tremulous sob and tear 
Become thy beauty rare 
One kiss — nay, damsel, coy it not ' 
And now go seek thy parents’ cot. 
And say, a bridegroom soon I come. 
To woo my love and bear her home’ 

X 

Home sprung the maid withoutapause, 
As leveret ’scaped from greyhound’s 
jaws, 

But stillshe lock’d, how e’ei distress’d, 
The secret in her boding breast , 
Dreading her sire, who oft forbade 
Her steps should stra> to distant glade 
Night came to her accustom’d nook 
Her distaff aged Jutta took. 

And by the lamp s imperfect glow 
Rough Wulfstane trimm d his shafts 
and bow 

Sudden and clamorous, from the 
ground 

^Upstarted slumbering brach and 
hound , 

Loud knocking next the lodge alarms. 
And Wulfstane snatches at his arms. 
When open flew the yielding door, 
And that gnm Warrior press’d the 
floor 

XI 

' All peace be here ' What * none 
replies ? 

Dismiss your fears and your surprise 
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Tis I, that Maid hath told my tale,— 
Or, trembler, did thy courage fail ? 

It recks not , it is I demand 
Fair Metelill m marriage band , 
Harold the Dauntless I, whose name 
Is brave men s boast and caitiff s 
shame ^ 

The parents sought each other’s eyes, 
With awe, resentment, and surprise 
Wulfstane, to quarrel prompt began 
The stranger’s size and thewes to scan, 
But as he scanned, his courage sunk. 
And from unequal strife he shrunk. 
Then forth, to blight and blemish, flies 
The harmful curse from Jutta’s e\ cs. 
Yet, fatal howsoe’er, the spell 
On Harold innocently fell • 

And disappointment and amaze 
Were in the witch’s wilder’d gaze 

XII 

But soon the wit of woman woke, 
And to the Warrior mild she spoke 

* Her child was all too young’ ‘A 

toy — 

The refuge of a maiden C03- ’ 

Again, * A powerful baron s heir 
Claims m her heai t an interest fair 

* A trifle — whisper in his ear, 

That Harold is a suitor here • 

Baffled at length she sought delay 

Would not the Knight till morning 
stay ? 

Late was the hour , he there might rest 
Till morn, their lodge’s honour’d 
guest ’ 

Such were her words , her craft mighC 
cast 

Her honour d guest should sleep his 
last 

* No, not to night , but soon,’ he 

swore, 

* He would return, nor lea\ e them 

more ’ 

The threshold then his huge stride 
crost. 

And soon he was in darkness lost 


XIII 

Appall’d a while the paients stood, 
Then changed their fear to angry mood. 
And foremost fell their words of ill 
On unresisting Metelill 
Was she not caution’d and forbid, 
Forewarn’d implored, accused, and 
chid, 

And must she still to gieenwood roam, 
To marshal such misfortune home? 

‘ Hence, minion > to thy chamber 
hence * 

There piudence learn, and penitence ’ 
She went, — her lonely couch to steep 
In tears which absent lovers weep , 
Or, if she gain’d a troubled sleep, 
Fierce Harold s suit was s^ill the theme 
And terror of her fevensn dream 

XIV 

Scarce was she gone, her dame and 
sire 

Upon each other bent their ire , 

‘A woodsman thou, and hast a spear, 
And couldst thou such an insult bear?’ 
Sullen he said, ‘ A man contends 
With men, a witch with sprites and 
fiends , 

Not to mere mortal wight belong 
Y on gloomy brow and frame so strong 
But thou — IS this thy promise fair, 
That your Lord William, wealthy 
heir 

To Ulnck, Baron of Witton-le-Wear, 
Should Metelill to altar bear ’ 

Do all the spells thou boast’st as thine 
Serve but to slay some peasant’s kine, 
His gram in autumn’s storms to steep, 
Or thorough fog and fen to sweep. 
And hag ride some poor rustic’s sleep ? 
Is such mean mischief worth the 
fame 

Of sorceress and witch’s name ? 

Fame, which with all men’s wish 
conspires. 

With thy deserts and ray desires, 

To damn thy corpse to penal fires ? 
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Out on thee, witch ' aroint • aromt • 
What now shall put thy schemes in 
joint ? 

What save this trusty arrow’s point. 
From the dark dingle when it flies, 
And he who meets it gasps and dies ’ 

XV 

Stern she replied, * I will not wage 
War with thy folly or thy rage , 

But ere the morrow s sun be low, 
Wulfstane of Rookhope, thou shalt 
know 

If I can venge me on a foe 
Believe the while, that whatsoe’er 
I spoke, in ire, of bow and spear, 

It IS not Harold s destiny 
The death of pilfer’d deer to die 
But he, and thou, and yon pale moon 
(That shall be yet more pallid soon, 
Before she sink behind the dell\ 
Thou, she, and Harold too, shall tell 
What Jutta knows of charm or spell ’ 
Thus muttering, to the door she bent 
Her wa3?ward steps, and forth she 
went, 

And left alone the moody sire 
To cherish or to slake Ins ire 

XVI 

Far faster than belong’d to age 
Has Jutta made her pilgrimage 
A priest has met her as she pass d. 
And cross d himself and stood aghast 
She traced a hamlet , not a cur 
His throat would ope, his foot would 
stir , 

By crouch, by trembling, and by groan, 
They made her hated presence known ' 
But when she trode the sable fell, 
Were wilder sounds her way to tell , 
For far was heard the fox’s yell, 

The black-cock waked and faintly crew, 
Scream’d o’er the moss the scared 
curlew , 

Where o’er the cataract the oak 
Lay slant, was heard the raven’s croak, 


The mountain cat, which sought his 
prey, 

Glared, scream’d, and started from 
her way 

Such music cheer d her journey lone 
To the deep dell and rocking stone 
There, with unhallow d hymn of 
praise. 

She call’d a God of heathen days 

XVII 

Invocation 

1 ^ From thy Pomeranian throne, 

' Hewn in rock of living stone, 

Where, to thy godhead faitnful yet. 
Bend Esthonian, Finn, and Lett, 

And their swords in vengeance whet, 

, That shall make thine altars wet, 

I Wet and red for ages more 
With the Christians’ hated gore, 

I Hear me ' sovereign of the rock, 

' Hear me > mighty Zernebock * 

! Mightiest of the mighty known. 

Here thy wonders have been shown , 
Hundred tribes in various tongue 
Oft have here thy praises sung , 

Down that stone with Runic seam’d, 
Hundred victims’ blood hath stream’d ^ 
Now one woman comes alone, 

And but wets it with her own, 

The last, the feeblest of thy flock , 
Hear, and be present, Zernebock ' 

Hark^ he comes > the night blast cold 
Wilder sweeps along the wold , 

The cloudless moon grows dark and 
dim, 

And bristling hair and quaking limb 
Proclaim the Master Demon nigh, — 
Those who view his form shall die ♦ 
Lo I I stoop and veil my head , 

Thou who ridest the tempest dread. 
Shaking hill and rending oak. 

Spare me • spare me ’ Zernebock 

He comes not yet f Shall cold delay 
The votaress at her need repay ^ 
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Thou — shall I call thee god or fiend ^ 
Let others on thy mood attend 
With prayer and ritunl , Jutta’s arms 
Are necromantic words and charms , 
Mine IS the spell that, utter'd once, 
Shall wake thy master from his trance, 
Shake his red mansion-house of pain, 
And burst his seven times twisted 
chain > 

So ’ com’st thou ere the spell is 
spoke 1 

I own thy presence, Zernebock — 

XVIII 

'Daughter of dust, the deep voice 
said, 

— Shook while it spoke the vale for 
dread, 

Rock’d on the base that massive stone 
The Evil Deity to own^ 

' Daughter of dust > not mine the 
power 

7 hou seek’st on Harold’s fatal hour 
’Twixt heaven and hell there is a strife 
Waged for his soul and for his life. 
And fain would w e the combat win, 
And snatch him in his houi of sin 
There is a star now rising red. 

That threats him with an influence 
dread 

Woman, thine arts of malice whet, 

To use the space before it set 
Involve him with the Chuich in strife, 
Push on adventurous chance his life , 
Ourself will in the hour of need, 

As best we may, thy counsels speed ’ 
So ceased the voice for seven 
leagues round 

Each hamlet started at the sound , 
But slept again, as slowljr died 
Its thunders on the hill’s brown side 

XIX 

' And IS this all,’ said Jutta stern, 

* That thou canst teach and I can learn ? 
Hence * to the land of fog and waste, 
There fittest is thine influence placed, 


Thou powerless, sluggish Deity » 

But ne’er shall Briton bend the knee 
Again before so poor a god ’ 

She struck the altar with her rod, 
Slight was the touch, as when at need 
A damsel stirs her tardy steed , 

But to the blow the stone gave place. 
And, starting from its balanced base. 
Roll’d thundering down the moon- 
light dell, — 

Re-echo’d moorland, rock, and fell, 
Into the moonlight tarn it dash d, 
Their shores the sounding surges 
lash’d, 

And there was ripple, rage, and 
foam , 

But on that lake, so dark and lone, 
Placid and pale the moonbeam shone 
As Jutta hied her home 


Canto Third 

I 

Grey towers of Durham* there 
was once a time 

I view’d your battlements with such 
vague hope 

As brightens life in its first dawning 
prime , 

Not that e’en then came within 
fancy’s scope 

A vision vain of mitre, throne, or 
cope, 

Yet, gazing on the venerable hall, 

Hei flattering dreams would in 
perspective ope 

Some reverend room, some pre- 
bendary’s stall , 

And thus Hope me deceived as she 
deceiveth all 

Well yet I love thy mix’d and 
massive piles. 

Half church of God, half castle 
’gainst the Scot, 
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And long to roam these venerable 
aisles, 

With records stored of deeds long 
since forgot , 

There might I share my Surtees* 
happier lot, 

Who leaves at will his patrimonial 
field 

To ransack every crypt and hallow d 
spot. 

And from oblivion rend the spoils 
they yield, 

Restoring priestly chant and clang of 
knightly shield 

Vain IS the wish — since other cares 
demand 

Each vacant hour, and in another 
clime , 

But still that northern hai p invites 
my hand, 

Which tells the wonder of thine 
earlier time , 

And fain its numbers would I now 
command 

To paint the beauties of that dawn- 
ing fair, 

When Harold, gazing from its 
lofty stand 

Upon the western heights of Beau- 
repaire, 

Saw Saxon Eadmers towers begirt 
by winding Wear 

II 

Fair on the half seen streams the 
sunbeams danced, 

Betraying it beneath the woodland 
bank. 

And fair between the Gothic turrets 
glanced 

Broad lights, and shadows fell on 
front and flank 

Where tower and buttress rose in 
martial rank, 

And girdled in the massive donjon 
Keep, 


And from their circuit peaTd o er 
bush and bank 

The matin bell with summons long 
and deep. 

And echo answer^ still with long- 
resounding sweep 

HI 

The morning mists rose from the 
ground. 

Each merry bird awaken’d round, 

As if in revelry. 

Afar the bugles’ clanging sound 
Call’d to the chase the lagging hound. 
The gale breathed soft and free, 
And seem’d to linger on its way 
To catch fresh odours from the spray, 
And waved it in its wanton play 
So light and gamesomely 
The scenes which morning beams 
rev eal, 

Its sounds to hear, its gales to feel 
In all their fragrance round him steal, 
It melted Harold’s heart of steel, 

And, hardly wotting why, 

He doffd his helmet’s gloomy pride, 
And hung it on a tree beside. 

Laid mace and falchion by, 

And on the greenswaid sate him 
dowm. 

And from his dark habitual frown 
Relax’d his rugged brow — 
Whoever hath the doubtful task 
From that stern Dane a boon to ask, 
Were wise to ask it now 

IV 

His place beside young Gunnar took. 
And mark’d his master’s softeninglook. 
And in his eye’s dark mirror spied 
The gloom of stormy thoughts subside. 
And cautious watch’d the fittest tide 
To speak a warning word 
So Ivhen the torrent’s billows shrink. 
The timid pilgrim on the bnfik 
Waits long to see them wave and sink, 
Ere he dare brave the ford. 
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And often, after doubtful pause, 

His step advances or withdraws 
Fearful to move the slumbering ire 
Of hisstern lord, thus stood the squire, 
Till Harold raised his eye, 

That glanced as when athwart the 
shroud 

Of the dispersing tempest cloud 
The bursting sunbeams fly 

* Arouse thee son of Ermengarde, 
Offspring of prophetess and bard • 

Take harp and greet this lovely prime 
With some high strain of Runic rhyme, 
Strong deep and powerful > Peal 
It round 

Like that loud bell s sonorous sound, 
Yet wild b\ fits, as when the lay 
Of bird and bugle hail the day 
Such was m\ grandsire Erics sport j 
When daw n gleam d on his martial 
court 

Heymar the Scald, with harp’s high 
sound, 

Summon d the chiefs who slept around , 
Couch d on the spoils of wolf and 
bear 

They roused like lions from their 
lair, 

Then rush’d in emulation forth 
To enhance the glories of the Noith 
Proud Eric mightiest of thy race, 
Where is thy shadowy resting-place l 
In w lid Valhalla hast thou quaff'd 
From foeman’s skull metheglin 
draught, 

Or wanderest where thy cairn was 
Diled 

To frowm o’er oceans wide and wild? 
Or have the milder Christians given 
Thy refuge in their peaceful heaven? 
Where’er thou art, to thee are known 
Our toils endured our trophies won. 
Our wars, our wanderings, and oui 
woes ’ 

He ceased, and Gunnar’s song arose 
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VI 

SONG 

^ Hawk and osprej^ scream’d for joy 
O'er the beetling cliffs of Hoy, 
Crimson fo-^m the beach o crspread. 
The heath was dyed with darker red. 
When o’er Eric, Inguar’s son, 

Dane and Northman piled the stone, 
Singing wuld the war song stern, 

“ Rest thee, Dweller of the Cairn > 

Where eddying curients foam andboil 
By Bersa s burgh and Grsemsay’s isle, 
Ihe seaman sees a martial form 
Half mingled with the mist and storm 
In anvious awe he bears awaj 
To moor his bark in Stromna’s bay. 
And murmuis from the bounding stern. 
Rest thee, Dweller of the Cairn 

What cares disturb the mighty dead? 
Each honour’d rite was duly paid , 

No daring hand thy helm unlaced, 
Thy sword, thy shield, were near 
thee placed, 

Thy flinty couch no tear profaned, 

W ithout , wath hostile blood was stai n'd, 
Within, ’twas lined w ith moss and fern , 
Then rest thee, Dweller of the Cairn > — 

He may not rest from realms afar 
Comes voice of battle and of war, 

Of conquest wrought with bloody 
hand 

On Carmel’s cliffs and Jordan's strand, 
When Odin’s warlike son could daunt 
The turban'd race of Termagaunt ' 

VII 

‘ Peace,’ said the Knight, ^ the noble 
Scald 

Our warlike fathers’ deeds recall’d, 
But never strove to soothe the son 
With tales of what himself had done 
At Odin’s board the bard sits high 
Whose harp ne'er stoop’d to flatteiy 
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But highest he whose daring lay 
Hath dared unwelcome truths to say ’ 
With doubtful smile young Gunnar 
eyed 

His master’s looks, and nought re 
plied , 

But well that smile his master led 
To construe what he left unsaid 
^ Is it to me, thou timid youth, 

Thou fear’st to speak unwelcome 
truth ? 

My soul no more thy censure grieves 
Than frosts rob laurels of their leaves 
Say on , and yet — beware the rude 
And wild distemper of my blood , 

Loth were I that mine ire should 
wrong 

The youth that bore my shield so long, 
And who, m service constant still. 
Though weak m frame, art strong in 
will ’ 

* Oh ’ ’ quoth the Page, * q\ en there 

depends 

My counsel, there my warning tends, 
Oft seems as of my master s breast 
Some demon were the suddenguest, 
Then at the first misconstrued word 
His hand is on the mace and sword, 
From her firm seat his wisdom driven, 
His life to countless dangers given 
O’ would that Gunnar could suffice 
To be the fiend’s last sacrifice, 
bo that, when glutted with my gore. 
He fled and tempted thee no more’’ 

VIII 

Then waved his hand, and shook his 
head 

The impatient Dane, while thus he 
said 

* Profane not, youth — it is not thine 
To judge the spirit of our line — 

The bold Berserkar s rage divine. 
Through whose inspiring, deeds are 

wrought 

Past human strength and human 
thought 


When full upon his gloomy soul 
The champion feels the influence roll, 
He swims the lake, he leaps the wall. 
Heeds not the depth, nor plumbs the 
fall, 

Unshielded, mail less, on he goes 
Singly against a host of foes , 

Their spears he holds like wither d 
reeds, 

Their mail like maiden s silken weeds , 
One ’gainst a hundred will he strive, 
Take countless wounds, and y et sur- 
vive 

Then rush the eagles to his cry 
Of slaughter and of victory , 

And blood he quaffs like Odin s bowl. 
Deep drinks his sword, deep drinks 
his soul , 

And all that meet him in his ire 
He gives to rum, rout and fire, 

Then, like gorged lion, seeks some den, 
And couches till he ’s man agen 
Ihouknow stthesignsoflookandhmb, 
When ’gins that rage to overbrim , 
Thou know St when I am moved, 
and why , 

And when thousee’st me roll mine eye, 
Set my teeth thus, and stamp my foot, 
Regard thy safety and be mute, 

But else speak boldly out whatever 
Is fitting that a knight should heai 
I love thee, youth Thy laj- has power 
Upon my dark and sullen hour, — 

So Christian monks aie wont to say 
Demons of old were charm’d away , 
Then fear not I will rashly deem 
' 111 of thy speech, whate’er the theme ’ 

IX 

As down some strait in doubt and 
dread 

The watchful pilot drops the lead. 
And, cautious in the midst to steer, 
The shoaling channel sounds with fear , 
So, lest on dangerous ground he 
swerved, 

The Page his master’s brow observed, 
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Pausing at intervals to fling 
^is hand o*er the melodious string, 
\nd to his moody breast apply 
The soothing charm of harmony, 
While hinted half, and half exprest, 
This warning song convey’d the rest 

SONG 

'111 fares the bark with tackle riven, 
A.nd ill when on the breakers driven , 
111 when the storm-sprite shrieks in air, 
A.rd ^he scared mermaid tears her 
hair, 

But worse w hen on her helm the hand 
Of some false traitor holds command 

111 fares the fainting Palmer, placed 
’Mid Hebion s rocks or Rana’s waste, 
111 when the scorching sun is high, 
And the expected font is dry , 

Worse when his guide o’er sand 
and heath, 

The barbarous Copt, has plann’d his 
death 

111 fares the Knight with buckler cleft, 
And ill when of his helm bereft, 

111 when his steed to earth is flung, 

Or from his grasp his falchion wrung, 
But w^orse, if instant rum token, 
When he lists rede by woman spoken ’ 

X 

‘How now, fond boy^ Canst thou 
think ill ’ 

Said Harold, ‘ of fair Metelill t ’ 

‘ She may be fair,’ the Page replied, 
As through the stnngs he ranged, 
‘ She may be fair , but yet,’ he cned, 
And then the strain he changed, — 

SONG 

* She may be fair,’ he sang, ‘but yet 
Far fairer have I seen 
Than she for all her locks of jet. 

And eyes so dark and sheen 


Were I a Danish knight in arms, 

As one day I may be. 

My heart should own no foreign 
charms , 

A Danish maid for me > 

I love my fathers’ northern land. 

Where the dark pine trees grow, 
And the bold Baltic’s echoing strand 
Looks o’er each grassy oe 
I love to mark the Imgeiing sun, 

From Denmark loth to go, 

And leaving on the billows bright, 

To cheer the short-lived summer night, 
A path of ruddy glow 

But most the northern maid I love, 
With breast like Denmark’s snow, 
And form as fair as Denmark’s pine. 
Who loves with purple heath to twine 
Her locks of sunny glow, 

And sweetly blends that shade of gold 
With the cheek’s rosy hue. 

And Faith might foi her mirror hold 
That eye of matchless blue 

’Tis hers the manly sports to love 
That southern maidens fear, 

To bend the bow by stream and grove, 
And lift the hunter s spear 
She can her chosen champion’s flight 
With eye undazzled see, 

Clasp him victorious from the strife, 
Or on his corpse yield up her life , 

A Danish maid for me ’ ’ 

XI 

Then smiled the Dane, ‘Thou canst 
so well 

The virtues of our maidens tell, 

Half could I wish my choice had been 
Blue eyes, and hair of golden sheen, 
And lofty soul , yet what of ill 
Hast thou to charge on Metelill ^ ’ 

‘ Nothing on her,’ young Gunnar said, 
‘But her base sire’s ignoble trade 
Her mother, too — the general fame 
Hath given to Jutta evil name, 



IV] 




535 


And m her grey eye is a flame 
Art cannot hide, nor fear can tame 
That sordid woodman’s peasant cot 
Twice have thine honour’d footsteps 
sought, 

And twice return’d with such ill rede 
As sent thee on some desperate deed ’ 

XII 

‘Thou errest , Jutta wisely said, 

He that comes suitor to a maid, 

Ere link’d in marriage, should provide 
Lands and a dwelling for his bride — 
My fathei s, by the Tyne and Wear, 

I have reclaim’d ’ ‘O, all too dear, 

And all too dangerous the prize. 

E’en were it won,’ young Gunnai cries , 
‘ And then this Jutta’s fresh device. 
That thou should’st seek, a heathen 
Dane, 

From Durham’s priests a boon to gain, 
When thou hast left their vassals slam 
In their own halls ' ’ Flash d Harold’s 
eye. 

Thunder’d his voice — ‘ False Page, 
you lie ’ 

The castle, hall and tower, is mine, 
Built by old Witikmd on Tyne 
The wild cat will defend his den. 
Fights for her nest the timid wren , 
And think’st thou I ’ll forego my right 
For dread of monk or monkish knight? 
Up and away, that deepenmg bell 
Doth of the Bishop’s conclave tell 
Thither will I, m manner due. 

As Jutta bade, my claim to sue , 

And, if to right me they are loth. 
Then woe to church and chapter both 

Now shift the scene, and let the 
curtain fall. 

And our next entry be Saint Cuth 
bert s hall 


Canto Fourth 

I 

Full many a bard hath sung the 
solemn gloom 

Of the long Gothic aisle and stone- 
ribb’d roof, 

O’er canopying shrine, and gor- 
geous tomb, 

Carved screen, and altar glimmering 
far aloof 

And blending with the shade — a 
matchless pi oof 

Of high devotion, which hath now 
wax’d cold , 

Yet legends say that Luxury’s brute 
hoof 

Intruded oft within such sacred fold, 

Like step of Bel’s false priest, track’d 
m his fane of old 

Well pleased am I, howe’er, that 
when the rout 

Of our rude neighbours whilome 
deign’d to come, 

Uncall’d, and eke unwelcome, to 
sweep out 

And cleanse our chancel from the 
rags of Rome, 

They spoke not on our ancient fane 
the doom 

To which their bigot zeal gave o er 
their own. 

But spared the martyr d saint and 
storied tomb, 

^ Though papal miracles had graced 
the stone, 

And though the aisles still loved the 
organ’s swelling tone 

And deem not though ’tis now my 
part to paint 

A Prelate sway’d by love of power 
and gold, 

That all who wore the mitre of our 
Saint 

Like to ambitious Aldingar I hold , 
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Since both in modern times and 
days of old 

It sate on those whose \irtues might 
atone 

Their predecessors" frailties trebly 
told 

Matthew and Morton we as such 
may own — 

And such (if fame speak tiuth) tne 
honour’d Barnngton 

II 

But now to earlier and to ruder times, 
As subject meet, I tune my rugged 
rhymes, 

Telling how fairly the chapter was 
met, 

And rood and books in seemly ordei 
set, 

Huge brass clasp’d volumes, which 
the hand 

Of studious priest but rai ely scann’d. 
Now on fair carved desk display’d, 

’ Iwas theirs the solemn scene to 
aid 

O’erhead with many a scutcheon 
graced, 

And quaint devices interlaced, 

A labyrinth of crossing rows. 

The roof in lessening arches shows , 
Beneath its shade, placed proud and 
high, 

With footstool and with canopy. 

Sate Aldmgar, — and prelate ne’er 
Moi e haughty graced Saint Cuthbert’s 
chair , 

Canons and deacons were placecT 
below. 

In due degree and lengthen’d row 
Unmoved and silent each sat there. 
Like image in his oaken chair , 

Nor head, nor hand, nor foot they 
stirr d, 

Nor lock of hair, nor tress of beard , 
And of their eyes severe alone 
The twinkle show’d they were not 
stone 


III 

The Prelate was to speech address’d, 
Each head sunk reverent on each 
bi east , 

But ere his voice was heaid, without 
Arose a wild tumultuous shout, 
Offspring of wonder miv’d with fear, 
Such as in crowded streets we hear 
Hailing the flames, that, bursting 
out. 

Attract yet scare the rabble rout 
Ere it had ceased, a giant hand 
Shook oaken door and iron band, 

1 ill oak and iron both gave way, 
Clash d the long bolts, the hinges 
bray, 

And, ere upon angel or saint they can 
call. 

Stands Harold the Dauntless in midst 
of the hall 

IV 

^Now sa\e ye, my masters, both 
rocket and lood, 

From Bishop with mitre to Deacon 
with hood t 

For here stands Count Harold, old 
Witikmd s son, 

Come to sue for the lands which his 
ancestors won ’ 

The Prelate look’d round him with 
sore troubled eye, 

Unwilling to grant, yet afiaid to deny , 
While each Canon and Deacon who 
heard the Dane speak, 

To be safely at home would ha\e 
fasted a week 

Then Aldmgar roused him, and 
answer’d again, 

‘Thou suest for a boon which thou 
canst not obtain , 

The Church hath no fiefs for an 
unchristen’d Dane 

Thy father was wise, and his treasure 
hath given. 

That the priests of a chantrj. might 
hymn him to heaven , 
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And the fiefs which whilome he 
possess’d as his due, 

Have lapsed to the Church, and been 
granted anew 

To Anthony Conyers and Albenc 
Vere, 

For the service Saint Cuthbert’s 
bless’d banner to bear, 

When the bands of the North come 
to foray the Wear 

Then disturb not our conclave with 
wrangling or blame, 

But in peace and in patience pass 
hence as ye came ’ 

V 

Loud laugh’d the stern Pagan — 

* They ’re free from the care 

Of fief and of service, both Conyers 
and Vere , 

Six feet of your chancel is all they 
will need, 

A buckler of stone and a corselet of 
lead 

Ho, Gunnar^ — the tokens'’ and, 
sever’d anew, 

A head and a hand on the altar he 
threw 

Then shudder’d with terror both 
Canon and Monk, 

They knew the glazed eye and the 
countenance shi unk, 

And of Anthony Conj^ers the half 
grizzled hair. 

And the scar on the hand of Sir 
Albenc Vere 

There was not a churchman or priest 
that was there 

But grew pale at the sight, and betook 
him to piayer 

VI 

Count Harold laugh’d at their looks 
of fear 

*Was this the hand should your 
banner bear ? 


Was that the head should wear the 
casque 

In battle at the Church’s task^ 

Was it to such you gave the place 
Of Harold with the heavy mace ^ 

Find me between tne Wear and Tyne 
A knight will wield this club of mine, — 
Give him my fiefs, and I will say 
There’s wit beneath the cowl of gre> ’ 
He raised it, rough with many a stain, 
Caught from crush’d skull and 
spouting brain , 

He wheel’d it that it shrilly sung, 

And the aisles echo’d as it swung. 
Then dash’d it down with sheer 
descent, 

And split King Osne’s monument 
^ How like ye this music 2 How trow 
ye the hand 

That can wield such a mace may be 
reft of its land ^ 

No answer ? — I spare ye a space to 
agree, 

And Saint Cuthbert inspire you, 
a saint if he be 

Ten strides through your chancel, ten 
strokes on your bell 
And again I am with you, grave 
fathers, farewell ’ 

VII 

He turn’d from their presence, he 
clash’d the oak door, 

And the clang of his stride died away 
on the floor , 

And his head from his bosom the 
Prelate uprears 

With a ghost-seer’s look when the 
ghost disappears 

‘Ye Priests of Saint Cuthbert, now 
give me your rede. 

For never of counsel had Bishop 
more need ' 

Were the arch-fiend incarnate in 
flesh and in bone, 

The language, the look, and the 
laugh w ere his own 
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In the bounds of Samt Cuthbert there 
IS not a knight 

Dare confront in our quarrel yon 
goblin in fight , 

Then rede me aright to his claim to 
reply, 

Tis unlawful to grant, and tis death 
to deny ’ 

VIII 

On \enison and malmsie that morning 
had fed 

The Cellarer Vinsauf, ’twas thus that 
he said 

‘ Dela;y till to morrow the Chapter s 
repK 

Let the feast be spread fair, and the 
w me be pour d high , 

It he s mortal he drinks, if he drinks 
he is ours — 

His bracelets of iron, his bed in our 
tow ers ’ 

This man had a laughing eye, 

Trust not friends, whensuch you spy, 
A beaker s depth he well could drain, 
Revel, sport and jest amain , 

The haunch of the deer and the grape's 
bright d^ e 

Never bard loved them better than I , 
But sooner than Vinsauf fill’d me my 
wine 

Pass’d me his jest, and laugh’d at mine, 
Though the buck were of Bearpark, 
of Bourdeaux the vine, 

W ith the dullest hermit I’d rather dine 
On an oaken cake and a draught of 
the T^ne 

IX 

Walvva^n the leech spoke next he 
knew 

Each plant that loves the sun and dew, 
But special those whose juice can gam 
Dominion o’er the blood and brain , 
The peasant who saw him by pale 
moonbeam 

Gathering such herbs by bank and 
stream, 


Deem’d his thin form and soundless 
tread 

W ere those of wanderer f rom the dead 
* Vinsauf, thy wine,’ he said, ‘ hath 
power, 

Ourgyves are heavy, strong our tower , 
Yet three drops from this flask of mine, 
More strong than dungeons, fg^ves, or 
wine, 

Shall give him prison under ground 
More dark, more narrow, more 
profound 

Short rede, good rede, let Haroldhave, 
A dog s death and a heathen’s grave ’ 
I have lam on a sick man’s bed, 
Watching for hours for the leech s 
tread, 

As if I deem’d that his presence alone 
Were of power to bid my pain begone, 
I have listed his words of comfort 
given. 

As if to oracles from heaven , 

I have counted his steps from my 
chamber door, 

And bless’d them when they were 
heard no more , 

But sooner than Walwayn my sick 
couch should nigh, 

My choice were, by leech-craft un- 
aided, to die 

‘ Such service done in fervent zeal 
The Church may pardon and conceal,’ 
The doubtful Pi elate said, ‘but ne’er 
The counsel ere the act should hear 
Anselm of Jarrow, advise us now, 
The stamp of wisdom is on thy brow , 
Thy days, thy nights, in cloister pent, 
Are still to mystic learning lent , 
Anselm of Jai row, in thee is my hope, 
Thou well may st give counsel to 
Prelate or Pope ’ 

XI 

Answer’d the Prior ‘’Tiswisdom’suse 
Still to delay what we dare not refuse , 
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Ere gi anting the boon he comes hither 
to ask, 

Shape for the giant gigantic task , 

Let us see how a step so sounding 
can tread 

In paths of darkness , danger, and dread , 
He may not, he will not, impugn our 
decree, 

That calls but for proof of his chivalry , 
And were Guy to return, or Sir Bevis 
the Strong, 

Our wilds have adventure might 
cumber them long , 

The Castle of Seven Shields^ 

‘ Kind Anselm, no more ’ 

The step of the Pagan approaches the 
door ’ 

The churchmen were hush’d In his 
mantle of skm, 

With his mace on his shoulder, Count 
Harold strode in 

Theie was foam on his lips, there was 
fire in his eye, 

For, chafed by attendance, his fury 
was mgh 

' Ho f Bishop,’ he said ‘ dost thou 
grant me my claim ^ 

Or must I assert it by falchion and 
flame ^ ’ 

XII 

‘ On thy suit, gallant Harold,’ the 
Bishop replied, 

In accents which trembled, we may 
not decide, 

Until proof of your strength and your 
valour we saw , 

’Tis not that we doubt them, but such 
is the law ’ 

^And would you. Sir Prelate, have 
Harold make sport 
For the cowls and the shavelings that 
herd m thy court 

Say what shall he do ^ From the 
shrine shall he tear 
The lead bier of thy patron, and heave 
it in air, 


And through the long chancel make 
Cuthbert take wing, 

With the speed of a bullet dismiss’d 
from the sling 

* Nay, spare such probation,’ the 

Cellarer said, 

* From the mouth of our minstrels th}^ 

task shall be read 

While the wine sparkles high in the 
goblet of gold. 

And the revel is loudest, th> task shall 
be told , 

And thyself, gallant Harold, shall, 
hearing it tell 

That the Bishop, his cowls, and his 
shav elings, meant well ’ 

Mil 

Loud revell’d the guests, and the 
goblets loud rang, 

But louder the minstrel, Hugh 
Meneville, sang , 

And Haiold, the hurry and pride of 
whose soul, 

E’en when verging to fury, ownd 
music’s control, 

Still bent on the harper his broad 
sable eye, 

And often untasted the goblet pass d 

by. 

Than wine, or than wassail, to him 
was more dear 

The minstrel’s high tale of enchant- 
ment to hear , 

And the Bishop that day might of 
Vinsauf complain 

That his art had but wasted his wine- 
casks m vain 

MV 

The Castle of the Seven Shields 

A B\LLAD 

The Druid L rien had daughters se\ en, 
Their skill could call the moon frona 
heav en , 
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So fair their forms and so high their 
fame, 

That seven proud kings for their 
suitors came 

King Mador and Rhys came from 
Powis and Wales, 

Unshorn was their hair, and unpruned 
were their nails , 

From Strath Clwyde was Ewain, and 
Ewain was lame, 

And the red-bearded Donald from 
Galloway came 

Lot, King of Lodon, was hunchback’d 
from youth , 

Dunmailof Cumbriahad never atooth , 

But Adolf of Bambrough, Northumber 
land s heir, 

Was gay and was gallant, was young 
and was fair 

There was strife 'mongst the sisters, 
for each one would have 

For husband King Adolf, the gallant 
and brave , 

And envy bred hate, and hate urged 
them to blows, 

When the firm earth was cleft and 
the Arch fiend arose • 

He swore to the maidens their wish 
to fulfil , 

They swore to the foe they would 
work by his will 

A spindle and distaff to each hath he 
gi^en, 

‘ Now hearken my spell,* said the 
Outcast of heaven 

* Ye shall ply these spindles at mid- 
night hour. 

And for every spindle shall rise a 
tower, 

Where the nght shall be feeble, the 
wrong shall have power, 

And there shall ye dwell with your 
paramour ’ 


Beneath the pale moonlight they sate 
on the wold. 

And the rhymes which they chanted 
must never be told , 

And as the black wool from the distaff 
they sped, 

With blood from their bosom they 
moisten’d the thread 

As light danced the spindles beneath 
the cold gleam. 

The castle arose like the birth of 
a dream , 

The seven towers ascended like mist 
from the ground, 

Seven portals defend them, seven 
ditches sui round 

Within that dread castle seven 
monarchs were wed. 

But SIX of the seven ere the morning 
lay dead , 

With their eyes all on fire, and their 
daggers all red, 

Seven damsels surround the North- 
umbrian’s bed 

‘ Six kingly bridegrooms to death we 
have done, 

Six gallant kingdoms King Adolf hath 
won, 

Six lovely brides all his pleasure to do, 

Or the bed of the seventh shall be 
husbandless too ’ 

Well chanced it that Adolf the night 
when he wed 

Had confess’d and had sain’d him 
ere boune to his bed , 

He sprung from the couch and his 
broadsword he drew, 

And there the seven daughters of 
Unen he slew 

The gate of the castle he bolted and 
seal’d, 

And hung o’er each arch stonea crown 
and a shield , 
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To the cells of Saint Dunstan then 
wended his way, 

And died in his cloister an anchonte 
grey 

Seven monarchs’ wealth m that castle 
lies stow’d, 

The foul fiends brood o er them like 
raven and toad , 

Whoever shall guesten these chambers 
within, 

From curfew till matins, that treasure 
shall win 

But manhood grows faint as the 
world waxes old • 

There lives not m Britain a champion 
so bold, 

So dauntless of heart, and so prudent 
of brain, 

As to dare the adventure that treasure 
to gam 

The waste ridge of Cheviot shall 
wave with the rye. 

Before the rude Scots shall North- 
umberland fly. 

And the flint clifts of Bambro’ shall 
melt in the sun, 

Before that adventure be perilFd and 
w^on 

XV 

* And IS this my probation ? ’ wild 
Harold he said, 

^Within a lone castle to press a lone 
bed ^ 

Good even, my Lord Bishop , Saint 
Cuthbert to borrow, 

The Castle of Seven Shields receives 
me to morrow ’ 


Canto Fifth* 


Denmark’s sage courtier to her 
princely youth, 

Granting his cloud an ouzel or 
a whale, 

Spoke, though unwittingly , apartial 
truth , 

For Fantasy embroiders Nature’s 
veil 

The tints of ruddy eve, or dawning 
pale. 

Of the swart thunder-cloud, or 
silver haze. 

Are but the giound-work of the 
rich detail 

Which Fantasy with pencil wild 
portrays. 

Blending what seems and is in the 
wrapt muser’s gaze 

Nor are the stubborn forms of earth 
and stone 

Less to the Sorceress’s empire given , 

For not with unsubstantial hues 
alone, 

Caught from the varying surge, or 
vacant heaven. 

From bursting sunbeam, or from 
flashing levin. 

She limns her pictures on the 
earth, as air. 

Arise her castles, and her car is 
driven , 

And never gazed the eye on scene 
so fair, 

But of its boasted charms gave Fancy 
half the share 

II 

Up a wild pass went Harold, bent 
to prove, 

Hugh Meneville, the adventure of 
thy lay , 
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Gunnar pursued his steps in faith 
and love, 

Ever companion of his master’s 
way 

Midward their path, a rock of 
granite grey 

From the adjoining cliff had made 
descent, 

A barren mass, yet with her 
drooping spray 

Had a young birch tree crown’d its 
battlement, 

Twisting her fibrous roots through 
cranny, flaw, and rent 

This rock and tree could Gunnar s 
thought engage 

Till Fancy brought the tear drop to 
his eye, 

And at his master ask'd the timid 
Page, 

* What IS the emblem that a bard 

should spy 

In that rude rock and its green 
canopy P 

And Harold said, ‘ Like to the 
helmet brave 

Of warrior slam in fight it seems 
to lie. 

And these same drooping boughs 
do o’er it wave 

Not all unlike the plume his lady’s 
favour gave ’ 

* Ah, no > ’ replied the Page , the 

ill starr’d love 

Of some poor maid is in the emblem 
show n, 

Whose fates are wnth some hero’s 
interw ove, 

And rooted on a heart to love 
unknown 

And as the gentle dews of heaven 
alone 

Nourish those drooping boughs, 
and as the scathe 


Of the red lightning rends both 
tree and stone, 

So faresit with her unrequited faith , 
Her sole relief is tears, her only 
refuge death ’ 

III 

‘ Thou art a fond fantastic hoy ' 

Harold replied, ‘ to females i.oy , 

Yet prating still of love , 

Even so amid the clash of war 
I know thou lovest to keep afar, 
Though destined by thy evil star 
With one like me to rove, 

Whose business and whose joys are 
found 

Upon the bloody battle-ground 
Yet, foolish trembler as thou art, 

Thou hast a nook of my rude heart, 
And thou and I will never part , 
Harold would wrap the world in flame 
Eie injury on Gunnar came’’ 

IV 

The grateful Page made no reply, 

But turn’d to Heaven his gentle eye. 
And clasp d his hands, as one who 
said, 

‘Mytoils, my wanderings are o’erpaid'^ 
Then in a gaver, lighter strain, 
Compell d himself to speech again. 
And, as they flow’d along, 

His words took cadence soft and slow. 
And liquid, like dissohing snow, 

They melted into song 

V 

‘ What though through fields of 
carnage wide 

I may not follow Harold’s stride. 

Yet who with faithful Gunnar’s pride 
Lord Harold s feats can see ^ 

And dearer than the couch of pride, 
He loves the bed of grey wolf s hide. 
When slumbering by Loid Harolds 
side 

In forest, field, or lea ’ 
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VI 

^ Break off’’ said Harold, in a tone 
Where huriy and surprise were 
shown, 

With some slight touch of fear, 

* Break off, we are not here alone , 

A Palmer form comes slowly on ’ 

By cowl, and staff, and mantle known, 
My monitor is near 
Now mark him, Gunnar, heedfull> , 

He pauses by the blightfed tree — 

Dost see him, youth ? Thou could’st 
not see 

When in the vale of Galilee 
I first beheld his form, 

Nor when we met that other while 
In Cephalonia’s rockj^ isle 
Before the fearful stoi m , 

Dost see him now ^ ’ The Page, 
distraught 

With terror, answer’d,^ I see nought. 
And there is nought to see, 

Save that the oak’s scathed boughs 
fling down 

Upon the path a shadow brown, 

That, like a pilgrim’s dusky gown, 
Waves with the waving tree ’ 

VII 

Count Harold gazed upon the oak 
As if his eyestrings would have broke. 
And then resolvedly said, 

‘ Be what it will yon phantom grey, 
Nor heaven, nor hell, shall ever say 
That for their shadows fiom his 
way 

Count Harold turn’d dismay’d 
1 11 speak him, though his accents fill 
My heart with that unwonted thrill 
Which vulgar minds call fear 
I ^\lll subdue it ’’ Forth he strode, 
Paused where the blighted oak tree 
show’d 

Its sable shadow on the road 
And, folding on his bosom broad 
His arms, said, ‘ Speak, I hear ’ 


VIII 

The Deep Voice said, ^ O wild of will, 
F urious thy purpose to fulfil, 

Heart sear’d and unrepentant still. 
How long, O Harold, shall thy tread 
Disturb the slumbers of the dead l 
Each step in thy wild way thou 
makest 

The ashes of the dead thou wakest , 
And shout in triumph o’er thy path 
The fiends of bloodshed and of wrath 
In this thine hour, yet turn and hear t 
F or life IS brief and judgment near.’ 

IX 

Then ceased The Voice The Dane 
leplied 

In tones where awe and inborn pride 
For mastery strove ‘ In vain ye chide 
The wolf for ravaging the flock. 

Or with its hardness taunt the rock , 

I am as they — my Danish strain 
Sends streams of fire through every 
vein 

Amid thy realms of goule and ghost. 
Say, IS the fame of Ei ic lost 
Or Witikind’s the Waster, known 
Where fame or spoil was to be won , 
Whose galleys ne’er bore off a shore 
They left not black with flame ^ 
He was my sire, and, sprung of him. 
That rover merciless and grim. 

Can I be soft and tame ? 

Part hence, and with my crimes no 
more upbraid me, 

I am that Wasters son, and am but 
what he made me ’ 

X 

The Phantom groan’d , the mountain 
shook around, 

The fawn and wild-doe started at the 
sound, 

The gorse and fern did wildly round 
them wave, 

As li some sudden storm the impulse 
gave 
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‘ All thou hast said is truth , yet on 
the head 

Of that bad sire let not the charge be 
laid, 

That he, like thee, with unrelenting 
p^ce, 

Fi om grave to cradle ran the evil race 

Relentless in his avarice and ire, 

Churches and towns he gave to sword 
and fire , 

Shed blood like water, wasted every 
land. 

Like the destroying angel’s burning 
brand , 

Fulfill d whatever of ill might be 
invented, 

Yes' all these things he did — he did, 
but he repented • 

Perchance it is part of his punishment 
still. 

That his offspring pursues his example 
of ill 

But thou, when thy tempest of wrath 
shall next shake thee, 

Gird thy loins for resistance, my son, 
and awake thee , 

If thou >ield’st to thy fury, how 
tempted soever, 

The gate of repentance shall ope for 
thee never ’ ’ — 

XI 

He IS gone,’ said Lord Harold, and 
gazed as he spoke , 

' There is nought on the path but the 
shade of the oak 

He is gone, whose strange presence 
my feeling oppress’d. 

Like the night hag that sits on the 
slumberer’s breast 
heart beats as thick as a fugitive s 
tread, 

•\nd cold dews drop from my brow 
and my head 

Ho ' Gunnar, the flasket yon almoner 
gave, 

He said that three drops would recall 
from the grave 


For the first time Count Harold owns 
leech-craft has power, 

Or, his courage to aid, lacks the juice 
of a flower > ' 

The Page gave the flasket, which 
Walwayn had fill’d 
With the juice of wild roots that his 
art had distill d , 

So baneful their influence on all that 
had breath, 

One drop had been frenzy, and two 
had been death 

Harold took it, but drank not , for 
jubilee shrill, 

And music and clamour were heard 
on the hill, 

And down the steep pathway, o’er 
stock and o’er stone. 

The train of a bridal came blithe- 
somely on , 

There was song, there was pipe, there 
was trimbrel, and still 
The burden was ‘Joy to the fair 
Metehll t’ 

XII 

Harold might see from his high stance, 
Himself unseen, that tram advance 
With mirth and melody. 

On horse and foot a mingled throng, 
Measuring their steps to bridal song 
And bridal minstrelsy , 

And ever when the blithesome rout 
Lent to the song their choral shout. 
Redoubling echoes roll’d about. 
While echoing cave and cliff sent out 
The answeiing symphony 
Of all those mimic notes which dwell 
In hollow rock and sounding dell 

XIII 

Joy shook his torch above the band, 
By many a various passion fann’d , 
As elemental sparks can feed 
On essence pure and coarsest weed, 
Gentle, or stoi my, or refined, 

Joy takes the colouis of the mind 
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Lightsome and pure, but unrepress’d, 
He fired the bridegroom’s gallant 
breast , 

More feebly strove with maiden fear, 
Yet still joy glimmer’d through the tear 
On the bride s blushing cheek, that 
shows 

Like dewdrop on the budding rose , 
While Wulfstane’s gloomy smile 
declared 

The glee that selfish avarice shared, 
And pleased revenge and malice high 
Joy’s semblance took in Jutta’s eye 
On dangerous adventure sped, 

The witch deemd Haiold with the 
dead, 

For thus that morn her Demon said 
‘ If, ere the set of sun, be tied 
The knot ’twixt bridegroom and his 
bride. 

The Dane shall have no power of ill 
O er William and o’er Metelill * 

And the pleased witch made answer, 

* Then 

Must Harold have pass’d from the 
paths of men » 

Evil repose may his spirit have , 

May hemlock and mandrake find root 
in his grave , 

May his death sleep be dogged by 
dreams of dismay , 

And his waking be worse at the 
answering day » ’ 

XIV 

Such was their various mood of glee 
Blert in one shout of ecstasy 
Butstillwhen Joy is brimming highest, 
Of Sorrow and Misfortune nighest, 
Of Terror with her ague cheek, 

And lurking Danger, sages speak 
These haunt each path,but chief they lay 
Their snares beside the primrose way 
Thus found that bridal band their path 
Beset by Harold in his wrath 
Trembling beneath his maddening 
mood. 

High on a rock the giant stood , 


His shout was like the doom of death 
Spoke o’er their heads- that pass’d 
beneath 

His destined vuctims might not spy 
The reddening terrors of his eye, 

1 he frown of rage that wnthed his face, 
The lip that foam’d like boar’s in chase , 
But all could see — and, seeing all 
Bore back to shun the threaten’d fall — 
The fragment which their giant foe 
Rent from the cliff and heaved to throw 

XV 

Backward they bore yet are there 
two 

For battle who prepare , 

No pause of dread Lord William knew 
Ere his good blade was bare , 
And Wulfstane bent his fatal yew. 
But ere the silken cord he drew. 

As hurl’d from Hecla’s thunder, flew 
That ruin through the air • 

Full on the outlaw’s front it came, 
And all that late had human name, 
And human face, and human frame, 
That lived, and moved, and had free 
will 

To choose the path of good or ill, 

Is to its reckoning gone , 

And nought ofWulfstane restsbehmd, 
Save that beneath that stone, 
Half buried in the dinted clay, 

A red and shapeless mass there lay 
Of mingled flesh and bone i 

XVI 

As from the bosom of the sky 
^ The eagle darts amain. 

Three bounds from yonder summithigh 
Placed Harold on the plain 
As the scared wild fowl scream and fly, 
So fled the bridal train , 

As ’gainst the eagle’s peerless might 
The noble falcon dares the fight, 

But dares the fight in vain. 

So fought the bridegroom , from his 
hand 

The Dane’s rude mace has struck his 
brand, 
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Its glittering fragments strew the sand, 
Its lord lies on the plain 
Now, Heaven < take noble William’s 
part, 

And melt that yet unmelted heart, 

Or, ere his bridal hour depart, 

The hapless bridegroom s slain • 
xvn 

Count Harold s frenzied rage is high, 
There is a death-fire m his eye, 

Deep furrows on his brow are 
trench’d, 

His teeth are set his hand is 
clench’d, 

The foam upon his lip is white, 

His deadly arm ib up to smite * 

But as the mace aloft he swung, 

To stop the blow young Gunnai 
sprung, 

Around his master s knees he clung 
And cried ‘ In mercv spare ’ j 
O think upon the words of fear 
Spoke b^ that \ isionaiy Seer , 

The crisis he foretold is here. 

Grant mercy, or despair ' 

This word suspended Harold s mood, 
Yet still with arm upraised he stood, i 
And visage like the headsman s rude 
That pauses for the sign 
* O mark thee with the blessed rood,’ 
The Page implored , ‘ speak word of , 
good. 

Resist the fiend, or be subdued ' * 

He sign’d the cross divine. 

Instant his eye hath numan light, 

Less red, less keen, less fiercely bright. 
His brow relax d the obdurate frown. 
The fatal mace sinks gently down, I 
He turns and strides away , I 
Yet oft, like revellers who leave 
Unfinish’d feast, looks back to grieve, 
As if repenting the reprieve 
He granted to his prey 
Yet still of forbearance one sign hath 
he given. 

And fierce Witikind’s son made one 
step towards heaven 


XVIII 

But though his dreaded footsteps pai t, 
Death is behind and shakes his dart , 
Lord William on the plain is lying, 
Beside him Metelill seems dying t 
Bring odours, essences in haste — 
And lo ! a flasket richly chased , 

But Jutta the elixir proves 
Ere pouring it for those she loves , 
Then Walwayii’s potion was not 
wasted, 

For when three drops the hag had 
tasted. 

So dismal was her yell. 

Each bird of evil omen woke. 

The raven gave his fatal croak. 

And shriek d the night- crow from the 
oak. 

The SCI eech-owl from the thicketbroke. 
And flutter’d down the dell » 

So fearful was the sound and stern. 
The slumbers of the full gorged erne 
Were startled, and from furze and fern 
Of forest and of fell, 

The fox and famish’d wolf replied 
i,For wolves then prowl’d the Cheviot 
side) 

From mountain head to mountain head 
The unhallow’d sounds around were 
sped , 

But when their latest echo fled, 

The sorceress on the ground lay dead 

xi\ 

Such was the scene of blood and 
woes 

With which the bridal morn arose 
Of William and of Metelill , 

But oft, when dawning ’gins to spread. 
The summer morn peeps dim and red 
Above the eastern hill. 

Ere, bright and fair, upon his road 
The King of Splendour walks abroad , 
So, when this cloud had pass’d away. 
Bright was the noontide of their day,. 
And all serene its setting ray 



VI] 


Canto Sixth. 

I 

Well do I hopethatthis my minstrel 
tale 

Will tempt no traveller from southern 
fields, 

Whether in tilbury, barouche, or 
mail. 

To view the Castle of these Seven 
Proud Shields 

Small confirmation its condition 
yields 

To Meneville s high lay no towers 
aie seen 

On the wild heath, but those that 
fancy builds, 

And, save a fosse that tracks the 
moor with green, 

Is nought remains to tell of what may 
there have been 

And yet grave authors, with the 
no small waste 

Of their grave time, have dignified 
the spot 

By theories, to piove the fortress 
placed 

By Roman bands, to curb the 
invading Scot 

Hutchinson, Horsley, Camden, I 
might quote, 

But rather choose the theory less civil 

Of boors, who, origin of thingsforgot. 

Refer still to the origin of evil. 

And for their master mason choose 
that master-fiend the Devil 

II 

Therefore, I say, it was on fiend 
built towers 

That stout Count Harold bent his 
wondenng gaze, 

When evening dew was on the 
heather flowers. 

And the last sunbeams made the 
mountain blaze, 

And tinged the battlements of other 
days 
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With the bright level light ere sinking 
down 

Illumined thus, the dauntless Dane 
sui-veys 

The Seven Proud Shields that o’er 
the portal frown, 

And on their blazons traced high marks 
of old renown 

A wolf North Wales had on his 
armour- coat, 

And Rhys of Powis-land a couchant 
stag , 

Strath Clwyd’s strange emblem was 
a stranded boat, 

Donald of Galloway^s a trotting 
nag, 

A corn sheaf gilt was fertile Lo don’s 
brag, 

A dudgeon dagger was by Dunmail 
worn , 

Northumbrian Adolf gave a sea beat 
crag 

Surmounted by a cross , such signs 
were borne 

Upon these antique shields, all w asted 
now and worn 

III 

These scann’d, Count Harold sought 
the castle-door 

Whose ponderous bolts were rusted 
to decay. 

Yet till that hour adventurous knight 
forbore 

The unobstructed passage to essay 

More strong than armed warders 
in array, 

And obstacle more sure than bolt 
or bar. 

Sate in the portal Terror and Dis 
may, 

While Superstition, who forbade 
to war 

With foes of other mould than 
mortal clay, 

Cast spells across the gate, and barr’d 
the onward way 
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Vain now those spells, for soon 
with heavy clank 

The feebly-fastenM gate was inward 
push’d, 

And, as it oped, through that 
emblazon’d rank 

Of antique shields, the wind of i 
evening rush’d 

With sound most like a groan, and 
then was hush’d 

Is none who on such spot such 
sounds could hear 

But to his heart the blood had 
faster rush d , 

Yet to bold Harold’s breast that 
throb was dear — 

It spoke of danger nigh, but had no 
touch of fear 

IV 

Yet Harold and his Page no signs 
have traced 

Within the castle, that of danger 
show’d , 

For still the halls and courts were 
wild and waste, 

As through their precincts the 
adventurers trode 

The seven huge towers rose stately, 
tall, and broad. 

Each tower presenting to their 
scrutiny 

A hall in which a king might make 
abode, 

And fast beside, garnish’d both 
proud and high. 

Was placed a bower for rest in wRich 
a king might he 

As if a bridal there of late had 
been, 

Deck’d stood the table in each 
gorgeous hall , 

And yet it w as two hundred years, 
I ween, 

Since date ofthat unhallow’d festival 

Flagons, and ewers, and standing 
cups, were all 


Of tarnish’d gold, or silver nothing 
clear, 

With throne begilt, and canopy of 
pall. 

And tapestry clothed the walls with 
fragments sear 

Fiail as the spider’s mesh did that 
rich woof appear 

V 

In every bower, as round a hearse, 
was hung 

A dusky crimson curtain o’er the 
bed. 

And on each couch in ghastly wise 
were flung 

The wasted relics of a monarch 
dead , 

Barbaric ornaments around were 
spread. 

Vests twined with gold, and chains 
of precious stone, 

And golden circlets, meet for 
monarch’s head , 

While grinn’d, as if in scorn amongst 
them thrown, 

The wearer’s fleshless skull, alike with 
dust bestrown 

Foi these were they who, drunken 
with delight, 

On pleasure’s opiate pillow laid 
their head, 

• For whom the bride’s shy footstep, 

* slow and light, 

Was changed ere morning to the 
murderer s tread 

For human bliss and woe m the 
frail thread 

Of human life are all so closely 
twined, 

lhat till the shears of Fate the 
texture shred, 

The close succession cannot be 
disjoin’d, 

Nor dare we, from one hour, judge 
that which comes behind 
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VI 

But where the work of vengeance 
had been done, 

In that seventh chamber, was a 
sterner sight , 

There of the witch brides lay each 
skeleton, 

Still in the posture as to death when 
dight 

For this lay prone, by one blow 
slam outi ight , 

And that, as one who struggled 
long in dying , 

One bony hand held knife, as if to 
smite , 

One bent on fleshless knees, as 
mercy crying, 

One lay across the door, as kill’d in 
act of flying 

The stern Dane smiled this charnel- 
house to see. 

For his chafed thought return’d to 
Metelill , 

And ‘ Well,’ he said, ‘hath woman s 
perfidy, 

Empty as air, as water volatile, 

Been here avenged The origin of ill 

Through woman rose, the Chnstian 
doctrine saith 

Nor deem I, Gunnar, that thy 
minstrel skill 

Can showexample where a woman s 
breath 

Hath made a true love vow, and, 
tempted, kept her faith ’ 

VII 

The minstrel boy half smiled, half 
sigh’d, 

And his half filling eyes he dried. 

And said, ‘The theme I should but 
wrong, 

Unless it were my dying song, 

(Our Scalds have said, in dying hour 
The Northern harp has treble power) 
Else could I tell of woman’s faith. 
Defying danger, scorn, and death 


Firm was that faith, as diamond stone 
Pure and unflaw’d, her love unknown, 
And unrequited , firm and pure, 

Her stainless faith could all endure , 
F rom clime to clime, from place to place, 
Through want, and danger, and 
disgrace, 

A wanderer’s wayward steps could 
trace 

All this she did, and guerdon none 
Required, save that her burial stone 
Should make at length the secret 
known 

“Thus hath a faithful woman done ” 
Not in each bieast such truth is laid, 
But Eivir was a Danish maid ’ 

VIII 

‘Thou ait a wild enthusiast,’ said 
Count Hai old, ‘ for thy Danish maid , 
And yet, j^oung Gunnar, I will own 
Hers were a faith to rest upon 
But Emr sleeps beneath her stone. 
And all resembling her are gone 
What maid e’ershow’d such constancy 
In piighted faith, like thine to me ^ 
But couch thee, boy , the darksome 
shade 

Falls thickly round, nor be dismay’d 
Because the dead are by 
1 hey were as we , our little day 
O erspent and we shall be as they 
Yet near me, Gunnar, be thou laid. 
Thy couch upon my mantle made, 
That thou mayst think, should fear 
^ invade. 

Thy master slumbers nigh ’ 

Thus couch'd they in that dread abode, 
Until the beams of dawning glow’d 

IX 

An alter d man Lord Harold rose , 
When he beheld that dawn unclose, 
There ’s ti ouble m his eyes, 

And traces on his brow and cheek 
Of mingled awe and wonder speak 
* My page,’ he said, ‘ arise , 
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Leave we this place, my page’ No 
more 

He utter d till the castle door 
They cross’d, but there he paused and 
said, 

*My wildness hath awaked the dead, 
Disturb’d the sacred tomb • 
Methought this night I stood on high, 
Where Hecla roars in middle sk3., 
And in her cavern d gulfs could spy 
The central place of doom , 

And there beiore my mortal eye 
Souls of the dead came flitting b^-, 
Whom fiends, with manj. a fiendish cry. 
Bore to that evil den • 

My eyes grew dizzy, and my brain 
Was wilder’d, as the elvisn tram, 
With shriek and howl, dragg’d on 
amain 

Ihose who had late been men 

X 

‘With haggard eyes and streaming 
hair, 

Tutta the Sorceress was there, 

And there pass’d Wulfstane, lately 
slam, 

All crush d and foul with bloody stain 
More had I seen, but that uprose 
A whirlwind wild, and swept the 
snows , 

And with such sound as when at need 
A champion spurs his horse to speed, 
Three arm^d knights rush on, who lead 
Caparison’d a sable steed 
Sable their harness, and there cam<> 
Through their closed visors sparks of 
flame 

The first proclaim’d, in sounds of fear, 
“Harold theDauntless,welcome here'” 
The next cried, “Jubilee ’ we Ve won 
Count Witikind the Waster’s son • ” 
And the third rider sternly spoke, 

“ Mount, in the name of Zernebock ^ 
From us, O Harold, were thy powers, 
Thy strength, thy dauntlessness, are 
ours , 


Nor think, a vassal thou of hell, 
With hell can strive ” The fiend 
spoke true t 

My inmost soul the summons knew. 
As captives know the knell 
That says the headsman s sword is bare. 
And, with an accent of despair, 
Commands them quit their cell 
I felt resistance was in vain, 

My foot had that fell stirrup ta’en, 
My hand was on the fatal mane, 
When to my rescue sped 
That Palmer s visionary form. 

And, like the passing of a storm. 

The demons yell’d and fled • 

XI 

‘ His sable cowl, flung back, reveal’d 
The features it before conceal’d , 

And, Gunnar, I could find 
In him whose counsels strove to stay 
So oft m> course on wilful way, 

My father Witikmd ' 

Doom’d for his sins, and doom’d for 
mine, 

A wanderer upon earth to pine 
Until his son shall turn to grace, 

And smooth for him a resting place 
Gunnar, he must not haunt in vain 
This world of wretchedness and pain 
I ’ll tame my wilful heart to live 
In peace, to pity and forgive , 

And thou, for so the Vision said, 

Must in thy lord’s repentance aid 
Ihy mother was a prophetess, 

He said, who by her skill could guess 
How close the fatal textures join 
Whichknitthy thread of lifewithmine. 
Then, dark, he hinted of disguise 
She framed to cheat too curious eyes. 
That not a moment might divide 
Thy fated footsteps from my side 
Methought while thus my sire did 
teach, 

I caught the meaning of his speech, 
Yet seems its purport doubtful now ’ 
His hand then sought his thoughtful 
brow, 
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Then first he mark’d, that m the tower 
His glove w^as left at waking hour 

Trembling at first, and deadly pale, 
Had Gunnar heard the vision’d tale , 
But when he learn ’d the dubious close, 
He blush’d like any opening rose, 
And, glad to hide his tell tale cheek, 
Hied back that glove of mail to seek , 
When soon a shriek of deadly dread 
Summon’d his master to his aid 
xui 

What sees Count Harold in that bower, 
So late his resting place ? 

The semblance of the Evil Power, 
Adored by all his race f 
Odin in living form stood there, 

His cloak the spoils of Polar bear, 
For plumy crest a meteor shed 
Its gloomy radiance o’er his head, 
Yet veil’d its haggard majesty 
To the wild lightnings of his eye 
Such height was his, as when in stone 
O’er Upsal’s giant altar show n 
So flow d his hoary beard , 

Such was his lance of mountain pme. 
So did his sevenfold buckler shine , 
But when his voice he rear d, 
Deep, without harshness, slow and 
strong. 

The pow erful accents roll’d along. 
And, while he spoke, his hand was laid 
On captive Gunnar’s shrinking head 

XIV 

'Harold,’ he said, 'what rage is thine, 
To quit the worship of thy line, 
lo leave thy Warrior God ? 
With me is glory or disgrace, 

Mine is the onset and the chase. 
Embattled hosts before my face 
Are wither’d by a nod 
Wilt thou then forfeit that high seat 
Deserved by many a dauntless feat, 
Among the heroes of thy line, 

Erie and fiery Thoranne ^ 

Thou wilt not Only I can give 
The joys for which the valiant live. 


Victory and vengeance , only I 
Can give the joys for which they die, 
The immortal tilt, the banquet full, 
The brimming draught from foeman’s 
skull 

Mine art thou, witness this thy glove, 
The faithful pledge of vassal s love ’ 

\v 

' Tempter,’ said Harold, firm of heart, 
' I charge thee, hence f whate’er thou 
art, 

I do defy thee, and resist 
The kindling frenzy of my breast. 
Waked by thy words , and of my mail, 
Nor glove, nor buckler, splent, nor nail. 
Shall rest with thee— that youth 
release, 

And God, or Demon, part in peace ’ 

' Eivir,’ the Shape renlied, 'is mine. 
Mark’d in the birth hour with my sign 
Think’st thou that priest with drops 
of spray 

Could wash that blood red mark away ? 
Or that a borrow’d sex and name 
Can abrogate a Godhead’s claim?’ 
Thrill’d this strange speech through 
Harold’s brain, 

He clench’d his teeth m high disdain. 
For not his new born faith subdued 
Some tokens of his ancient mood 
' Now, by the hope so lately given 
Of better trust and purer heaven, 

I will assail thee, fiend > ’ Then rose 
His mace, and wi*h a storm of blows 
The mortal and the Demon close 

XVI 

Smoke roll’d above, fire flash’d around, 
Darken’d the sky and shook the 
ground, 

But not the artillery of hell, 

The bickering lightning, nor the rock 
Of turrets to the earthquake’s shock, 
Could Harold’s courage quell 
Sternly the Dane his purpose kept, 
And blows on blows resistless heap’d. 
Till quail d that Demon Form, 
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And — for Ins power to hurt or kill 
Was bounded by a higher will — 
EvanishM in the storm 
Norpaused the Champion of the North, 
But raised, and bore his Eivir forth, 
From that wild scene of fiendish strife, 
To light, to liberty, and life • 

XVII 

He placed her on a bank of moss, 

A silver runnel bubbled by, 

And new born thoughts his soul 
engross, 

And tremors yet unknown across 
His stubborn smews fly, 

The while with timid hand the dew 
Upon her brow and neck he threw, 
And mark d how life with rosy hue 
On her pale cheek revived anew, 

And glimmer d in her eye 
Inly he said, ‘ That silken tress 
What blindness mine that could not 
guess • 

Or how could page’s rugged dress 
That bosom’s pride belie ^ 

O, dull of heart, through wild and wave 
In search of blood and death to rave, 
With such a partner mgh ’’ 

XVIII 

Then m the mirror’d pool he peer’d. 
Blamed his rough locks and shaggy 
beard. 

The stains of recent conflict clear’d, 
And thus the Champion proved. 
That he fears now who never fear’d, 
And loves who never loved 
And Eivir — life is on her cheek. 

And yet she will not move or speak, 
Nor will her eyelid fully ope , 
Perchance it loves that half shut eye, 
Through its long fringe, reserved and 
shy. 

Affection’s opening dawn to spy , 
And the deep blush, which bids its dye 


O er cheek, and brow, and bosom fly, 
Speaks shame-facedness and hope 

XIX 

But vainly seems the Dane to seek 
For terms his new-born love to speak, 
For words, save those of wrath and 
wrong. 

Till now were strangers to his tongue, 
So, when he raised the blushing maid, 
In blunt and honest terms he said 
(’Iwere well that maids when love s 

W 00, 

Heard none more soft, were all as true) 

^ Eivir ’ since thou for many a day 
Hast follow’d Harold’s wayward way, 
It is but meet that in the line 
Of after-life I follow thine 
To morrow is Saint Cuthbert’s tide. 
And we will grace his altar s side, 

A Christian knight and Christian bride, 
And of Witikind’s son shall the marvel 
be said, 

That on the same morn he was 
christen’d and wed 


CONCLUSIO^ 

And now, Ennui what ails thee, 
weary maid ^ 

And why these listless looks of 
y awning sorrow ? 

No need to turn the page, as if 
’twere lead, 

Or fling aside the volume till to- 
morrow 

Be cheer’d , ’tis ended— and I will 
not borrow, 

To try thy patience more, one 
anecdote 

From Bartholine, or Perinskiold, 
or Snorro 

Then pardon thou thy minstrel, who 
hath wrote 

A Tale six cantos long, yet scorn’d 
to add a note 


END OF HAROLD THE DAUNTLESS 
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Come, Lucy ' while ’tis morning hour 
The woodland brook we needs must 
pass , 

So, ere the sun assume his power, 
We shelter in our poplar bower, 
Where dew lies long upon the flower, 
Though \anish’d from the vehet 
grass 

Curbing the stream, this stony ridge 
May serve us for a silvan bridge , 

For here, compell’d to disunite. 
Round petty isles the runnels 
glide, 

And chafing off their puny spite, 

The shallow murmurers waste their 
might, 

Yielding to footstep free and light 
A dry shod pass from side to side 

II 

Nay, why this hesitating pause ? 

And, Lucy, as thy step withdraws, 
Why sidelongeye the streamlet sbrim? 

Titania’s foot without a slip. 

Like thine, though timid, light, and 
slim, 

From stone to stone might safely trip, 
Nor risk the glow worm clasp to dip 
That binds her slipper’s silken rim 
Or trust thj- lover s strength nor fear 
That this same stalwart arm of mine, 


Which could yon oak’s prone trunk 
uprear, 

Shall shrink beneath the burden dear 
Of form so slender, light, and fine , 
So * now, the danger dared at last. 
Look back, and smile at perils past * 

III 

And now we reach the favourite glade, 
Paled m by copsewood, cliff, and 
stone. 

Where never hars>her sounds invade, 
Tobreakaffection’swhispenngtone, 
Than the deep breeze that waves the 
shade, 

Than the small brooklet’s feeble 
moan 

Come ' rest thee on thy wonted seat , 
Moss’d is the stone, the turf is green, 
A place where lovers best may meet 
Who would not that their love be 
seen 

The boughs, that aim the summer sky, 
Shall hide us from each lurking spy, 
’That fam would spread the invidious 
tale, 

How Lucy of the lofty eye, 

Noble in birth, in fortunes high. 

She for whom lords and barons sigh, 
Meets her poor Arthur in the dale 

rv 

How deep that blush’ — how deep 
that sigh ! 

And why does Lucy shun mine eye ? 

T 3 
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Is it because that crimson draws 
Its colour from some secret cause, 
Some hidden movement of the breast 
She would not that her Arthur guess'd ^ 
O ’ quicker far is lovers' ken 
Than the dull glance of common men, 
And, by strange sympathy, can spell 
The thoughts the loved one will not 
tellt 

And mine, in Lucy's blush, saw met 
The hues of pleasure and regret , 
Pride mingled in the sigh her voice, 
And shared with Love the crimson 
glow, 

Well pleased that thou art Arthur s 
choice, 

Yet shamed thine own is placed 
so low 

Thou turn st thy self confessing 
cheek. 

As if to meet the breeze's cooling , 
1 hen, Lucy, hear thy tutor speak. 
For Love, too, has his hours of 
schooling 

V 

Too oft my anxious eye has spied 
That secret grief thou fain wouldst 
hide, 

The passing pang of humbled pride , 
Too oft, when through the splendid 
hall. 

The load star of eachheartand eye, 
My fair one leads the glittering ball, 
Will her stol n glance on Arthur fall, 
With such a blush and such a sigh » 
Thou wouldst not yield, for wealth 
or rank, 

The heart thy worth and beauty 
won, 

Nor leave me on this mossy bank, 
To meet a rival on a throne 
Why, then, should \ain repinmgs 
rise, 

That to thy lover fate denies 
A nobler name, a wide domain, 

A Baron's birth, a menial train, 


Since Heaven assign'd him, for his 
part, 

A lyre, a falchion, and a heart ^ 

VI 

My sword — its master must be dumb, 
But, when a soldier names my 
name, 

Approach, my Lucy ’ fearless come, 
Nor dread to hear of Arthurs 
shame 

My heart * 'mid all yon courtly crew, 
Of lordly rank and lofty line, 

Is there to love and honour true, 
That boasts a pulse so warm as 
mine ? 

They praised thy diamonds' lustre 
rare — 

Match’d with thine eyes, I thought 
it faded , 

They piaised the pearls that bound 
thy hair — 

I only saw the locks they braided , 
They talk’d of w ealthy dower and land, 
And titles of high birth the token — 
I thought of Lucy's heart and hand, 
Nor knew the sense of what was 
spoken 

And yet, if rank’d in Fortune’s roll, 

I might have learn’d their choice 
unwise. 

Who rate the dower above the soul, 
And Lucy’s diamonds o’er her eyes 

VII 

My lyre — it is an idle toy, 

That borrows accents not its own, 
Like warbler of Colombian sky, 

That sings but m a mimic tone 
Ne’er did it sound o’er sainted well, 
Nor boasts it aught of Border spell , 
Its strings no feudal slogan poui. 

Its heroes draw no broad claymore , 
No shouting clans applauses raise. 
Because It sung their father’s praise , 
On Scottish moor, or English down, 
It ne’er was graced with fair renown , 
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Nor won — best meed to minstrel true — 
One favouring smile from fair Buc- 

CLEUCH • 

By one poor streamlet sounds its tone, 
And heard by one dear maid alone 

VIII 

But, if thou bid’st, these tones shall tell 
Of errant knight, and damozelle , 

Of the dread knot a Wizard tied, 

In punishment of maiden’s pride, 

In notes of marvel and of fear, 

That best may charm romantic ear 
For Lucy loves (like Collins, ill- 
starred name, 

Whose lay’s requital was that tardy 
fame, 

Who bound no laurel round his living 
head, 

Should hang it o’er his monument whe n 
dead) 

For Lucy loves to tread enchanted 
strand, 

And thread, like him, the maze of fairy 
land , 

Of golden battlements to Mew the 
gleam. 

And slumber soft by some Elysian 
stream , 

Such lays she loves , and, such my 
Lucy’s choice. 

What other song can claim her Poet’s 
voice 1 


Canto First 

I 

Where is the maiden of mortal strain 
That may match with the Baron of 
Tnermam ? 

She must be lovely, and constant, and 
kind, 

Holy and pure, and humble of mind. 
Blithe of cheer, and gentle of mood. 
Courteous and generous, and noble 
of blood 


Lovely as the sun’s first ray 
When it breaks the clouds of an April 
day, 

Constant andtrueas the widow’d dove, 
Kind as a minstrel that sings of love, 
Pure as the fountain in rocky cave, 
Where never sunbeam kiss d the wave, 
Humble as maiden that loves in vain. 
Holy as heimit’s vesper strain, 

Gentle as breeze that but whispers and 
dies, 

Yet bhthe as the light leaves that 
dance in its sighs , 

Courteous as monarch the mom he is 
crown’d. 

Generous as spring dews that bless 
the glad ground , 

Noble her blood as the cun ents that met 
In the veins ofthe noblest Plantagenet 
Such must her form be, her mood, 
and her strain, 

That shall match with Sir Roland of 
Inermain 

II 

Sir Roland de Vaux he hath laid him 
to sleep, 

His blood it was fever’d, his breathing 
was deep 

He had been pricking against the Scot, 
The foray was long, and the skirmish 
hot , 

His dinted helm and his buckler s plight 
Bore token of a stubborn fight 

All in the castle must hold them still, 
Harpers must lull him to his rest 
Wuh the slow soft tunes he loves the 
best, 

Till sleep sink down upon his breast 
Like the dew on a summer hill 

III 

It was the dawn of an autumn day , 
The sun was struggling with frost fog 
grey, 

That like a silvery crape was spread 
Round Skiddaw’s dim and distant 
head, 
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And faintlj gleam’d each painted pane 
Of the lordly halls of Tnermain, 
When that Baron bold awoke 
Starting he woke, and loudly did call, 
Rousing his menials in bower and hall, 
While hastily he spoke 

IV 

‘ Hearken, my minstrels* which ofyeall 
Touch’d his harp with that dying fall, 
So sweet, so soft, so faint, 

It seem’d an angel s whisper d call 
To an expiring saint ? 

And hearken, my merry men * what 
time or where 

Did she pass, that maid with her 
heavenly brow. 

With her look so sweet and her eyes 
so fair. 

And hergraceful stepandher angel air. 
And the eagle plume in her dark brown 
hair, 

That pass’d from my bower e en 
now^ * 

V 

Answei’d him Richard de Bretville — 
he 

Was chief of the Baron’s minstrelsy 

* Silent, noble chieftain, we 

Have sat since midnight close, 
When such lulling sounds as the 
brooklet sings 

Murmur’d fiom our melting stiings, 
And hush’d you to repose 
Had a harp-note sounded here 
It had caught my watchful ear, 
Although it fell as faint and shy *’ 

As bashful maiden’s half form’d sigh, 
When she thinks her lover near ’ 
Answer’d Philip of Fasthwaite tall— 
He kept guard in the outer hall 

* Since at eve our watch took post, 
Not a foot has thy portal cross’d, 

Else had I heard the steps, though low 
And light they fell, as when earth 
receives, 

In morn of frost, the wither’d leaves 
That drop when no winds blow ’ 


VI 

‘ Then come thou hither, Henry, mv 
page, 

Whom I saved from the sack of 
Hermitage, 

When that dark castle, tower, and spire, 
Rose to the skies a pile of fire, 

And redden’d all the N me-stane Hill, 
And the shrieks of death, that wildly 
broke 

Through devouring flame and smoth- 
ering smoke. 

Made the warrior’s heart-blood chill 
The trustiest thou of all my train, 

My fleetest courser thou must rein, 
And ride to Lyulph’s tower, 

And from the Baron of Triermain 
Greet well that sage of pow er 
He IS sprung from Druid sires. 

And British bards that tuned their lyres 
To Arthur’s and Pendragon’s praise, 
And his who sleeps at Dunmailraise 
Gifted like his gifted race. 

He the characters can trace. 

Graven deep in elder time 
Upon Hclvellyn s cliifs sublime, 

Sign and sigil well doth he know. 
And can bode of weal and woe. 

Of kingdoms’ fall, and fate of wars, 

F rom mystic dreams and course ofstars. 
He shall tell if middle earth 
To that enchanting shape gave birth, 
Or if ’twas but an airy thing, 

Such as fantastic slumbers bring, 
Fram’d from the rainbow’s varying 
dyes 

Or fading tints of western skies 
For, by the Blessed Rood I swear, 

If that fair form breathe vital air, 

No other maiden by my side 
Shall ever rest De Vaux’s bride*’ 

VII 

The faithful Page he mounts his steed. 
And soon he cross’d green Irthing’s 
mead, 

Dash’d o’er Kirkoswald’s verdant plain. 
And Eden barr’d his course m vam 
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He pass’d red Penrith’s Table Round, 
For feats of chivalry renown’d, 

Left Mayburgh’s mound and stones of 
power, 

By Druids raised in magic hour, 

And traced the Eamont’s winding way, 
Till Ulfo’s lake beneath him lay 

VIII 

Onward he rode, the pathway still 
Winding betwixt the lake and hill , 
Till, on the fragment of a rock. 

Struck from its base by lightning 
shock, 

He saw the hoary Sage 
The silver moss and lichen twined, 
With fern and deer hair check’d and 
lined, 

A cushion fit for age , 

And o’er him shook the aspen-tree, 

A restless, rustling canopy 
Then sprung young Henry from his 
selle, 

And greeted L> ulph grave , 

And then his master’s tale did tell, 
And then for counsel crave 
The Man ofYears mused long and deep, 
Of time’s lost treasures taking keep. 
And then, as rousing from a sleep, 
His solemn answer gave 

IX 

‘ That maid is born of middle earth. 
And may of man be won, 

Though there have glided since her 
birth 

Five hundred years and one 
But where ’s the knight m all the north 
That dare the adventure follow forth. 
So perilous to knightly worth, 

In the valley of Saint John? 
Listen, youth, to what I tell, 

And bind it on thy memory well , 
Nor muse that I commence the rhyme 
Far distant ’mid the wrecks of time 
The mystic tale, by bard and sage. 

Is handed down from Merlin’s age 


X 

lyulph’s tale 

^ King Arthur has ridden from merry 
Cai lisle 

When Pentecost was o’er 
He journey’d like errant knight the 
while. 

And sweetly the summer sun did smile 
On mountain, moss, and moor 
Above his solitary track 
Rose Glaramara’s ridgy back, 

Amid whose yawning gulfs the sun 
Cast umber’d radiance red and dun. 
Though never sunbeam could discern 
The surface of that sable tarn. 

In whose black mirror you may spy 
Thestars,while noontide lights thesky 
The gallant King he skiited still 
The margin of that mighty hill , 

Rock upon rocks incumbent hung, 
And torrents, down the gullies flung. 
Join’d the rude river that brawl’d on, 
Recoiling now from crag and stone, 
Now diving deep from human ken, 
And raving down its darksome glen 
The Monarch judged this desert wild, 
With such romantic ruin piled. 

Was theatre by Nature’s hand 
For feat of high achievement plann’d 

XI 

‘ O rather he chose, that Monarch bold, 
On vent’rous quest to ride, 

In plate and mail, by wood and wold, 
Than, with ermine trapp’d and cloth 
of gold, 

In princely bower to bide 
The bursting crash of a foeman’s spear 
As it shiver’d against his mail. 

Was merrier music to his ear 
Than courtier’s whisper’d tale 
And the clash of Caliburn more dear. 
When on the hostile casque it rung. 
Than all the lays 
To their monarch’s praise 
That the harpers of Reged sung 
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He loved better to rest by -wood or 
nver, 

Than in bower of his bride, Dame 
Guenever, 

For he left that lady, so lovely of cheer, 
To follow adventures of danger and 
fear , 

And the frank-hearted Monarch full 
little did wot 

That she smiled m his absence, on 
bra\e Lancelot 

XII 

‘ He rode, till over down and dell 
The shade more broad and deeper fell , 
And though around the mountain's 
head 

Flowd streams of purple, and gold, 
and red, 

Dark at the base, unblest by beam 
Frown d the black rocks, and roar'd 
the stream 

With toil the King his way pursued 
By lonely Threlkeld’swasteand wood. 
Till on his course obliquely shone 
The narrow valley of Sainf John, 
Down sloping to the western sk>, 
Where lingering sunbeams love to he 
Right glad to feel those beams again, 
The King drew up his charger s rein, 
With gauntlet raised he screen'd his 
sight, 

As dazzled with the level light, 

And, from beneath his glove of mail, 
Scann’d at his ease the lovely vale. 
While gainst the sun his armour bright 
Gleam’d ruddy like the beacon's light 

XIII 

‘ Paled in by many a lofty hill. 

The narrow dale lay smooth and still, 
And, down its verdant bosom led, 

A winding brooklet found its bed 
But, midmost of the vale, a mound 
Arose with airy turrets crown’d, 
Buttress, and rampire'scirclmg bound, 
And might> keep and tower, 


Seem d some primeval giant’s hand 
The castle's massive walls had plann’d, 
A pondei ous bulwark to w ithstand 
Ambitious Nimrod s power 
Above the moated entrance slung 
The balanced drawbridge trembling 
hung. 

As jealous of a foe , 

Wicket of oak as iron hard. 

With iron studded, clench’d, and barr d 
And prong d portcullis, join d to guard 
The gloomy pass below 
But the grey walls nobanners crown’d, 
Upon the watoh tower’s airy round 
No warder stood his horn to sound. 
No guard beside the bridge was found, 
And, where the Gothic gateway 
frown’d, 

Glanced neither bill nor bow 

XIV 

‘ Beneath the castle’s gloomy pride 
In ample round did Arthur ride 
Three times , nor living thing he spied, 
Nor heard a living sound, 

Save that, awakening from her dream, 
The owlet now began to scream, 

In concert with the lushing stream, 
That wash’d the battled mound 
He lighted from his goodly steed. 
And he left him to graze on bank and 
mead , 

And slowly he climb d the narrow way 
That reach'd the entrance grim an d grey, 
And he stood the outward arch below, 
And his bugle horn prepared to blow, 
In summons blithe and bold. 
Deeming to rouse from iron sleep 
The guardian of this dismal Keep, 
Which well he guess'd the hold 
Of wizard stern, or goblin grim. 

Or pagan of gigantic limb, 

The tyrant of the wold 

XV 

* The ivory bugle's golden tip 
Twicetouch’d the Monarch’s manly hp, 
And twice his hand withdrew^ 
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Think not but Arthurs heait was 
good ' 

His shield was cross d by the blessed 
rood, 

Had a pagan host before him stood 
He had charged them through 
and through , 

Yet the silence of that ancient place 
Sunk on his heart, and he paused a 
space 

Eie yet his horn he blew 
But, instant as its *larum rung, 

The castle gate was open flung. 
Portcullis rose with crashing groan 
Full harshly up its groove of stone , 
The bajance beams obey’d the blast, 
And down the trembling drawbridge 
cast , 

The vaulted arch before him lay, 
With nought to bar the gloomy waj., 
And onward Arthur paced, with hand 
On Cahburn’s resistless brand 

XVI 

* An hundred torches, flashing bright, 
Dispell d at once the gloomy night 
That lour’d along the walls. 

And show’d the King s astonish’d 
sight 

The inmates of the halls 
Nor wizard stern, nor goblin grim. 
Nor giant huge of form and limb. 

Nor heathen knight, was there , 
But the cressets, which odours flung 
aloft 

Show’d by their yellow light and soft, 
A band of damsels fair 
Onward they came, likesummei wave 
lhat dances to the shore , 

An hundred voices welcome gave. 
And welcome o'er and o’er • 

An hundred lovely hands assail 
The bucklers of the Monarch’s mail, 
And busy labour’d to unhasp 
Rivet of steel and iron clasp 
One wrapp’d him in a mantle fair. 
And one flung odours on his hair , 


His short curl d ringlets one smooth’d 
down, 

One wreath’d them with a myrtle 
crown 

A bride upon her w^^edding daj 
Was tended ne’er by troop so gay 

XVII 

* Loud laugh’d they all, — the King, in 

vain, 

With questions task’d the giddy train , 
Let him entieat, or crave, or call, 
’Twasone reply — loud laugh’d they all 
Then o’er him mimic chains they fling, 
Framed of the fairest flowers of spring 
While some their gentle force unite 
Onward to drag the wondering knight, 
Some, bolder, urge his pace with blows. 
Dealt with the lily or the rose 
Behind him were m triumph borne 
The warlike arms he late had worn 
Four of the tram combined to rear 
The terrors of Tintadgel’s spear , 

Two, laughmgat their lack of strength, 
Dragg’d Caliburn m cumbrous length, 
One, while she aped a martial stride, 
Placed on herbrows thehelmit s pride , 
Ihen scream d, ’twixt laughter and 
surprise, 

To feel its depth o’erwhelm her eyes 
With revel-shout, and triumph song, 
Thus gaily march’d the giddy tli^ ong 

XVIII 

* Through many a gallery and hall 
They led, I ween, their royal thrall , 
At length, beneath a fair arcade 
fheir march and song at once they 

staid 

The eldest maiden of the band 

(The lovely maid was scarce 
eighteen) 

Raised, with imposing air, her hand, 
And reverent silence did command, 
On entrance of their Queen, 

And they were mute — But as a glance 
They steal on Arthur’s countenance 
Bewilder’d with surprise, 
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Their smother’d mirth again ’gan speak, 
In archly dimpled chin and cheek, 
And laughter lighted eyes 

XIX 

* The attributes of those high days 
Now only live in minstrel lays , 

For Nature, novt exhausted, still 
Was then profuse of good and ill 
Strength was gigantic, valour high, 
And wisdom soai’d beyond the sky, 
And beauty had such matchless beam 
As lights not now a lover s dream 
Yet e’en m that romantic age, 

Ne’er were such charms by mortal 
seen, 

As Arthur’s dazzled eyes engage. 
When forth on that enchanted stage, 
With glittermgtram of maid and page, 
Advanced the castle’s Queen • 
While up the hall she slowly pass’d 
Her dark eye on the King she cast, 
That flash’d expi ession strong , 
The longer dwelt that lingering look, 
Her cheek the livelier colour took, 
And scarce the shame-faced King 
could brook 

The gaze that lasted long 
A sage, who had that look espied, 
Where kindling passion strove with 
pride, 

Had whisper’d, “ Prince, beware > 
From the chafed tiger rend the prey, 
Rush on the hon when at bay, 

Bar the fell dragon’s blighted way. 
But shun that lovely snare > ” 

XX 

* At once, that inward strife suppress d, 
The dame approach’d her warlike 

guest, 

With greeting in that fair degree, 
Where female pride and courtesy 
Are blended with such passing art 
As awes at once and charms the heart 
A courtly welcome fiist she gave. 
Then of his goodness ’gan to crave 
Construction fair and true 


Of her light maidens’ idle mirth. 

Who drew from lonely glens their 
birth. 

Nor knew to pay to stranger worth 
And dignity their due , 

And then she pray’d that he would rest 
That night her castle’s honour’d guest 
The M onarch meetly thanks express’d , 
The banquet rose at her behest , 

With lay and tale, and laugh and jest. 
Apace the evening flew 

XXI 

‘ The Laay sate the Monarch by , 
Now in her turn abash’d and shy, 
And with indifference seem d to hear 
The toys he whisper’d in her ear 
Her bearing modest was and fair, 

Yet shadows of constraint were there, 
That show’d an over-cautious care 
Some inward thought to hide , 
Oft did she pause in full repi}?-^ 

And oft cast down her large dark eye. 
Oft check d the soft voluptuous sigh 
lhat heav’d her bosom’s pride 
Slight S3^mptoms these, but shepheids 
know 

How hot the mid day sun shall glow 
From the mist of morning sk^ , 
And so the wily Monarch guess’d 
Tliat this assumed restiamt express’d 
More ardent passions in the breast 
Thau ventured to the eye 
Closer he press’d, while beakers rang, 
While maidens laugh’d and minstrels 
sang. 

Still closer to her ear — 

But why pursue the common tale ? 

Or wherefore show how knights 
prevail 

When ladies dare to hear? 

Or wherefore trace, from what slight 
cause 

Its source one tyrant passion draws, 
Till, mastering all within. 

Where lives the man that has not tried 
How mirth can into folly glide, 

And folly into sin ?’ 
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Canto Second 

1 

lyulph’s tale, continued 

‘Another day, another day, 

And yet another, glides away ’ | 

The Saxon stern, the pagan Dane, 
Maraud on Britain’s shores again 
Arthur, of Christendom the flower. 
Lies loiteiing in a lady’s bower , 

The horn, that foemen wont to fear, 
Sounds but to wake the Cumbrian deer. 
And Caliburn, the British pride, 

Hangs useless by a lover’s side 

II 

‘ Another day, another day. 

And yet another, glides away • 

Heroic plans in pleasure drown’d. 

He thinks not of the Table Round, 

In lawless love dissolved his life, 

He thinks not of his beauteous wife 
Better he lo\es to snatch a flower 
From bosom of his paramour, 

Than from a Saxon knight to wrest 
The honours of his heathen crest » 
Better to wreathe, mid tresses brown, 
The heron’s plume her hawk struck 
down, 

Than o’er the altar give to flow 
The banners of a Paynim foe 
Thus, week by week, and day by day, 
His life inglonous glides away 
But she, that soothes his dream, with 
fear 

Beholds his hour of waking near f 

III 

‘ Much force have mortal charms to stay 
Our peace in Virtue’s toilsome way , 
But Guendolen’s might far outshine 
Each maid of merely mortal line 
Her mother was of human birth, 

Her sire a Genie of the earth. 

In days of old deem’d to preside 
O’er lovers’ wiles and beauty’s pnde. 


By youths and virgins worshipp’d 
long 

With festive dance and choral song, 
Till, when the cross to Britain came, 
On heathen altars died the flame 
Now, deep m Wastdale solitude, 

The downfall of his rights he rued, 
And, born of his resentment heir, 

He train’d to guile that lady fair. 

To sink in slothful sin and shame 
The champions of the Christian name 
Well skill’d to keep vainr thoughts aln e, 
And all to promise, nought to give , 
The timid youth had hope in store. 
The bold and pressing gam’d no more 
As wilder’d children leave their home 
After the rainbow’s arch to roam, 

Her lovers barter’d fair esteem, 

Faith, fame, and honour, for a dream 

IV 

‘ Her sine’s soft arts the soul to tame 
She practised thus, till Arthur came , 
Then frail humanity had part. 

And all the mother claim’d her heai t 
Forgot each rule her father gave, 
Sunk from a princess to a slave, 

Too late must Guendolen deplore, 
He, that has all, can hope no more ^ 
Now must she see her lover strain, 
At every turn, her feeble chain , 
Watch, to new-bind each knot, and 
shrink 

To view each fast decaying link 
Art she invokes to Nature’s aid, 

JHer vest to zpne, her locks to braid , 
Each vaned pleasure heard her call, 
The feast, the tourney, and the ball 
Her storied lore she next applies, 
Taxing her mind to aid her eyes , 
Now more than mortal wise, and then 
In female softness sunk again , 

Now, raptured, with each wish com- 
plying, 

With feign’d reluctance now denying, 
Each charm she varied, to retain 
A varying heart, and all m vain > 
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V 

Thus in the gardens nariow bound, 
Flank’d b\ some castle s Gothic round, 
Fain would the artist’s skill provide 
The limits of his realms to hide 
The walks in labvrinths he twines, 
Shade atter shade with skill combines, 
With man} a varied flowerv knot, 
And copse and arbour decks thespot. 
Tempting the hast} foot to sta}, 

A.nd hngei on the lovel> wa}- 
Vain art' vain hope' tis fruitless all’ 
At length w e reach the bounding w all, 
And, sick of flow er and trim dress’d 
tree 

Long fo»- ^oiigh grades and forest free 

VI 

* Three summer months had scantly 
flown 

When Arthur, in embarrass d tone, 
Spoke of his liegemen and his throne , 
Said, all too long had been his stay, 
And duties, w hich a monarch sw ay, 
Duties unknow n to humbler men 
Must tear her knight from Guendolen 
She lister d silentl} the while, 

Her mood express d m bitter smile , 
Beneath her e>e must Arthur quail, 
And oft resume the unfinish d tale. 
Confessing by his downcast e} e, 

The wiong he sought to justif} 

He ceased A moment mute she gazed, 
And then her looks to heaven she rais’d , 
One palm her temples veiled, to hide 
The tear that sprung in spite of pride , 
The other for an instant press’d 
The foldings of her silken vest ’ 

\n 

'At he’* reproachful sign and look. 
The hint the Monarch s conscience 
took 

Eager he spoke — ' No, lad} , no' 
Deem not of British Arthur so 
Nor think he can deserter prove 
To the dear pledge of mutual love 


I swear by sceptre and by sword. 

As belted knight and Britain’s lord, 
That if a boy shall claim my caie, 

That boy is born a kingdom’s heir, 
But if a maiden Fate allows. 

To choose that maid a fitting spouse, 
A summer day in lists shall strive 
My knights, the bravest knights alive. 
And he, the best and bravest tried, 
Shall Arthur’s daughterclaim for bride ” 
He spoke, with voice resolved and 
high , 

The lady deign’d him not leply 

VIII 

' At dawn of morn, ere on the brake 
His matins did a warblei make, 

Or stirr’d his wing to brush away 
A single dewdrop from the spray, 

Ere yet a sunbeam, through the mist, 
The castle battlements had kiss’d. 

The gates revolv e , the drawbridge falls, 
And Arthur sallies from the walls 
Doffd his soft garb of Persia’s loom, 
And steel from spur to helmet plume, 
His Lybian steed full proudly trode, 
And joyful neigh’d beneath his load 
The Monarch gave a passing sigh 
Fo penitence and pleasures by, 
When, lo ’ to his astonish’d ken 
Appear’d the form of Guendolen 

IX 

' Beyond the outmost wall she stood, 
Attired like huntress of the wood 
Sandall’d her feet, her ankles bare, 
And eagle plumage deck’d her hair , 
Firm was her look, her bearing bold, 
And m her hand a cup of gold 
“Thou goest she said, “and ne’er 
again 

Must we two meet, m joy or pain 
Full fain would I this hour delay, 
Though weak the wish — ^yet, wilt thou 
stay ? 

Not thoulook’st forward Still, attend t 
Part we like lover and like friend ” 
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Sheraisedthe cud — Not this the juice 
The sluggish \mes of earth produce , 
Pledge we, at parting, in the draught 
Which Genu love’” She said, and 
quaff’d , 

And strange unwonted lustres fl3- 
From her flush d cheek and sparkling 
eye 

^The courteous Monarch bent him low, 
And, stooping down from saddlebow. 
Lifted the cup in act to drink 
A drop escaped the goblet’s brink—' 
Intense as liquid fire from hell, 

Upon the charger’s neck it fell 
Screaming with agony and flight, 

He bolted twenty feet upright ’ 

The peasant still can show the dint 
Where his hoofs lighted on the flint 
From Arthur’s hand the goblet flew, 
Scattering a shower of fier> dew , 
That burn’d and blighted wheie it fell • 
The frantic steed rush’d up +he dell. 
As whistles from the bow the reed , 
N or bit nor 1 ein could check his speed 
Until he gain’d the hill , 

Then bieath and smew fail d apace, 
And, reeling from the desperate race. 
He stood, exhausted, still 
The Monarch, breathless and amazed. 
Back on the fatal castle gazed 
Nor tower nor donjon could he spj. 
Darkening against the morning sky , 
But, on the spot where once they 
frown’d, 

The lonely streamlet brawl’d around 
A tufted knoll, where dimly shone 
Fragments of rock and rifted stone 
Musing on this stiange hap the while. 
The King wends back to fair Carlisle , 
And cares, that cumber royal sway. 
Wore memory of the past awaj 

XI 

‘Full fifteen years and more were sped, 
Each brought new wreaths to Arthur’s 
head 


Twelve bloody fields, with gloi y fought, 
The Saxons to subjection brought 
Rython, the mighty giant, slain 
By his good brand, relieved Bretagne 
The Pictish Gillamore in fight 
And Roman Lucius, own’d his might , 
And wide were through the world 
renown’d 

The glories of his Table Round 
Each knight who sought adventui ous 
fame. 

To the bold court of Britain came, 
And all who suffer d causeless wrong. 
From tyrant pioud, or faitour strong. 
Sought Arthur’s presence, to complain, 
Nor there for aid implored in vain 

XII 

‘ For this the King, with pomp and 
pride, 

Held solemn court at Whitsuntide, 
And summon d Prince and Peer, 
All who owed homage for their land, 
Or who craved knighthood from his 
hand, 

Or who had succour to demand. 

To come from far and near 
At such high tide were glee and game 
Mingled with feats of martial fame. 
For many a stranger champion came 
In lists to break a spear , 

And not a knight of Arthur’s host, 
Save that he trode some foreign coask 
But at this feast of Pentecost 
Before him must appear 
Ah, Minstrels' when the Table Round 
Arose, with all its warnors crown’d. 
There was a theme for bards to sound 
In triumph to their string • 

Five hundred years are past and gone. 
But Time shall draw his dying groan 
Ere he behold the British throne 
Begirt with such a 1 mg * 

XIII 

‘ The heralds named tne appointed spot. 
As Caerleon or Camelot, 

Or Carlisle fair and free 
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At Pennth, now, the feast was set, 
And in fair Eamont s vale were met 
The flower of Chivahy 
There Galaad sate with manly grace, 
Yet maiden meekness in his face , 
There Morolt of the iron mace, 

And love lorn Tnstrem there 
And Dinadam with lively glance, 

And Lanval with the fairy lance, 

And Mordred with Ins look askance, 
Brunor and Bevidere 
Why should I tell of numbers more 
Sir Cay, Sir Banier, and Sir Bore, 

Sir Carodac the keen, 

The gentle Gawain’s courteous lore, 
Hector de Mares and Pellinore, 

And Lancelot, that evermore 

Look’d stol’n wise on the Queen 

XIV 

‘Whenwineandmirthdidmostabound, 
And harpers play’d their blithest round, 
A shrilly trumpet shook the ground. 
And marshals cleared the ring , 

A maiden, on a palfrey white, 
Heading a band of damsels bright. 
Paced through the circle, to alight 
And kneel before the King 
Arthur, with strong emotion, saw 
Her graceful boldness check’d by 
awe, 

Her dress, like huntress of the wold, 
Her bow and baldric trapp’d with 
gold, 

Her sandall’d feet, her ankles bare, 
And the eagle plume that deck’d her 
hair 

Graceful her veil she backward flung , 
The King, as from his seat he sprung, 
Almost cried, ‘‘ Guendolen » ” 

But ’twas a face more frank and wild, 
Betwixt the woman and the child, 
Where less of magic beauty smiled 
Than of the race of men , 

And in the forehead’s haughty grace 
The lines of Britain’s royal race, 
Pendragon’s, you might ken 


XV 

‘ Faltering, yet gracefully, she said — 

‘ Great Prince’ behold an orphan 
maid, 

In her departed mother’s name, 

A father’s vow’d protection claim ^ 
The vow was sworn in desert lone. 
In the deep valley of Saint John ” 

At once the King the suppliant raised, 
And kiss’d her brow, her beauty 
praised , 

His vow, he said, should well be kept, 
Ere in the sea the sun was dipp’d , 
Then, conscious, glanced upon his 
queen , 

But she, unruffled at the scene 
Of human frailty, construed mild, 
Look’d upon Lancelot, and smiled 

XVI 

up’ each knight of gallant crest. 
Take buckler, spear, and brand ' 

He that to-day shall bear him best 
Shall win my Gyneth’s hand 
And Arthur’s daughter, when a bride. 
Shall bring a noble dower , 

Both fair Strath-Clyde and Reged 
wide, 

And Carlisle town and tower ” 
Then might you hear each valiant 
knight 

To page and squire that cried. 
Bring my armour bright, and my 
courser wight ’ 

,.’Tis not each day that a warrior’s might 
May win a royal bride ” 

Then cloaks and caps of maintenance 
In haste aside they fling , 

The helmets glance, and gleams the 
lance, 

Andthesteel-wea\ed hauberks ring 
Small care had they of their peaceful 
array, — 

They might gather it that wolde , 
For brake and bramble glitter’d gay 
With pearls and cloth of gold 
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Within trumpet sound of the Table 
Round 

Were fifty champions free, 

And they all arise to fight that prize, 
They all arise but three 
Nor love’s fond troth, nor wedlock’s 
oath, 

One gallant could withhold, 

For priests will allow of a broken \ow 
For penance 01 for gold 
But sigh and glance from ladies bright 
Among the troop were thrown, 

To plead their right, and true love 
plight, 

And ’plain of honour flown 
The knights they busied them so fast. 
With buckling spur and belt 
That sigh and look, by ladies cast, ' 
Were neither seen nor felt 
From pleading, or upbraiding glance. 
Each gallant turns aside, 

And only thought, speeds my lance, 

A queen becomes my bride ' 

She has fair Strath-Clyde, and Reged 
wide. 

And Carlisle tower and town , 

She is the loveliest maid, beside, 

That ever heir’d a crown ” 

So in haste their coursers they bestride, 
And strike their visors down 

XVIII 

‘ The champions, arm’d in martial sort. 
Have throng d into the list, 

And but three knights of Arthur’s court' 
Are from the tourney miss d 
And still these lovers’ fame surv ives 
For faith so constant shown, — 
There were two who loved their 
neighbours’ wives, 

And one who loved his own 
The first was Lancelot de Lac, 

The second Tnstrem bold, 

The third was valiant Carodac, 

Who won the cup of gold, 


What time, of all King Arthur’s crew 
(Thereof came jeer and laugh) 

He, as the mate of lady true, 

Alone the cup could qualF 
Though envy’s tongue would fain 
surmise 

That, but for very shame. 

Sir Carodac, to fight that prize. 

Had given both cup and dame , 

Yet, since but one of that fair court 
Was true to wedlock s shrme. 
Brand him who will with base report, 
He shall be free from mine 

XIX 

' Now caracoled the steeds in air. 
Now plumes and pennons wanton’d 
fair, 

As all around the lists so wide 
In panoply the champions ride 
King Arthur saw, with startled eye. 
The flower of chivalry march by, 

The bulwark of the Christian creed, 
The kingdom’s shield in hour of need 
Too late he thought him of the woe 
Might from their civil conflict flow , 
For well he knew they would not part 
Till cold was many a gallant heart 
His hasty vow he ’gan to rue, 

And Gyneth then apart he drew , 

To her his leading staff resign d. 

But added caution grave and kind 

XX 

* “ Thou see’st, my child, as promise- 
bound, 

I bid the trump for tourney sound 
Take thou my warder, as the queen 
And umpire of the martial scene , 

But maik thou this as Beauty bright 
Is polar star to valiant knight, 

As at her word his sword he draws. 
His fairest guerdon her applause, 

So gentle maid should never ask 
Of knighthood vain and dangerous 
task, 

And Beauty’s eyes should ever be 
Like the twin stars that soothe the sea, 
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And Beauty s breath shall whisper 
peace, 

And bid the stoim of battle cease 
I tell thee this, lest all too far 
These knights urge tourney into war 
Blithe at the trumpet let them go, 
And fairly counter blow for blow , 

No striplings these, who succour need 
For a razed helm or falling steed 
But, Gyneth, when the strife grows 
warm, 

And threatens death or deadly harm, 
Thy sire entreats, thy king commands, 
Thou drop the warder from thy hands 
Trust thou thy father with thy late. 
Doubt not he choose thee fitting mate , 
Nor be it said, through Gyneth’s pride 
A rose of Arthur’s chaplet died ” 

XXI 

‘ A proud and discontented glow 
O’ershadow’d Gyneth’s brow of snow , 
She put the warder by 
Reserve thy boon, my liege,” she 
said, 

“Thus chaffer’d down and limited. 
Debased and narrow d, for a maid 
Of less degree than I 
No petty chief, but holds his heir 
At a more honour’d pnee and rare 
Than Britain’s King holds me * 
Although the sun-burn’d maid, for 
dower, 

Has but her father’s rugged tower, 
His barren hill and lee 
King Arthur swore, Bjf crown and 
sword, 

As belied knight and Britain s lord, 
That a whole summers day should 
strive 

His kmghts, the bravest knights alive ' 
Recall thine oath > and to her glen 
Poor Gyneth can return agen , 

Not on thy daughter will the stain. 
That soils thy sword and crown, 
remain 

But think not she will e’er be bride 
Save to the bravest, proved and tried , 


Pendragon’s daughter will not fear 
Forclashing sword or splinter’d spear, 
Nor shrink though blood should 
flow , 

And all too well sad Guendolen 
Hath taught the faithlessness of men, 
That child of hers should pity, when 
Their meed they undergo ” 

XXII 

* He frown’d and sigh d, the Monarch 

bold 

“ I give what I may not withhold , 
For not for danger, dread, or death, 
Must British Arthur break his faith 
Poo late I mark thy mother’s art 
Hath taught thee this relentless part 
I blame her not, foi she had wrong, 
But not to these my faults belong 
Use, then, the warder as thou wilt, 
But tiust me, that, if life be spilt. 

In Arthur’s lov’^e, in Arthur’s grace, 
Gyneth shall lose a daughter’s place 
With that he turn’d his head aside, 
Nor brook’d to gaze upon her piide, 
As, with the truncheon raised, she sate 
The arbitress of mortal fate , 

Nor brook’d to mark, in ranks disposed, 
How the bold champions stood 
opposed, 

For shrill the trumpet flourish fell 
Upon his ear like passing bell • 

Then first from sight of martial fray 
Did Britain’s hero turn away 

XXIII 

* But Gyneth heard the clangoui high 
As hears the hawk the partridge cry 
Oh, blame her not , the blood was hers 
That at the trumpet’s summons stirs ' 
And e en the gentlest female eye 
Might the brave strife of chivalry 

Awhile untroubled view , 

So well accomplish’d was each knight. 
To strike and to defend in fight, 
Iheir meeting was a goodly sight, 
While plate and mail held true 
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Ihe lists with painted plumes were 
strown. 

Upon the wind at random thrown, 
But helm and breastplate bloodless 
shone, 

It seem’d their feather’d crests alone 
Should this encounter rue 
And ever, as the combat grows. 

The trumpet’s cheery voice arose, 
Like lark’s shrill song the flourish flows, 
Heard while the gale of April blows 
The merry greenwood through 

XXIV 

* But soon to earnest grew their game, 
The spears drew blood, the swords 

struck flame, 

And, horse and man, to ground there 
came 

Knights, who shall rise no more < 
Gone was the pride the war that graced. 
Gay shields were cleft, and crests 
defaced. 

And steel coals riven, and helms 
unbraced, 

And pennons stream d with goie 
Gone, too, were fence and fair arrajr. 
And desperate strength made deadly 
way 

At random through the bloody fray, 
And blows were dealt with headlong 
sway, 

Unheeding where they fell , 

And now the trumpet s clamours seem 
Like the shrill sea-bird s wailing 
scream, 

Heard o’er the whirlpool’s gulfing 
stream, 

The sinking seaman s knell ’ 
x\v 

* Seem’d in this dismal hour, that Fate 
Would Camlan’s rum antedate. 

And spare dark Mordred’s crime , 
Already gasping on the ground 
Lie twenty of the Table Round, 

Of chivalry the prime 


Arthur, m anguish, tore away 
From head and beard his tresses grey. 
And she, proud Gyneth, felt dismay, 
And quaked with ruth and fear , 
Butstill she deem d hermother’sshade 
Hung o’er the tumult, and forbade 
The sign that had the slaughter staid. 
And chid the rising teai 
Then Brunor, Taulas, Mador, fell, 
Hellas the White, and Lionel, 

And many a champion more , 
Rochemont and Dmadam are down, 
And Ferrand of the Forest Brown 
Lies gasping in his gore 
Vanoc, by mighty Morolt press’d 
Even to the confines of the list. 
Young Vanoc of the beardless face 
(Fame spoke the youth of Merlin’s 
race) 

O’erpower’d at Gy n eth’s footstool bled, 
His heart s blood dyed her sandals red 
But then the sky was overcast, 

Then howl d at once a whirlwind’s 
blast. 

And, rent by sudden throes. 
Yawn’d in mid lists the quaking earth, 
And from the gulf, tiemendous birth > 
The form of Merlin rose 

XXVI 

‘ Sternly the "Wizard Prophet eyed 
The dreary lists with slaughter dyed, 
And sternly raised his hand 
‘‘Madmen” he said, “your strife 
forbear , 

And thou, fair cause of mischief, hear 
' The doom thy fates demand • 
Long shall close in stony sleep 
Eyes for ruth that would not weep , 
Iron lethargy shall seal 
Heart that pity scorn’d to feel 
Yet, because thy mother s art 
Warp’d thine unsuspicious heart, 
And for love of Arthur’s race, 
Punishment is blent with grace, 
Thou shalt bear thy penance lone 
I In the Valley of Saint J ohn, 
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this weird ^ shall overtake thee , 
p, until a knight shall wake thee, 
f^eats of arms as far renown’ d 
varrior of the Table Round 
g endurance of thy slumber 
1 may teach the world to number 
iheir woes from Gyneth’s pride, 
en the Red Cross champions 
died ’’ 

XXVII 

Merlin speaks, on Gyne^h s eye 
nber s load begins to lie , 
r and anger \ ainly strive 
[ to keep Its light alive 
ce, with effort and with pause, 
- her brow her hand she draws , 
ce her strength in vain she tries, 
m the fatal chair to rise , 
lin’s magic doom is spoken, 
oc’s death mustnowbe wroken 
V the dark-fringed eyelids fall, 
taming each azure ball, 
vly as on summer eves 
ets fold their dusky leaves 
weighty baton of command 
/ bears down her sinking hand, 
her shoulder droops her head , 
of pearl and golden thread, 
sting, gave her locks to flow 
■ her arm and breast of snow 

I so lovely seem'd she there, 
11-bound in her ivoiy chair, 

t her angry sire, repenting, 
ired stern Meilin for relenting, 

[ the champions, for her sake, 
uld again the contest wake , 

, in necromantic night, 
leth vanish’d from their sight 

XXVIII 

II she bears her weird alone, 
he Valley of Saint John , 

I her semblance oft will seem, 
gling in a champion’s dream, 

1 Doom. 


Of her weary lot to ’plain, 

And crave his aid to buist her chain 
While her wondrous tale was new, 
Warriors to her rescue drew. 

East and west, and south and north. 
From the Liffy, Thames, and Forth 
Most have sought in vain the glen, 
Tower mor castle could they ken , 
Not at eveiy time or tide. 

Nor by every eye, descried 
Fast and vigil must be borne. 

Many a night in watching worn, 
Ere an eye of mortal powers 
Can discern those magic towers 
Of the persevering few. 

Some from hopeless task withdrew, 
When they read the dismal threat 
Graved upon the gloomy gate 
Few have braved the yawning door. 
And those few return’d no more 
In the lapse of time forgot, 
Wellnigh lost is Gyneth’s lot , 
Sound her sleep as m the tomb. 
Till waken’d by the trump of doom ’ 

END OF LYULPH S TALE 


I 

Here pause my tale ' for all too soon, 
My Luc 3% comes the hour of noon 
Already from thy lo/ty dome 
Its courtly inmates ’gin to roam. 

And each, to kill the goodly day 
That God has granted them, his way 
Of lazy sauntering has sought , 
Lordlings and witlings not a few, 
Incapable of doing aught, 

Yet ill at ease with nought to do 
Here is no longer place for me , 

For, Lucy, thou wouldst blush to see 
Some phantom, fashionably thin, 
W ith limb of lath and kerchief ’d chin, 
And lounging gape, or sneering gnn. 
Steal sudden on our privacy 
And how should I, so humbly born, 
Endure the graceful spectre’s scorn? 
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Faith’ ill, I fear, while conjuring wand 
Of English oak is hard at hand 

II 

Or grant the hour be all too soon 
For Hessian boot and pantaloon, 

And grant the lounger seldom strays 
Beyond the smooth and gravell’d maze, 
Laud we the gods, that Fashion’s tram 
Holds hearts of more adventurous 
strain 

Artists are hers, who scorn to trace 
Their rules from Nature’s boundless 
grace, 

But their right paramount assert 
To limit her by pedant art. 

Damning whate’er of vast and fair 
Exceeds a canvas three feet square 
This thicket, for their gumption fit, 
May furnish such a happy bit 
Bards, too, are hers, wont to recite 
Their own sweet lavs by waxen light. 
Half in the salver’s tingle drown’d, 
While the chaste cafe glides around , 
And such may hither secret stray, 

To labour an extempore 
Or sportsman, with his boisterous 
hollo, 

May here his wiser spaniel follow , 
Or stage struck Juliet may presume 
To choose this bower for tiring room , 
And we alike must shun regard. 

From painter, player, sportsman, bard 
Insects that skim in Fashion’s sky, 
Wasp, blue bottle, or butterfly, 

Lucy, have all alarms for us. 

For all can hum and all can buzz 

III 

But oh, my Lucy, say hov, long 
We still must dread this tnfling throng, 
And stoop to hide, with coward art. 
The genuine feelings of the heart ’ 

No parents thine whose just command 
Should rule their child’s obedient 
hand , 

Thy guardians, with contending voice 
Press each his individual choice 


And which is Luc3^’s 2 Can it be 
That puny fop, tnmm’d cap-a pie, 
Who loves in the saloon to show 
The arms that never knew a foe , 
Whose sabre trails along the ground. 
Whose legs in shapeless boots are 
drown’d , 

A new Achilles, sure ’ the steel 
Fled from his breast to fence his heel , 
One, for the simple manly grace 
That wont to deck our martial race, 
Who comes in foreign trashery 
Of tinkling chain and spur, 

A walking haberdashery. 

Of feathers, lace, and fur 
In Rowley’s antiquated phrase, 

Horse milliner of modern dzy s 2 

IV 

Oi is it he, the wordy youth, 

So early train’d for statesman’s 
part, 

Wno talks of honour, faith, and 
truth. 

As themes that he has got by 
heart, 

Whose ethics Chesterfield can teach. 
Whose logic is from Single speech , 
Who scorns the meanest thought to 
vent, 

Save in the phrase of Parliament , 
Who, in a tale of cat and mouse. 
Calls ‘order,’ and ‘divides the house,’ 
Who ‘ craves permission to reply,’ 
Whose ‘ noble friend is in his eye 
JAThose loving tender some hav e 
reckon’d 

A motion, you should gladly second 2 
V 

What ’ neither 2 Can there be a third, 
To such resistless swains preferi’d 2 
O why, my Lucy, turn aside, 

With that quick glance of injured 
pride 2 

Forgive me, love, I cannot bear 
That alter’d and resentful air 
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Were all the wealth of Russell mine, 
And all the rank of Howard s line, 

AU would I give for leave to dry 
That dewdrop trembling in thine eye 
Think not I fear such fops can wile 
From Lucy more than careless smile , 
But yet if wealth and high degree 
Give gilded counters currency. 

Must I not fear, when rank and birth 
Stamp the pure ore of genuine worth? 
Nobles there are, whose martial fires 
Rival the fame that raised their sires, 
And patriots, skill’d through storms 
of fate 

To guide and guard the reeling state 
Such, such there are if such should 
come, 

Arthui must tremble and be dumb, 
Self exiled seek some distant shore, 
And mourn till life and grief are o’er 

VI 

What sight, what signal of alarm. 
That Lucy clings to Arthur’s arm ? 

Or is it, that the rugged way 
Makes Beauty lean on lover’s stay ? 
Oh, no • for on the vale and brake 
Nor sight nor sounds of danger wake. 
And this trim sward of \elvet green 
Were carpet for the Fairy Queen 
That pressure slight was but to tell 
That Lucy loves her Arthur well. 
And fain would banish from his mind 
Suspicious fear and doubt unkind 

VII 

But wouldst thou bid the demons fly 
Like mist before the dawning sk>, 
There is but one resistless spell — 
Say, wilt thou guess, or must I tell ? 
’Twere hard to name, in minstrel 
phrase, 

A landaulet and four blood-baj-s. 

But bards agree this wizard band 
Can but be bound in Northern land 
’Tis there — nay, draw not back thy 
hand > 


’Tis there this slendei finger round 
Must golden amulet be bound, 
Which, bless’d with many a holy 
prayei , 

Can change to rapture lovers’ care, 
And doubt and jealousy shall die, 
And fears gi\ e place to ecstasy 

VIII 

Now, trust me, Lucy, all too long 
Has been thy lover s tale and song 
O, why so silent, love, I pray ? 

Have I not spoke the livelong day ? 
And will not Lucy deign to say 
One word her friend to bless 
I ask but one, a simple sound. 

Within three little letters bound, 

O, let the word be Yes f 


Introduction to Canto 
Third 

I 

LoNGloved,longwoo’d,andlatelywon, 
My life’s best hope, and now mine o\\ n i 
Doth not this rude and Alpine glen 
Recall our favourite haunts agen ? 

A wild resemblance we can trace, 
Though reft of every softer grace, 

As the rough warrior’s brow may bear 
A likeness to a sister fair 
Full well advised our Highland host. 
That this wild pass on foot be cross’d, 
While round Ben-Cruach’s mighty 
base 

Wheel the slow steeds and lingering 
chaise 

The keen old carle, with Scottish pride. 
He praised his glen and mountains 
wide , 

An eye he bears for Nature’s face. 
Ay, and for woman’s lovely grace 
Even in such mean degree we find 
The subtle Scot’s observing mind , 





For, nor the chariot nor the tram 
Could gape of vulgar wonder gam, 

But when old Allan would expound 
Of Beal-na'paish ^ the Celtic sound, ! 
His bonnet doff’d, and bow, applied 
His legend to my bonny bnde , 

While Lucy blush d beneath his e>e, 
Courteous and cautious, shrewd and 
sly 

II 

Enough of him Now, ere we lose, 
Plunged in the \ale, the distant views. 
Turn thee, my love ' look back once 
more 

To the blue lake’s retiring shore 
On Its smooth breast the shadows 
seem 

Like objects in a morning dream, 
What time the slumberer is aware 
He sleeps, and all the vision ’s air 
Even so, on jonder liquid lawn. 

In hues of bright reflection dra-wn, 
Distinct the shaggy mountains he. 
Distinct the rocks, distinct the sky 
The summer clouds so plain we note 
That we might count each dappled 
spot 

We gaze and we admire, yet know 
The scene is all delusi\e show 
Such dreams of bliss would Arthur 
draw 

When first his Lucy’s form he saw , 
Yet sigh d and sicken d as he drew, 
Despairing they could e er prove true » 

III 

But, Lucy, turn thee now, to view 
Up thefairglen, our destined way 
The fairy path that we pursue. 
Distinguish’d but by greener hue, 
Winds round the purple brae, 
While Alpine flowers of varied dye 
For carpet serve, or tapestry 
See how the little runnels leap, 

In threads of silver, down the steep, 
To swell the brooklet's moan » 


1 Beal na paish, the Vale of the Bndal 


sn 


Seems that the Highland Naiad 
grieves. 

Fantastic while her crown she weaves. 
Of rowan, birch, and alder leaves. 

So lovely, and so lone 
There’s no illusion there, these 
flowers. 

That wailing brook, these lovely 
bowers. 

Are, Lucy, all our own , 

And since thine Arthur call’d thee wife. 
Such seems the prospect of his life, 

A lovely path, on-wmding still, 

By gurgling brook and sloping hill 
'Tis true, that mortals cannot tell 
What waits them in the distant dell ; 
But be it hap, or be it harm, 

We tread the pathway arm in arm 

IV 

And now, my Luc>, wot’st thou why 
I could th> bidding twice deny. 

When twice you pray'd I would again 
Resume the legendary strain 
Of the bold Knight of Triermam ? 

At length yon peevish vow you swore, 
That you would sue to me no more. 
Until the minstrel fit drew near, 

And made me prize a listening ear 
But, loveliest, when thou first didst 
pray 

Continuance of the knightly lay, 

Was it not on the happy day 

That made thy hand mine own * 

I When, dizzied with mine ecstasy, 
Nought past, or piesent, or to be, 
‘’Could I or think on, hear, oi see, 
Save, Lucy, thee alone t 
A giddy draught my rapture was, 

As ever chemist's magic gas 

V 

Again the summons I denied 
In yon fair capital of Clyde 
My Harp — or let me rather choose 
The good old classic form — my Muse, 
(For Harp's an over-scutched phrase. 
Worn out by bards of modern days) 
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M3 Muse, then — seldom will she wake, 
Save b3 dim wood and silent lake , 
She IS the wild and rustic Maid, 
Whose foot unsandall’d loves to tread 
Where the soft greensward is inlaid 
With varied moss and thyme , 
And, lest the simple lily braid 
That coronets her temples fade, 

She hides her still in greenwood shade 
To meditate her rhyme 

VI 

And now she comes The murmur dear 
Of the wuld brook hath caught her ear, 
The glade hath won her eye , 
She longs to join with each blithe nil 
That dances down the Highland hill 
Her blither melody’’ 

And now, my Lucy^s way to cheer. 
She bids Ben Cruach’s echoes hear 
How closed the tale my love whilere 
Loved for its chivaliy 
List how she tells, m notes of flame, 

* Childe Roland to the dark tower 
came ' 


Canto Third 


Bewx\stle now must keep the Hold, 
Speir-Adams steeds must bide in 
s^all, ^ 

Of Hartlev burn the bowmen bold 
Must only shoot from battled wall , 
And Liddesdale may buckle spur, 

And Teviot now may belt the brand, 
Taras and Ewes keep nightly stir, 

And Eskdale foray Cumberland 
Of wasted fields and plunder’d flocks 
The Borderers bootless may com 
plain , 

The^ lack the sw ord of brave de Vaux, 
There comes no aid from Tnermain 


That lord, on high adventure bound. 
Hath wander’d forth alone, 

And day and night keeps watchful 
round 

In the valley of Saint John 
n 

When first began his vigil bold 
The moon twelve summer nights was 
old, 

And shone both fair and full , 
High in the vault of cloudless blue, 
O’er streamlet, dale, and rock, she 
threw 

Her light composed and cool 
Stretch’d on the brown hill s heathy 
breast, 

Sir Roland eyed the vale , 

Chief where, distinguish’d from the 
rest. 

Those clustering rocks uprear’d then 
crest, 

The dwelling of the fair distress'd, 

As told grey Lyulph’s tale 
Thus as he lay, the lamp of night 
Was quivering on his armour bright, 
In beams that rose and fell. 

And danced upon his buckler’s boss, 
That lay beside him on the moss. 

As on a crystal well 

III 

Ever he watch’d, and oft he deem’d, 
While on the mound the moonlight 
stream’d. 

It alter’d to his eyes , 

Fain would he hope the rocks ’gan 
change 

To buttress’d walls their shapeless 
range, 

Fain think, by transmutation strange, 
He saw grey turrets rise 
But scarce his heart with hope throbb’d 
high, 

Before the wild illusions fly 

Which fancy had conceived. 
Abetted by an anxious eye 

That long’d to be deceived 
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It was a fond deception all, 

Such as, in solitary hall, 

Beguiles the musing eye, 

When, gazing on the sinking fire, 
Bulwark, and battlement, and spire. 
In the red gulf we spy 
For, seen by moon of middle night. 
Or by the blaze of noontide bright, 
Or by the dawn of morning light. 

Or evening’s western flame, 

In every tide, at every hour, 

In mist, in sunshine, and in shower. 
The rocks remain’d the same 

rv 

Oft has he traced the charmed mound, 
Oft climb’d its crest, or paced it round, 
Yet nothing might explore, 

Save that the crags so rudely piled. 
At distance seen, resemblance wild 
To a rough fortress bore 
Yet still his watch the warrior keeps. 
Feeds hard and spare, and seldom 
sleeps. 

And drinks but of the well 
Ever by day he walks the hill. 

And when the evening gale is chill, 
He seeks a rocky cell. 

Like hermit poor to bid his bead. 

And tell his Ave and his Creed, 
Invoking every saint at need, 

For aid to burst his spell 

V 

And now the moon her orb has hid. 
And dwindled to a silver thread, 

Dim seen in middle heaven, 
While o er its curve careering fast, 
Before the fury of the blast 

The midnight clouds are driven 
The brooklet raved, for on the hills 
The upland showers had swoln the 
rills, 

And down the torrents came , 
Mutter’d the distant thunder dread. 
And frequent o’er the vale w’^as spread 
A sheet of lightning flame 


De Vaux, within his mountain cave, 
(No human step the storm durstbrave) 
To moody meditation gave 
Each faculty of soul, 

Till, lull’d by distant torrent sound, 
And the sad winds that whistled round. 
Upon his thoughts, inmusingdrown’d, 
A broken slumber stole 

VI 

’T-was then was heard a heavy sound 
(Sound strange and fearful there to 
hear, 

’Mongst desert hills, where, leagues 
around, 

Dwelt but the gorcock and the 
deer) 

As, starting from his couch of fern. 
Again he heard, in clangor stern, 

That deep and solemn swell, — 
Twelve times, in measuied tone, it 
spoke, 

Like some proud minster’s pealing 
clock, 

Or city s larum-bell, — 

What thought was Roland’s first when 
fell, 

In that deep wilderness, the knell 
Upon his startled ear? 

To slander warrior were I loth. 

Yet must I hold my minstrel troth, — 
It was a thought of fear 

VII 

But lively was the mingled thrill 
That chased that momentary chill. 
For Love’s keen wish was there. 
And eager Hope, and Valour high, 
And the proud glow of Chivalry, 

That burri’d to do and dare 
Forth from the cave the warrior rush d, 
Long ere the mountain voice was 
hush’d, 

That answer’d to the knell , 

For long and far the unwonted sound. 
Eddying in echoes round and round. 
Was toss’ d from fell to fell , 
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Glaramara answer flung, 
Gnsdale-pike responsive rung, 
Legbert heights their echoes 
swung 

A.S far as Derwent s dell 

VIII 

1 upon trackless darkness gazed 
Knight, bedeafenM and amazed, 
Till all was hush’d and still, 
the swoln torrent’s sullen roar, 
the night- blast that wildly bore 
Its course along the hill 
i on the northern sky there came 
ht, as of reflected flame, 

A.nd over Legbert head, 

'by magic art controlFd, 
ghty meteor slowly roll d 
Its orb of fiery red , 
i wouldst have thought some 
demon dire 

t, mounted on that car of fire, 

To do his errand dread 
)ii the sloping valley's course, 
liicket, rock, and torrent hoarse, 
gle and Scrae, and Fell and Force, 
A dusky light arose 
[ay’d, yet alter'd was the scene , 

: rock, and brook of silver sheen, 
L the gay thicket’s summer green, 
In bloody tincture glows 

IX 

/aux had mark’d the sunbeams 
set, 

7 e, upon the coronet 
Of that enchanted mound, 
seen but crags at random flung, 

, o’er the brawling torrent hung. 
In desolation frown’d 
it sees he by that meteor’s lour ^ 
nner’d Castle, keep, and tower, 
Return the lurid gleam, 

1 battled walls and buttress fast, 
barbican and ballium vast, 
airy flanking towers, that cast 
Their shadows on the stream 


’Tis no deceit ’ distinctl3’’ clear 
Crenell and parapet appear, 

While o’er the pile that meteor drear 
Makes momentary pause , 

Then forth its solemn path it drew, 
And fainter yet and fainter grew 
Those gloomy towers upon the view, 
As its wild light withdraws 

X 

Forth from the cave did Roland rush, 
O er crag and stieam, through brier 
and bush , 

Yet far he had not sped 
Ere sunk was that portentous light 
Behind the hills, and utter night 
Was on the valley spread 
He paused perforce, and blew his horn. 
And on the mountain-echoes borne 
Was heard an answ ering sound, 
A wild and lonely trumpet note , 

In middle air it seem’d to float 
High o’er the battled mound , 
And sounds were heard, as when a 
guard 

Of some proud castle, holding ward. 
Pace forth their nightly round 
The valiant Knight of Triermam 
Rung forth his challenge-blast again, 
But answer came there none , 
And ’mid the mingled wind and ram. 
Darkling he sought the vale in vain. 
Until the dawning shone, 

And when it dawn’d, that wondrous 
sight. 

Distinctly seen by meteor light — 

It all had pass’d away , 

And that enchanted mount once more 
A pile of granite fragments bore, 

As at the close of da^ 

XI 

Steel’d for the deed, De Vaux’s heart 
Scorn’ d from his ven t’rous quest to part,. 

He walks the vale once more , 
But only sees, by night or day. 

That shatter d pile of rocks so grey, 
Hears but the torrent’s roar 
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Till when, through hills of azure 
borne, 

The moon renew’d her silver horn, 

J ust at the time her waning ray 
Had faded in the dawning day, 

A summer mist arose , 

Adown the vale the vapours float, 
And cloudy undulations moat 
That tufted mound of mystic note, 

As round its base they close 
And higher no^y the fleecy tide 
Ascends its stern and shaggy side, 
Until the airy billows hide 
The rock’s ma/estic isle , 

It seem’d a veil of filmy lawn. 

By some fantastic fairy drawn 
Around enchanted pile 

XII 

The breeze came softly down the brook, 
And, sighing as it blew, 

The veil of silver mist it shook. 

And to Be Vaux’s eager look 

Renew’d that wondrous view 
F or, though the loitering vapour braved 
The gentle breeze, yet oft it waved 
Its mantle’s dewy fold , 

And still, when shook that filmy screen. 
Were towers and bastions dimly seen, 
And Gothic battlements between 
Their gloomy length unroll d 
Speed, speed, De Vaux, ere on thine 
eye 

Once more the fleeting vision die ♦ 
The gallant knight ’gan speed 
As prompt and light as, when the 
hound 

Is opening, and the horn is wound, 
Careers the hunter’s steed 
Down the steep dell his course amain 
Hath nvall’d archer’s shaft , 

But ere the mound he could attain, 
The rocks their shapeless form regain. 
And, mocking loud his labour vain, 
The mountain spints laugh’d 
Far up the echoing dell was borne 
Their wild unearthly shout of scorn 


XIII 

Wroth wax’d the Warrior ^Am I 
then 

Fool’d by the enemies of men, 

Like a poor hind, whose homeward 
way 

Is haunted by malicious fay ? 

Is Triermain become your taunt, 

De Vaux your scorn ? False fiends, 
avaunt > ’ 

A weighty curtal-axe he bare , 

The baleful blade so bright and square. 
And the tough shaft of heben wood, 
Were oft m Scottish gore imbrued 
Backward his stately form he drew, 
And at the rocks the weapon threw, 
Just where one crag’s projected crest 
Hung proudly balanced o er the rest 
Hurl’d with main force, the W’-eapon’s 
shock 

Rent a huge fragment of the rock 
If by mere strength, ’twere hard to 
tell, 

Or if the blow dissolved some spell. 
But down the headlong lum came, 
With cloud of dust and flash of flame 
Down bank, o’er bush, its course was 
borne. 

Crush’d lay the copse, the earth was 
torn, 

Till staid at length, the rum dread 
Cumber’d the torrent’s rocky bed. 
And bade the waters’ high swoln tide 
Seek other passage for its pride 

XIV 

When ceased that thunder, Tnermain 
Survey’d the mound’s rude front again. 
And, lo ’ the rum had laid bare, 
Hewn in the stone, a winding stair, 
Whose moss’d and fractured steps 
might lend 

The means the summit to ascend , 
And by whose aid the brave De Vaux 
Began to scale these magic rocks. 
And soon a platform won. 
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Wheie, the wild witchery to close, 
Within three lances’ length arose 
The Castle of Saint John ♦ 

No mist}, phantom of the air. 

No meteor-blazon’d show was there , 
In morning splendour, full and fair, 
The massive fortress shone 

XV 

Embattled high and proudly tower d, 
Shaded by pond’rous flankers, lower’d 
The portal’s gloomy way 
Though for six hundred years and 
more 

Its strength had brook d the tempest s 
roar, 

The scutcheon’ d emblems which it 
bore 

Had suffer’d no decay 
But from the eastern battlement 
A turret had made sheer descent, 
And, down in recent rum rent, 

In the mid torrent lay 
Else, o’er the Castle’s brow sublime, 
Insults of violence or of time 
Unfelt had pass’d away 
In shapeless characters of yore, 

The gate this stern inscription bore — 

XVI 

* Patience waits the destined day , 
Strength can clear the cumber d way 
Warrior, who hast waited long, 

Firm of soul, of sinew strong, 

It IS given to thee to gaze 
On the pile of ancient days 
Never mortal builders hand 
This enduring fabnc plann’d, 

Sign and sigil, word of power, 

From the earth raised keep and tower 
View it o’er, and pace it round, 
Rampart, turret, battled mound 
Dare no more * 1 o cross the gate 
Were to tamper with thy fate , 
Strength and fortitude were vain. 
View it o’er— and turn again ’ 


XVII 

‘ That would I,’ said the Warrior bold, 

* If that my frame were bent and old, 
And my thin blood dropp’d slow and 
cold 

As icicle in thaw , 

But while my heart can feel it dance. 
Blithe as the sparkling wine of France, 
And this good arm wields sword or 
lance, 

I mock these words of awe * ’ 

He said , the wicket felt the sway 
Of his strong hand, and straight gave 
way, 

And, with rude crash and jarnng bray, 
The rusty bolts withdraw , 

But o’er the threshold as he strode, 
And foiward took the vaulted road. 
An unseen arm, with force amain, 
The ponderous gate flung close again, 
And rusted bolt and bar 
Spontaneous took their place once 
more. 

While the deep arch with sullen roar 
Return’d their surly jar 
‘ Now closed is the gin and the prey 
within 

By the Rood of Lanercost • 

But he that would win the war wolfs 
skin 

May rue him of his boast ’ 

Thus muttering, on the Warrior went. 
By dubious light down steep descent 

XVIlI 

Unbarr’d, unlock’d, un watch’d, a port 
Led to the Castle’s outer court 
There the mam fortress, broad and tall. 
Spread i ts long range of bo wer an d hall, 
And towers of varied size, 
Wrought with each ornament extreme 
That Gothic art, in wildest dream 
Of fancy, could devise , 

But full between the Warrior’s way 
And the mam portal arch, there lay 
An inner moat , 

Nor bridge nor boat 
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Affords De Vaux the means to cross 
The clear, piofound, and silent fosse 
His arms aside m haste he flings, 
Cuirass of steel and hauberk rings 
And down falls helm, and down the 
shield. 

Rough with the dints of many a field 
Fail was his manly form, and fair 
His keen dark eye, and close curl’d 
hair, 

When, all unarm’d, save that the brand 
Of well-proved metal graced his hand, 
With nought to fence his dauntless 
breast 

But the close gipon’s under-vest, 
Whose sullied buff the sable stains 
Of hauberk and of mail retains, 
Roland De Vaux upon the brim 
Ot the broad moat stood prompt to 
swim 

XIX 

Accoutred thus he dared the tide, 

And soon he reach d the farther side. 
And enter d soon the hold, 

And paced a hall, whose walls so wide 
Weie blazon’d all with feats of pnde, 
By warriors done of old 
In middle lists they countei’d here, 
While trumpets seem’d to blow , 
And there, in den or desert drear, 
Ihcy quell’d gigantic foe, 

Braved the fierce griffon in his ire, 

- Or faced the dragon’s breath of fire 
Strange in their arms, and strange in 
face, 

Heroes they seem’d of ancient race. 
Whose deeds of arms, and race, and 
name. 

Forgotten long by latei fame, 

Were here depicted, to appal 
Those of an age degenerate, 

Whose bold intrusion braved their fate 
In this enchanted hall 
For some short space the venturous 
knight 

With these high marvels fed his sight, 


Then sought the chamber’s upper end, 
Where three broad easy steps ascend 
To an arch d portal door, 

In whose broad folding leaves of state 
Was flamed a wicket window grate. 
And, ere he ventured more, 

The gallant Knight took earnest view 
The grated wicket window thiough 
x\ 

Oh, for his arms ' Of martial weed 
Had never mortal Knight such need ’ 
He spied a stately gallery , all 
Of snow-white marble was the wall. 
The vaulting, and the floor , 

And, contrast strange > on either hand 
There stood array’d in sable band 
Four maids whom Afric bore, 
And each a Lybian tiger led. 

Held by as bright and frail a thi ead 
As Lucy’s golden hair, — 

For the leash that bound these mon 
sters dread 
Was bat of gossamer 
Each maiden’s short barbaric vest 
Left all unclosed the knee and breast, 
And limbs of shapely j et , 

White was their vest and turban’s fold, 
On arms and ankles rings of gold 
In savage pomp were set , 

A quiver on their shoulders lay, 

And in their hand an assagay 
Such and so silent stood they there, 
That Roland wellnigh hoped 
He saw a band of statues rare, 
Station’d the gazer’s soul to scare , 
But when the wicket oped, 

Each grisly beast ’gan upward draw, 
Roll’d hiS grim eye, and spread his 
claw, 

Scented the air, and licked his jaw , 
While these weird maids, in Mooiish 
tongue, 

A wild and dismal warning sung 

XXI 

‘ Rash adventurer, bear thee back ' 
Dread the spell of Dahomay » 
u 
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Feai the race of Zaharak, 

Daughters of the burning day * 

^When the whirlwinds gusts are 
wheeling, 

Ours it IS the dance to braid , 

Zarah'^s sands in pillais leeling 
Join the measure that we tiead. 
When the moon has donn’d her cloak, 
And the stars are red to see, 

Shrill when pipes the sad siroc, 

Music meet for such as we 

‘ Where the shatter’d columns he, 
Showing Carthage once had been, 
If the wandering Santon’s eye 

Our mysterious rites hath seen, — 
Oft he cons the prayer of death, 

To the nations preaches doom, 

“ Azrael s brand hath left the sheath > 
Moslems, think upon the tomb » ” 

* Ours the scorpion, ours the snake, 
Ours the hydra of the fen. 

Ours the tiger of the brake, 

All that plague the sons of men 
Ours the tempest’s midnight wrack, 
Pestilence that wastes by day 
Dread the race of Zaharak • 

Fear the spell of Dahomay • * 

xxn 

Uncouth and strange the accents shrill 
Rung those vaulted roofs among, 
Long it was ere, faint and still, 

Died the far-resounding song 
While yet the distant echoes roll, 

T he Warrior communed with his soul 
^ When first I took this venturous 
quest, 

I swore upon the rood. 

Neither to stop, nor turn, nor rest. 
For evil or for good 
My forward path too well I ween, 
Lies yonder fearful ranks between * 
For man unarm’d, ’tis bootless hope 
With tigers and with fiends to cope , 
Yet, if I turn, what waits me there, 
Save famine dire and fell despair ? 


Other conclusion let me try, 

Since, choose howe’er I list, I die 
Forward, lies faith and knightly fame , 
Behind, are perjury and shame 
In life or death I hold my word ’ ’ 
With that he drew his trusty sword, 
Caught down a banner from the wall, 
And enter’d thus the fearful hall 

' XXIlI 

On high each wayward maiden threw 
Her swarthy arm, with wild halloo — 
On either side a tiger sprung 
Against the leftward foe he flung 
1 he ready banner, to engage 
With tangling folds the brutal lage. 
The right-hand monster in mid air 
He struck so fiercely and so fan , 
Through gullet and through spinal 
bone. 

The trenchant blade had sheeily gone 
His giisly brethren ramp’d and yell’d, 
But the slight leash their rage withheld, 
Whilst, ’twixt their ranks, the danger 
ous road 

Firmly, though swift, the champion 
strode 

Safe to the gallery’s bound he diew, 
Safe pass’d an open portal through , 
And when against pursuit he flung 
The gate, judge if the echoes rung ’ 
Onward his daring course he bore, 
While, mix’d with d>ing growl and 
roar. 

Wild jubilee and loud hurra 
Pursued him on his venturous way 

xxiv 

‘ Hun a, hurra < our watch is done * 
We hail once more the tropic sun 
Pallid beams of northern day, 
Farewell, farewell ' Huira, hurrah 

‘Five hundred years o’er this cold 
glen 

Hath the pale sun come round agen. 
Foot of man, till now, hath ne’er 
Dared to cross the Hall of Fear 
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‘Warrior’ thou, whose dauntless 
heart 

Gives us from our ward to part, 

Be as strong in future trial, 

Where resistance is denial 

‘ Now for Afnc’s glowing sky, 
Zwenga wide and Atlas high, 

Zaharak and Dahomay ' 

Mount the winds ’ Hurra, hurra ' ' 

xw 

The wizaid song at distance died. 

As if in ether borne astray, 

While through waste halls and 
chambers wide 

The knight pursued his steady way. 
Till to a lofty dome he came, 

That flash’d, with such a brilliant flame, 
As if the wealth of all the world 
Were there in rich confusion hurl’d 
For here the gold, in sandy heaps, 
With duller earth, incorporate, sleeps , 
Was there m ingots piled , and there 
Coin’d badge of empery it bare , 
Yonder, huge bars of silver la>, 
Dimm’d by the diamond’s neighbouring 
ray, 

Like the pale moon m morning day , 
And in the midst foui maidens stand, 
The daughters of some distant land 
Their hue was of the dark red dye, 

1 hat fringes oft a thunder sky , 

Their hands palmetto baskets bare, 
And cotton fillets bound their hair , 
Slim was th eir form, th eir m i en was shy. 
To earth they bent the humbled e> e. 
Folded their arms, and suppliant 
kneel’d, 

And thus their proffer’d gifts reveal’d 

XXVI 

CHORUS 

‘See the treasures Merlin piled, 
Portion meet for Arthur’s child 
Bathe in wealth’s unbounded stream, 
Wealth that avarice ne’er could 
dream ’ ’ 


FIRST MAIDEN 

* See these clots of virgin gold ’ 

Sever d fiom the sparry mould, 
Nature’s mystic alchemy 
In the mine thus bade them lie , 

And their orient smile can win 
Kings to stoop, and saints to sin ’ 

SECOND MAIDEN 

‘ See thesepearls, that long have slept, 
These were tears by Naiads wept 
For the loss of Marinel 
Tritons in the silver shell 
Treasured them, till hard and white 
As the teeth of Amphitiite ’ 

THIRD MAIDEN 

‘ Does a livelier hue delight ? 

Here are rubies blazing bright 
Here the emerald’s fairy green. 

And the topaz glows between , 

Here their varied hues unite, 

In the changeful chrysolite ’ 

FOURTH MAIDEN 

‘ Leave these gems of poorer shine, 
Leave them all, and look on mine ’ 
While their glories I expand, 

Shade thine eyebrows with thy hand 
Mid day sun and diamond s blaze 
Blind the rash beholder s gaze ’ 

CHORUS 

Warrior, seize the splendid store , 
Would ’twere all our mountains bore ’ 
We should ne’er in future story 
R3ad, Peru, thy perish’d glory > *■ 

XXVII 

Calmly and unconcern’d, the knight 
Waved aside the treasures bright — 
‘Gentle maidens, rise, I pray’ 

Bar not thus my destined way 
Let these boasted brilliant toys 
Braid the hair of girls and boys ’ 

Bid your streams of gold expand 
O er proud London’s thirsty land 

II 2 
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De Vaux of wealth saw never need, 
Save to purvey him arms and steed, 
And all the ore he deign’d to hoard 
Inlays his helm, and hilts his sword ’ 
Thus gently parting from their hold, 
He left, unmoved, the dome of gold 

xxvrii 

And now the morning sun was high, 
De Vaux was weary, faint, and dry, 
When, lo ’ a plashing sound he hears, 
A gladsome signal that he nears 
Some frolic water run , 

And soon he reach’d a court-yard 
square, 

Where, dancing in the sultry air, 
Toss’d high aloft, a fountain fair 
Was sparkling in the sun 
On right and left, a fair arcade, 

In long perspective view display’d 
Alleys and bowers, for sun or shade 
But, full in front, a door, 
Low-biow’d and dark, seem’d as it led 
To the lone dwelling of the dead, 
Whose memory was no more 

\\i\ 

Here stopp’d De Vaux an instant’s 
space, 

To bathe his parched lips and face, 
And mark’d with well-pleased eye, 
Refracted on the fountain stream, 

In lainbow hues the dazzling beam 
Of that gay summer sky 
His senses felt a mild control, 

Like that which lulls the weary soul, 
From contemplat on high 
Relaxing, when the ear receives 
The music that the greenwood leaves 
Make to the breezes’ sigh 

x\x 

And oft in such a dreamy mood, 

The half shut eye can frame 
Fair apparitions in the wood 
As if the ny mphs of field and flood 
In gay procession came 


Are these of such fantastic mould. 
Seen distant down the fair arcade, 
These maids enlink’d in sister fold, 
Who, late at bashful distance staid, 
Now tripping from the greenwood 
shade, 

Nearer the musing champion draw, 
And, in a pause of seeming awe, 
Again stand doubtful now ? 

Ah, that sly pause of witching powers 
That seems to say, ‘ To please be ours, 
Be yours to tell us how ’ 

Their hue was of the golden glow 
1 hat suns of Candahar bestow, 

O’er which m slight suffusion flows 
A frequent tinge of paly rose , 

Their limbs were fashion’d fair and free, 
In nature’s justest symmetry , 

And, wreathed with flowers, with 
odours graced, 

The^r raven ringlets reach’d tne waist 
In eastern pomp, its gilding pale 
The hennah lent each shapely nail, 
And the dark sumah gave the eye 
More liquid and more lustrous dye 
The spotless \ eil of misty lawn, 

In studied disarrangement, drawn 
The form and bosom o’er, 

To wm the eye, or tempt the touch, 
For modesty show’d all too much — 
Too much, yet promised more 

XXXI 

^ Gentle knight, a while delay,’ 

Thus they sung, * thy toilsome way, 
While we pay the duty duo 
To our Master and to you 
Over avarice, over fear, 

Love timmphant led thee here , 
Warrior, list to us, for we 
Are slaves to love, are friends to thee 
Though no treasured gems have we, 
To profler on the bended knee, 
Though we boast nor arm nor heart, 
For the assagay or dart, 

Swains allow each simple girl 
Ruby lip and teeth of pearl, 
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Or, if dangers more you prize, And e’en the dismal path he strays 

Flatteiers find them in our e>es Grew worse as he went on 


^ Stay, then, gentle wairior, stay, 

Rest till e\ ening steal on da;^ , 

Sta}’', O, stay ' in j onder bowers 
We will braid thy locks with flowers 
Spread the feast and fill the wine, 
Charm thy ear with sounds divine, 
Weave our dances till delight 
Yield to languor, day to night 
Then shall she you most approve. 
Sing the lays that best you love. 

Soft thy mossy couch shall spread. 
Watch thy pillow, prop thy head. 

Till the weary night be o’er , 

Gentle warrior, wouldst thou more ^ 
Wouldst thou more, fair warrior ^ she 
Is slave to love and slave to thee ’ 

XXXII 

O do not hold it for a crime 
In the bold hero of my rhyme, 

For Stoic look. 

And meet rebuke, 

He lack’d the heart or time, 

As round the band of sirens trip, 

He kiss’d one damsel’s laughing lip, 
And press’d another’s proffer d hand 
Spoke to them all in accents bland, 
But bioke their magic circle through, 
' Kind maids,’ he said, * adieu, adieu » 
My fate, my fortune, forward lies * 

He said, and vanish d from their eyes, 
But, as he dared that darksome way. 
Still heard behind tneir lovely lay 
‘ Fair Flower of Courtesy, depart ’ 

Go, where the feelings of the heart 
With the warm pulse in concord 
mo\e, 

Go, where virtue sanctions love ’ ’ 

XXXIII 

Downward De Vaux through dark- 
some ways 

And ruin’d v aults has gone, 

Till issue from then wilder’d maze, 
Or safe reheat seem’d none. 


For cheerful sun, for living air, 

Foul vapours rise and mine fires glare, 
Whose fearful light the dangers shovv’d 
That dogg’d him on that dreadful road 
Deep pits, and lakes of waters dun. 
They show d, but show’d not how to 
shun 

These scenes of desolate despair, 
These smothering clouds of poison d 
air, 

How gladly had De Vaux exchanged, 
Though ’twere to face ;yon tigers 
ranged ’ 

Nay, soothful bards have said 
So perilous his state seem’d now, 

He wish’d him under arbour bough 
With Asia’s willing maid 
When, joyful sound f at distance near 
A trumpet flourish’d loud and clear. 
And as it ceased, a lofty lay 
Seem’d thus to chide his lagging way 

xwiv 

‘ Son of Honour, theme of story. 
Think on the reward before j e > 
Danger, darkness, toil despise , 

’Tis ambition bids thee rise 

* He that would her heights ascend. 
Many a weary step must wend , 
Hand and foot and knee he tries , 
Thus ambition s minions rise 

‘ J-ag not now, though rough the w a> , 
Fortune’s mood brooks no delay , 
Grasp the boon that’s spread before 
ye, 

Monarch’s power, and conqueror’s 
glory’’ 

It ceased Advancing on the sound, 
A steep ascent the wanderer found, 
And then a turret stair 
Nor climb d he far its steepy round 
. Till fresher blew the air, 
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And next a welcome glimpse was given , 
That cheer’d him with the light of 
heaven 

At length his toil had won 
A lofty hall with trophies dress’d, 
Where, as to greet imperial guest, 
Four maidens stood, whose crimson 
vest 

Was bound with golden zone 
wxv 

Of Europe seem d the damsels all , 
The first a nymph of lively Gaul, 
Whose easy step and laughing eye 
Her borrow’d air of awe belie , 

The next a maid of Spain, 
Dark-eyed, dark hair d, sedate, yet 
bold, 

White ivory skin and tiess of gold, 
Her shy and bashful comrade told 
For daughter of Almaine 
These maidens bore a royal robe, 
With crown, with sceptre, and with 
globe, 

Emblems of empery , 

The fouith a space behind them stood. 
And leant upon a harp, in mood 
Of minstrel ecstasy 
Of merry England she, in dress 
Like ancient British Druidess 
Her hair an azure fillet bound, 

Her graceful vesture swept the ground, 
And, in her hand display’d, 

A crown did that fourth maiden hold, 
But unadorn’d with gems and gold, 
Of glossy laurel made 

xxxvi 

At once to brave De Vaux knelt down 
These foremost maidens three, 
And prolfer’dsceptre, robe, and crown, 
Liegedom and seignorie, 

O’er many a region wide and fair, 
Destined, they said, for Arthur’s heir. 
But homage would he none 
^ Rather,’ he said, * DeVaux would ride, 
A warden of the Border side, 


In plate and mail, than, robed in pride, 

A monarch’s empire own , 
Rather, far rather, would he be 
A free born knight of England free. 
Than sit on despot’s throne ’ 

So pass’d he on, when that fourth maid, 
As starting from a trance, 

Upon the harp her finger laid , 

Her magic touch the chords obey’d, 
Iheii soul awaked at once ’ 

SONG OF THE FOURTH MAIDEN 

' Quake to y our foundations deep, 
Stately towers, and banner’d keep. 
Bid >oui vaulted echoes moan, 

As the dreaded step they owm 

‘ Fiends, that wait on Merlin’s spell. 
Hear the foot-fall I mark it well ’ 
Spread your dusky wings abroad, 
Boune ye for your homeward road ^ 

^ It is his, the first who e’er 
Dared the dismal Hall of Fear, 

His, who hath the snares defied 
Spread by pleasure, wealth, and piide 

‘Quake to your foundations deep, 
Bastion huge, and turret steep * 
Tremble, keep ' and totter, tower l 
This is Gyneth s waking hour ’ 

xxxvii 

Thus while she sung, the venturous 
knight 

Has reach’d a bower, wheie milder 
light 

Through crimson curtains fell , 
Such soften’d shade the hill receives, 
Her purple veil when twilight leaves 
Upon its western swell 
That bower, the gazer to bewitch, 
Hath Wondrous store of rare and rich 
As e’er was seen with eye , 

For there by magic skill, I wis. 

Form of each thing that living is 
Was limn’d in proper dye 
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Ml seem d to sleep — the timid hare 
On form, the stag upon his lair. 

The eagle in her cyne fair 

Between the earth and sky 
But what of pictured rich and rare 
Could wm De Vaux’s eye glance, 
where, 

Deep slumbering in the fatal chair, 

He saw King Ai thur’s child ’ 
Doubt, and anger, and dismay, 

From her brow had pass’d away, 
Forgot was that fell tourney-day. 

For, as she slept, she smiled 
It seem’d, that the repentant Seer 
Her sleep of many a hundred year 
With gentle dreams beguiled 

XXXVIII 

That form of maiden loveliness, 

’Twixt childhood and ’twixt youth, 
That ivory chair, that silvan dress. 
The arms and ankles bare, express 
Of Lyulph’s tale the truth 
Still upon her garment’s hem 
Vanoc s blood made purple gem, 

And the warder of command 
Cumber’d still her sleeping hand , 
Still her dark locks dishe\ ell’d flow 
From net of pearl o’er breast of snow, 
And so fair the slumberer seems. 

That De Vaux impeach’d his dreams. 
Vapid all and void of might. 

Hiding half her charms from sight 
Motionless a while he stands, 

Folds his arms and clasps his hands. 
Trembling in his fitful joy, 

Doubtful how he should destroy 
Long enduring spell , 

Doubtful, too, when slowly rise 
Dark-frmgcd lids of Gyneth’s eyes. 
What these eyes shall tell 
* Saint George » Saint Mary’ can it be, 
That they will kindly look on me ' ’ 

\XXIX 

Gently, lo 1 the warrior kneels. 

Soft that lovely hand he steals 


Soft to kiss, and soft to clasp — 

But the warder leaves his grasp. 

Lightning flashes, rolls the 
thunder ’ 

Gyneth startles from her sleep. 
Totters tower, and trembles keep. 
Burst the castle-walls asunder ’ 
Fierce and frequent were the shocks, — 
Melt the magic halls away , 

But beneath their mystic rocks, 

In the arms of bold De Vaii\, 

Safe the princess lay , 

Safe and free from magic power, 
Blushing like the rose s flower 
Opening to the day , 

And round the champion’s brows were 
bound 

The crown that Druidess had wound. 
Of the green laurel bay 
And this was what remain’d of all 
The wealth of each enchanted hall, 
The garland and the dame 
But where should warrior seek the 
meed, 

Due to high worth for daring deed, 
Except from love and fame ’ 


CONCLUSION 

I 

My Luc'k, when the maid is won. 

The minstrel’s task, thou know’st, is 
done , 

And to require of bard 
That to his di egs the tale should run, 
Were ordinance too hard 
Our lovers, briefly be it said, 

Wedded as lovers wont to wed, 
When tale or play is o’er , 

Lived long and blest, loved fond and 
true, 

And saw a numerous race renew 
The honouis that they boie 
Know, too, that when a pilgrim strays. 
In morning mist or evening maze, 
Along the mountain lone, 
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That faiiy fortress often mocks 
His gaze upon the castled rocks 
Of the Valley of Saint Tohn , 

But never man since brave De Vau’^ 
The dial med portal won 
’Tis now a vain illusive show, 

That melts whene’er thesunbeams glow 
Or the fresh breeze hath blown 

II 

But see, my love, where far below 
Ourlmgermg wheels are mov ing slow, 
The whiles, up-gazing still, 

Our menials ey e our steepy way, 

Mai veiling, perchance, what whim can 
stay 

Our steps, when eve is sinking grey, 
On this gigantic hill 
So think the \ ulgar Life and time 
Ring all their jo^s in one dull chime 
Of luxury and ease , 


And, O ’ beside these simple knaves, 
How many better born are slaves 
To such coarse joys as these * 
Dead to the nobler sense that glows 
When nature’s grander scenes unclose ' 
But, Lucy, we will love them yet, 
The mountain’s misty coronet, 

The greenwood, and the wold , 
And love the more that of their maze 
Adventure high of other days 
By ancient bards is told. 
Bringing, pei chance, like my poor 
tale. 

Some moral truth in fiction’s veil 
Nor love them less, that o’er the hill 
The evening breeze, as now, comes 
chill , — 

My love shall wrap her warm, 
And, fearless of the slippery way, 
While safe she trips the heathy brae, 
Shall hang on Arthur’s arm 


END OF THE BRIDAL OF TRIERMAIN 



Jn^ro^ttciion anft (}Xo^$6 to 
(^n2ia£ of 'Zvkvmum, 


INTRODUCTION TO THE FIRST EDITION ' 


tv the Edinburgh Annual Register for 
the year 1809, Three Fragfments were inserted, 
Witten in imitation of Living Poets It must 
ha\e been apparent that, by these prolusions, 
nothing burlesque, or disrespectful to the 
authors, was intended, but that they were 
otfered to the public as serious, though 
certainly ^ery imperfect, imitations of that 
st)le of composition, b> which each of the 
wi iters IS suppost J to be distinguished As 
the&e exercises attracted a greater degree 
of attention than the author anticipated, he 
has been induced to complete one of *hem, 
and present it as a separate publication 
It IS not in this place that an examination 
of the works of the master whom he has here 
adopted as his model, can, with propnetj, 
be introduced , since his general acquiescence 
in the favouiable suffrage of the public must 
necessarily be inferred from the attempt he 
has now made He is induced, by the nature 
of his subject, to offer a few remarks on 
what has been called Roraant’c Poetrv , — the 
popularity of A\hich has been reviveci in the 
present day, under the auspices, and by 
the unparalleled success, of one man idual 
The original purpose of poe ry is eitner 
religious or historical, or, as must frequently 
happen a mixture of both To modem 
readers, the poems of Homer ha\e many 
of the features of pure romance , but in the 


1 Published in March 1813 

“ Being much urged by my intimate friend now 
unhappily no more William Erskme I agreed to 
write the little romantic tale called The Bridal of 
Triermam but it was on tlie condition that he 
should make no serious effor to disown the compo 
Mtion if report should lay it at his door As he w as 
more than suspected of a taste for poetry and as I took 
care m several places to mix something which might 
resemble (as far as was m my power) my friends 
feehng and manner the tram easily caught and two 
large editions were sold A third being called for 
Lord Kmedder became unwilling to aid any longer 
a deception which was gomg farther than he expected 
or desired, and the real author s name was gnea 


estimation of his contempoi ane' they pro- 
bably (itnvtd their chief value from their 
supposed historical authenticity The same 
may be generall} said ot the poetry of all 
early ages The mar-v els and miracles which 
the poet blends with Ins song, do not exceed 
m number or extravagance the figments of 
the historians of the same period of society , 
and, indeed the difference betwixt poetry 
and prose, as the vehicles of historical truth, 
IS always of late introduction Poets under 
lanous denominations ol Baids, Scalds, 
Chroniclers, and so forth are the first his 
torians of all nations Their intention is to 
relate the e\ents they ha\e witnessed, or the 
traditions that ha^e reached them , and the^i" 
clothe the relation in ihyme, merely as the 
means of rendering it more solemn m the 
narratue or more easily committed to 
memory But as the poetical histonan im- 
pro\es in the art of com ejing information, 
the authenticity of his narratn e unavoidably 
declines He is tempted to dilate and dwell 
upon the events that are interesting to his 
imagination, and, conscious how indifferent 
his audience is to the naked truth of his poem, 
his history gradually becomes a romance 
It IS in this situation that those epics are 
found, which have been generally regarded as 
the standards of poetry , and it has happened 
somewhat strangeh, that the moderns haxe 
pointed out as the characteristics and peculiar 
excellencies of nanative poetry the very 
circumstances which the authors themseh es 
adopted, only because their art invoh ed the 
duties of the histonan as well as the poet 
It cannot be believed, for example, that 
Homer selected the siege of Troy as the most 
appropriate subject for poetry , his purpose 
was to write the early history of his country , 
the e\ent he has chosen, though not vexy 
fruitful in varied incident, nor perfectly w ell 
adapted for poetry, was nevertheless com 
bined with traditionary and genealogical 
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anecdotes extremely mterestmff to those who 
were to listen to him, and this He has adorned 
by the exertions of a genius, which, if it has 
been equalled, has certainly been never 
surpassed It was not till comparatively 
a late period that the general accuracy of his 
narrative, or his purpose m composing it 
was brought into question ^oxei irpwTos 
[o Avafayopas] (jca&a ^ivjcri 4»a/3opivos ev 
TravToSanr} 'lerropta) rrtv Ofjiijpov trotriatv airo 
<f)i^va<r6aL etvat "repi aper^S itot fiiKatocrvvi)?^ 
But whatever theories might be framed by 
speculate e men, his w ork was of an historical, 
not of an allegorical nature EmurtAAero 
ixera rod Meyreu) Kai ottov eKaorrore a^iKOiro, 
Trayra. ra emxupta SteptoraTO, Kat icrropecoy 
eJrwSavero eticos 6e fitv ?jv koh fivYip-ocruvri irav 
rwv ypa^ecrOai^ Instead of recommending 
the choice of a subject similar to that of 
Homer, it was to be expected that critics 
should have, exhorted the poets of these latter 
days to adopt or invent a narrativ e in itself 
more susceptible of poetical ornament, and 
to av^ail themselves of that advantage m 
order to compensate, in some degree, the 
inferiority of genius The contrary course has 
been inculcated by almost all the writers 
upon the Epopoeta, with what success, the 
fate of Homer s numerous imitators may 
best show The nlttmum st4pp>hctum of 
criticism was inflicted on the author if he did 
not choose a subject which at once deprived 
him of all claim to originality, and placed 
him, if not m actual contest, at least m fatal 
comparison, with those giants in the land 
w horn it was most his interest to avoid The 
celebrated receipt for writing an epic poem, 
w Inch appeared in The Gua> dtan^ w as the 
first instance m which common sense was 
applied to this department of poetry , and, 
indeed, if the question be considered on its 
ow n merits, wemustbe satisfied that narrative 
poetry, if strictly contined to the great occur 
rences of history, would be deprived of the 
individual interest which itissowell calculated 
to excite 

Modern poets may therefoie be pardoned 
in seeking simpler subjects ot verse, more 
interesting in proportion to their simplicity 
Two or three figures, well grouped, suit the 
artist better than a crowd, for whatever 
purpose assembled For the same reasvjr, 
a scene immediately presented to the imagma 
tion, and directly brought home to the feel 
mgs, though involving the fate of but one or 
two pel sons, is more favourable for poetry 
than the political struggles and convulsions 
which influence the fate of kingdoms The 
former are withm the reach and corapre 
hension of all, and, if depicted with \igour, 
seldom fail to fix attention the other, if 
more sublime, are more vague and distant, 


1 Diogenes Laertius lib 11 Anaxag Segm II 
S Homeri Vita in Herod Hear Steph. 1570 p 356 


less capable of being distinctly understood, 
and infinitely less capable of exciting thoae 
sentiments which it is the very purpose of 
poetry to inspire To generalize is always 
to destroy effect We would, for example, 
be more interested in the fate of an individual 
soldier in combat, than in the grand event 
of a general action, with the happiness of 
two lovers raised from misery and anxiety 
to peace and union, than with the successful 
exertions of a whole nation From what 
causes this, may originate, is a separate and 
obviously an immaterial consideration Be- 
fore ascribing this peculiarity to causes 
decidedly and odiously selfish, it is proper to 
recollect, that while men see only a limited 
space, and while their affections and conduct 
are regulated, not by aspiring to an universal 
good, but by exerting their power of making 
themselves and others happy within the 
limited scale allotted to each individual, so 
long will individual history and individual 
virtue be the readier and more accessible 
road to general interest and attention , and, 
perhaps, we may add, that it is the more 
useful, as w ell as the more accessible, inasmuch 
as It affords an example capable of being 
easily imitated 

According ^ o the author’s idea of Romantic 
Poetry as d'jtinguished from Epic, the former 
comprehends a fictitious narrative, framed 
and combined at the pleasure of the w riter , 
beginning and ending as he may judge best 
which neither exacts nor refuses the use of 
supernatural machinery , which is free from 
the technical rules of the Epee , and is subject 
onh to those which good sense, good taste 
andi good morals, apply to every species of 
poetry w ithout exception The date may be 
in a remote age, or in the pn. sent , the stor^ 
may detail the adventures of a prince or of 
a peasant In a word, the author is absolute 
master of his country and its inhabitants, 
and everything is permitted to him, excepting 
to be heavy or prosaic, for which, free and 
unembarrassed as he is, he has no manner 
of apology Those, it is probable, will be 
found the peculiarities of this species of com 
position , andbeforejoming the outcry against 
the V itiated taste that fosters and encourages 
it, the justice and grounds of it ought to be 
made perfectly apparent If the want of 
sieges, and battles, and great military evo- 
lutions, in our poetry, is complained of, let 
us reflect, that the campaigns and heroes 
of our days are perpetuated m a record that 
neither requires nor admits of the aid of 
fiction , and if the complaint refers to the 
infenonty of our bards, let us pay a just 
tribute to their modest}-, limiting them, as it 
does, to subjects which, however indifferently 
treated, have still the interest and charm 
of novelty, and which thus prevents them 
from adcfmg insipidity to their other more 
insuperable defects 
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NOTES 


Note I 

Colhns^ thread th& mase of fatt y land 
—P S 5 S 

Collins, according to Johnson, ‘by m 
dulgmg some peculiar habits of thought, was 
eminently debghted with those flights of 
imagination which pass the bounds of nature, 
and to which the mind is reconciled onl^ by 
a passive acquiescence in popular traditions 
He lo\ed fames, genii, giants and monsters , 
he delighted to ro\e through the meanders 
of enchantment, to gaze on the magnificence 
of golden palaces, to repose b> the waterfalls 
of Elysian gardens ’ 


Note II 

The Baron of Triermatn —P <555 

Tnermain was a fief of the Barony of 
Gilsland, m Cumberland, it was possessed 
by a Saxon family at the time of the Conquest, 
but, ‘after the death of Gilmore, Lord of 
Tryermaine and Torcrossock, Hubert Vauv 
gave Iryername and To*”crossock to his 
second son, Ranulph Vau\ which Ranulph 
afterwards became heir to his elder brother 
Robert, the founder Lanercost, who died 
without issue Ranulph being Lord of all 
Gilsland, gav e Gilmore s lands to his 3 ounger 
son, named Roland, and let the Baron} 
descend to his eldest son Robert, son of 
Ranulph Roland had issue Alexander, and 
he Ranulph, after w horn succeeded Robert, 
and they were named Rolands successive!} 
that were lords thereof until the reign of 
Edward the Fourth That house gave for 
arms, Vert a bend dexter chequy or and 
gules ’-—Burn s Antigmiies oj Westmore 
land and Cumbeiland^ vol 11 p 482 

This branch of Vau\, with its collateral 
alliances, is now represented by the family 
of Bradd}l of Comshead Priory, m the county 
palatine of Lancaster , for it appears that 
about the time, above mentioned the house 
of Tnermain was united to its kindred family 
Vaux of Caterlen, and, by marriage with the 
heiress of Delamore and Le} bourne, became 
the representative of those ancient and noble 
families The male line failing in John de 
Vaux, about the }ear 1665 his daughter and 
heiress, Mabel married Christopher Rich 
mond, Esq , of Highhead Castle, in the county 
of Cumberland descended from an ancient 
f^amily of that name. Lords of Corby Castle, 
in the same county, soon after the Conquest, 
and which they alienated about the i^th of 
Edward the Second to Andrea de Harcla 
Earl of Carlisle Of this famil} was Sir 
Thomas de Raigemont (miles auratus), in 


the reign of king Edward the First, who 
appears to have greatly distinguished himselt 
at the si^e of Kaerlaveroc, with William, 
Baron of Leybourne In an ancient heraldic 
poem now extant, and preserved in the 
British Museum, describing that siege, his 
arms are stated to be. Or, 2 Bars Geraelles 
Gules, and a Chief Or, the same borne b} 
his descendants at the present day The 
Richmonds removed to their Castle of 
Highhead in the reign of Henry the Eighth, 
when the then representative of the familv 
mariied Margaret, daughter of Sir Hugh 
Lowther, by the Lady Dorothy de Clifford, 
only child by a second marriage of Henr} 
Lord Cliffoi digreat grandson of John Lord 
Clifford, by Elizabeth Percy, daughter of 
Henry (surnamed Hotspur) by Elizabeth 
Mortimer, which said Elizabeth w as daughter 
of Edward Mortimer, third Earl of Marche, 
by Philippa, sole daughter and heiress of 
Lionel, Duke of Clarence 
The third in descent from the abovi^e men 
tioned John Richmond, became the repre 
sentativeot the families, of Vaux, of Tnermain 
Caterlen. and Torcrossock, by his marriage 
with Mabel de Vaux, the heiress of them 
His grandson, Henry Richmond died w ithouL 
issue, leaving five sisters coheiresses four 
of vv bom mai ned but Margaret, w ho married 
William Gale Esq , of Whitehaven, was the 
onlv one who had male issue survn ing She 
had a son, and a daughter married to Henry 
Curwen of Workington, Esq , vv horepresented 
the county of Cumberland for man} }ears 
in Parliament, and by her had a daughter, 
mamed to J ohn Christian Esq (now Curw cn) 
John, son and heir of 'William Gale, married 
Saran, daughter and heiress of Christopher 
V ilson of Bardsea Hall, in the count} of 
Lancaster, by Margaret aunt and co heiress 
of Thomas Bradd} J, Esq , of Braddyl, and 
Comshead Priory, m the same county, and 
had issue four sons and two daughters 1st, 
"William Wilson died an infant , 2nd, Wilson, 
whq upon the death of his cousin, Thomas 
Bradd}!, without issue, succeeded to his 
estates and took the name of Braddyl, m 
pursuance of his will, b} the King’s sign 
manual ^rd, William, died young , and, 4th, 
Henry Richmond a lieutenant general of 
the army, mamed Sarah, daughter of the 
Rev R Baldw m , Margaret married Richard 
Greaves lownley. Esq of Fulbourne, in the 
county of Cambridge, and of Bellfield in 
the county of Lancaster , Sarah married to 
George Bigland of Bigland Hall m the same 
county Wilson Braddyl, eldest son of John 
Gale, and grandson of Margaret Richmond, 
married Jane, daughter and heiress of Mat 
thias Gale Esq , of Catgiil Hall, m the conntv 
of Cumberland, b} Jane, daughter and 
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heiress of the Rev S Bennet, D D , and, 
as the eldest sunivmg male branch of the 
families aboi e mentioned, he quarters, m 
addition to his own, their paternal coats m 
the follovi ing order, as appears by the records 
in the College of Arms ist, Argent, a fess 
azure, bctw een ^ saltiers of the same charged 
w ith an anchor betw een 2 lions’ heads erased, 
or, — Gale and, Or, 2 bars gemelles gules, 
and a chief or,-— Richmond 3rd, Or, a fess 
chequey, or and gules between 9 gerbes 
gules — Vaux of Catcrlen 4th, Gules, a fess 
chequey or and gules between 9 gerbes or, — 
Vaux of Torcrossock 5th, Argent, (not vert, 
as stated by Burn,) a bend chequey, or and 
gules, for Vaux of Tnermam 6th, Gules, 
a cross patonce, or, Delamore 7th, Gules 
6 lions rampant argent, 3, 2, anti i, — Ley 
bourne — This more detailed genealogy of 
the family of Tnermam was obligingly sent 
to the author by Major Braddyll of Comshead 
Pnor^ 

Note III 

He pass'd Red Penrith'' s Table Rotmd 

A circular intrenchment, about half a mile 
fiom Peni ith, is thus popularly termed The 
circle within the ditch is about one hundred 
and sixty paces in circumference, w ith open 
mgs, or appi oaches, directly opposite to each 
other As the ditch is on the inner side, it 
could not be intended for the purpose of 
cletcnce, and it has reasonably been con 
lectured that the enclosure was designed for 
tlie solemn exercise of feats of chivalry, and 
the embankment around tor the con\ emence 
of the spectators 


NofE IV 

Mayhurgh's mound — P 557 
Higher up the n\er Eamont than ^ithm’s 
Round Table, is a prodigious enclosure of 
great antiquity, formed by a collection of 
stones upon the top of a gently slopmg hill, 
called Mayburgh In the plain which it 
encloses there stands erect an unhewn stone 
of tweh e feet m height Two similar masses 
are said to have been destroyed during 4: he 
memory of man 1 he whole appears to be 
a monument ot Druidical times 


Note V 

The Monarchy breathless and amased^ 
Back on ike fatal castle gazed 
Hor tower nor donjon could he spy, 
Darkening against the morning sky 

— P 563 

— 'We now gained a view of the Vale of 
St John’s, a very narrow dell, hemmed in by 
mountains, through which a small brook 
makes many meandenngs, washing little 
enclosures ot grass ground, which stretch up 


the rising of the hills In the widest part 
of the dale you are struck with the appearance 
of an ancient ruined castle, which seems to 
stand upon the summit of a little mount, the 
mountains around terming an amphitheatre 
This massne bulwark shows a front of \arious 
towers, and makes an awful rude, and Gothic 
appeal ance, with its lofty tuiiets and ragged 
battlements , we traced the galleries, the 
bending arches tht buttresses The greatest 
antiquity stands characterized in its archi 
lecture , the inhabitants near it assert it is an 
antediluvian structure 

‘The tra\eller’s curiosity is roused and he 
prepares to make a nearer approach, when 
that curiosity is put upon the rack, by his 
being assured, that, it he advances, certain 
genii w ho govern the place, by \ irtue of their 
supernatural art and necromanc) will stnp 
It of all its beauties and by enchantment, 
tiansform the magic walls The vale seems 
adapted for the habitation of such beings. 
Its gloom> recesses and retirements look like 
haunts of evil spirits There w as no delusion 
m the report , we were soon convinced of its 
truth , for this piece of antiquity, so \ enerable 
and noble in its aspect, as we drew near, 
changed its figure, and proved no other than 
a shaken massive pile ot rocks, which stand 
m the midst of this little \ ale, disunited from 
the adjoining mountains, and have so much 
the real form and resemblance of a castle, 
that they bear the name of the Castle Rocks 
ot St John ’—Hutchinson’s Excursion to 
the Lakes, ^ 12 1 


Note \ I 

The flower of Chivalrv 
There Galaad sate with manly grace, 
Yet maiden meekness in Ins Jace, 

7 hei e Morolt of the iron mace. 

And love lorn 2 ruitrem ihei e 

~P 564 

1 he characters named m the stanza are all 
of them more or less distinguished in the 
romances which treat of King Arthur and 
hib Round Table and their names are strung 
together according to the established custom 
of minstrels upon such occasions , for example, 
mthe ballad of theMarnage of Sir Gawaine— 

Sir Lancelot Sir Stephen bolde 
They rode with them that daye 
And foremost of the com panye 
There rode the stewarde Kaye 

* Soe did Sir Earner and Sir Bore 
And eke Sir Garratte keen 
Sir Tristrem too that gentle knight 
To tlie forest fresh and greene 


Note VII 
Lancelot, that ever more 
LooEd stolen wise on the Queen — P 564 
Upon this delicate subject hear Richard 
Robinson, citizen of London, in his Assertion 
of King Arthur —‘But as it is a thing 
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sufficiently apparent that she (Guene\er, wife 
of King- Arthur) was beautiful, so it is a 
thing doubted whether she was chaste, yea 
or no Truly, so far as 1 can with honestie, 

I would spare the iinpayred honour and 
fame of noble women But yet the truth 
of the histone pluckes me by the eare, and 
willeth not onely but commandeth me to 
declare what the ancient‘> have deemed of 
her To wrestle or contend with so great 
authontie were indeede unto mei a con 
troveisie, and that greate ’ — Assertion of 
KingArthure Imprtniedby John Wolfe^ 
London^ 1582 


Note VIII 

There were two who loved their neighbours' 
wives^ 

And one who loved his (ywn — P 56*^ 

‘ In our forefathers’ tyme, when Papistrie, 
as a standyng poole, covered and overflowed 


all England fewe books were read in our 
tongue, savying certame bookesof chevalnt, 
as they said, for pastime and pleasure , w hich, 
as some say were made m the monasteries, 
by idle monks or wanton chanons As one, 
for example. La Morte dArthure ^ the 
whole pleasure of which book standeth in 
two special I points, m open manslaughter 
and bold bawdrje, m which booke they 
be counted the noblest knightes that do kill 
most men without any quairell and commit 
fowlest adoulteries by sutlest shiftcs , as Sir 
Launcelot, with the wife of King Arthur 
his master. Sir Tristram, with the wife ot 
KingMarke, his uncle , Sir Lamerocke, with 
the wife of King Lote, that was his own 
aunt This is good stuffe for wise men to 
laugh at, or honest men to take pleasure 
at, yrt I know when God s Bible was banished 
the Court, and La Moite d Arthure received 
into the Prince’s chamber ’ — ASCH 
Schoolmaster 
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TO 

JOHN WHITMORE, Esq, 


A.ND TO 

HE COMMITTEE OF SUBSCRIBERS FOR RELIEF OF THE PORTUGUESE SUFFERERS, 
IN WHICH HE PRESIDES, 

THIS POEM, 

(the vision or don Roderick,) 


COMPOSED FOR THE BENEFIT OF THE FUND UNDER THEIR MANAGEMENT, 
IS RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED 
BY 

WALTER SCOTT 


I 

I 

[VES there a strain, whose sounds 
of mounting fire 

May rise distinguish'd o’er the 
dm of war , 

r died it with yon master of the lyre, 

Who sung beleaguer'd Ilion s evil 
star ? 

uch, Wellington, might reach thee 
from afar, 

Wafting its descant wide o'er 
ocean s range , 

or shouts, nor clashing arms, its 
mood could mai, 

All as it swell’d 'twixt each loud 
trumpet change, 

t clangs to Britain victory, to 
Portugal revenge 1 


II 

Yes, such a strain, with all o'er 
pouring measure, 

Might melodize with each tumul- 
tuous sound, 

Each voice of fear or triumph, woe 
or pleasure, 

That rings Mondego's ravaged 
shores around , 

The thundeiing cry of hosts with 
conquest crown’d, 

The female shriek, the ruin’d 
peasant's moan, 

The shout of captives from their 
chains unbound, 

The foil’d oppressor s deep and 
sullen groan, 

A nation's choral hymn for tyranny 
o'erthrown 
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III If ye can echo such triumphant lay, 


But we, weak minstrels of a laggard 
day, 

Skill’d but to imitate an elder page, 

Timid and raptureless can we repay 

The debt thou claim’st in this 
exhausted age ? 

Thou giv’st our lyres a theme that 
might engage 

Those that could send thy name 
o’er sea and land. 

While sea and land shall last, for 
Homer’s rage 

A theme, a theme for Milton’s 
mighty hand > 

How much unmeet foi us, a faint 
degenerate band 

IV 

Ye mountains stern, within whose 
rugged breast 

The friends of Scottish freedom 
found repose , 

Ye torrents, -whose hoarse sounds 
have soothed then rest, 

Returning fiom the field of 
vanquish’d foes , 

Say, have ye lost each wild 
majestic close, 

That erst the choir of Bards or 
Druids flung , 

What time their hymn of victory 
arose, 

And Cattraeth’s glens with voice 
of triumph rung. 

And mystic Merlin harp’d, and gre>- 
hair’d Llywarch sung ’ 

V 

Oh, if your wilds such miiistielsy 
retain. 

As sure your changeful gales 
seem oft to say. 

When sweeping wild and sinking 
soft again. 

Like trumpet jubilee, or harp’s 
wild sway , 


Then lend the note to him has 
loved you long , 

Who pious gather’d each tradition 
grey. 

That floats your solitary wastes 
along, 

And with affection vain gave them 
new voice in song 

VI 

For not till now, how oft soe'er 
the task 

Of truant verse hath lighten’d 
graver care, 

From muse or sylvan was he wont 
to ask, 

In phrase poetic, inspiration fair , 

Careless he gave his numbers to 
the air , 

They came unsought for if ap- 
plauses came , 

Nor for himself prefers he now the 
prayer 

Let but his verse befit a hero s 
fame, 

Immortal be the verse — forgot the 
poet s name ' 

vii 

Hark, from yon misty cairn their 
answer tost 

‘ Minstrel, the fame of whose 
romantic l>re, 

Capricious-swelling now, may soon 
be lost, 

Like the light flickering of a 
cottage fire , 

If to such task presumptuous thou 
aspire, 

Seek not from us the meed to 
warrior due 

Age after age has gather’d son to sire, 

Since our grey cliffs the din of 
conflict knew. 

Or, pealing through our vales, vic- 
torious bugles blew 
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VIII 

:ay’d our old traditionary lore, 
ive where the lingering fays 
renew their ring, 
milk-maid seen beneath the 
hawthoin hoar, 

r round the marge of Mmch- 
more’s haunted spring, 

2 where their legends giey- 
hair d shepherds sing, 
hat now scarce win a listening 
ear but thine, 

feuds obscure, and Bordei 
ravaging, 

nd rugged deeds iccount in 
rugged line, 

)Onlight foray made on Te\io*‘ 
Tweed, or Tyne 

IX 

, seal ch romantic lands, where 
the near Sun 

ives with unstinted boon ethe- 
real flame, 

eie the lude villager, his labour 
done, 

i verse spontaneous chants 
some favour d name, 
ether Olaha’s charms his tribute 
claim, 

!er eye of diamond, and her 
locks of jet , 

vhethei, kindling at the deeds 
of Graeme, 

[e sing, to wild Morisco measure 
set, 

bin's red claymore, green Erin’s" 
bayonet • 

X 

.plore those regions, where the 
flinty crest 

f wild Nevada ever gleams 
with snows, 

ere in the proud Alhambia’s 
ruin’d breast 

iarbaric monuments of pomp 
repose , 


Or wnere the banners of moie 
ruthless foes 

Than the fierce Moor float o’er 
Toledo’s fane. 

From whose tall toweis even now 
the patriot throws 

An anxious glance, to spy upon 
the plain 

The blended lanks of England, Por 
tugal, and Spam 

\i 

* There, of Numantianfire a swarthy 
spark 

Still lightens in the sun burnt 
native’s eye , 

The stately port, slow step, and 
visage dark. 

Still mark enduring pride and 
constancy 

And, if the glow of feudal chivalry 

Beam not, as once, thy nobles 
dearest pride, 

Iberia < oft thy crestless peasantry 

Have seen the plumed Hidalgo 
quit their side, 

Have seen, yet dauntless stood — 
gainst fortune fought and died 

XII 

‘And cherish’d still by that un- 
changing race, 

Are themes for minstrelsy more 
high than thine , 

Of strange tradition many a mystic 
trace, 

Legend and vision, prophecy and 
sign, 

Where wonders wild of Arabesque 
combine 

With Gothic imagery of darker 
shade. 

Forming a model meet for minstrel 
line 

Go, seek such theme » ’ The 
Mountain Spirit said 

With filial awe I heard, I heard, 
and I obey’d 



H] 


Z$t (^tatott of ©on 


593 


II 

I 

REARI^G then crests amid the 
cloudless skies, 

And darkly clustering in the pale 
moonlight, 

Toledo’s hol}^ towers and spues 
arise, 

As from a trembling lake of silvei 
white 

Their mingled shadows intercept 
the sight 

Of the broad burial ground out 
stretch d below. 

And nought disturbs the silence 
of the night, 

All sleeps in sullen shade, or 
silver glow, 

All save the heavy swell of Teio’s 
ceaseless flow 

II 

All save the rushing swell of Teio’s 
tide, 

Or, distant heard, a courser’s 
neigh or tramp , 

Their changing rounds as watchful 
horsemen ride. 

To guard the limits of King 
Roderick’s camp 

For, through the rivers night-fog 
rolling damp, 

Was many a proud pavilion 
dimly seen, 

Which glimmer’d back, against the 
moon’s fair lamp. 

Tissues of silk and silver twisted 
sheen, 

And standards proudly pitch’d, and 
warders arm’d between 

III 

But of their monarch’s person 
keeping ward, 

Since last the deep mouth’d bell 
of vespers toll’d, 

The chosen soldiers of the royal 
guard 


The post beneath the proud 
cathedral hold 

A band unlike their Gothic sires of 
old, 

Who, for the cap of steel and 
iron mace, 

Bear slender darts, and casques 
bedeckt with gold, 

While silver studded belts their 
shoulders grace. 

Where ivory quivers ring in the 
broad falchion s place 

IV 

In the light language of an idle court, 
They murmur’d at their master s 
long delay, 

And held his lengthen d orisons in 
sport 

‘ What > will Don Roderick here 
till morning stay, 

To wear m shrift and prayer the 
night away ? 

And are his hours in such dull 
penance past, 

For fair Florinda’s plunder d charms 
to pay 

Then to the east their wear;> 
eyes they cast. 

And wish’d the lingering dawn would 
glimmer forth at last 

V 

But far within, Toledo’s prelate lent 
An ear of fearful wonder to the 
King, 

, The silver lamp a fitful lustre sent, 
So long that sad confession 
witnessing 

For Roderick told of many a hidden 
thing, 

Such as are lothly utter’d to the air, 

When fear, remorse, and shame 
the bosom wring, 

And guilt his secret burden 
cannot bear, 

And conscience seeks m speech a 
respite from despair 
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VI 

Full on the prelate’s face and silver 
hair 

The stream of failing light was 
feebly roll’d 

But Roderick’s visage, though his 
head was bare, 

Was shadow’d by his hand and 
mantle’s fold 

While of his hidden soul the sins 
he told. 

Proud Alarm’s descendant could 
not brook, 

That mortal man his beanng should 
behold, 

Or boast that he had seen, when 
conscience shook, 

'ear tame a monarch’s brow, remoise 
a warrior s look 

VII 

The old man’s faded cheek wax’d 
yet more pale 

As many a secret sad the king 
bewray’d, 

As sign and glance eked out the 
unfinish’d tale, 

When in the midst his faltering 
whisper staid 

* Thus royal Witiza was slain,’ he 
said , 

* Yet, holy father, deem not it 
was I ’ 

Thus still ambition strives her 
crimes to shade 

‘ Oh ’ rather deem ’twas stern 
necessity , ^ 

lelf preservation bade, and I must 
kill or die 

VIII 

^ And if Florinda’s shrieks alai m’d 
the air, 

If she invoked her absent sire in 
vain, 

And on her knees implored that 
I would spare. 

Yet, reverend priest, thy sentence 
rash refrain 


All is not as it seems, the female train 
Know by their bearing to disguise 
their mood ’ 

But conscience here, as if in high 
disdain. 

Sent to the monarch’s cheek the 
burning blood , 

He stay’d his speech abrupt, and up 
the prelate stood 

IX 

^O harden’ doffspnngofan iron race » 
What of thy crimes, Don 
Roderick, shall I say’ 

What alms, or prayers, or»penance, 
can efface 

Murder's darkspot, wash treason’s 
stain away ’ 

For the foul ravisher how shall I pray. 
Who, scarce repentant, makes his 
crime his boast ^ 

How hope Almighty vengeance 
shall delay, 

Unless in mercy to yon Christian 
host, 

He spare the shepherd, lest the 
guiltless sheep be lost ’ 


Ihen kindled the dark tyrant in 
his mood, 

And to his brow return’d its 
dauntless gloom , 

^ And welcome then,’ he cried, ‘ be 
blood foi blood. 

For treason treachery, for dis- 
honour doom I 

Yet will I know whence come they, 
or by whom 

Show, for thou canst , give forth 
the fated key, 

And guide me, priest, to that 
mysterious room, 

Where, if aught true in old 
tradition be. 

His nation’s future fates a Spanish 
king shall see ’ 
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XI 

‘ III fated prince ' recall the desperate 
word, 

Or pause ere yet the omen thou 
obey > 

Bethink, yon spell bound portal 
would afford 

Never to former monarch 
entrance-way , 

Nor shall it ever ope, old records say, 

Save to a king, the last of all his 
line. 

What time his empire totters to 
decay, 

And treason digs, beneath, her 
fatal mine, 

And, high above, impends avenging 
wrath divine " 
xir 

* Prelate • a monarch’s fate brooks 
no delay , 

Lead on ’ ’ The ponderous key 
the old man took, 

And held the winking lamp, and led 
the way, 

By winding stair, dark aisle, and 
secret nook, 

Then on an ancient gateway bent 
his look , 

And, as the key the desperate 
king essay’d. 

Low mutter’d thunders the 
cathedral shook, 

And twice he stopp’d, and twice 
new effort made, 

Till the huge bolts roll’d back, and the 
loud hinges bray’d 

XIII 

Long, large, and lofty, was that 
vaulted hall, 

Roof, walls, and floor, were all of 
marble stone, 

Of polish’d marble, black as funeral 
pall. 

Carved o’er with signs and char 
acters unknown 

A paly light as of the dawning shone 


Through the sad bounds, but whence 
they could not spy , 

For window to the upper air was 
none , 

Yet by that light Don Roderick 
could descry 

Wonders that ne’er till then were seen 
by mortal e>e. 

XIV 

Grim sentinels, against the upper 
wall, 

Ofmolten bronze, two statues held 
their place , 

Massive their naked limbs, their 
stature tall, 

Their frowning foreheads golden 
circles grace 

Moulded they seem’d for kings of 
giant race, 

That lived and sinn’d before the 
avenging flood , 

Ihis grasp’d a scythe, that rested 
on a mace , 

This spread his wings for flight, 
that pondering stood , 

Each stubborn seem’d and stern, 
immutable of mood 

XV 

Fix’d was the right hand giant’s 
brazen look 

Upon his brother’s glass of shifting 
sand. 

As if its ebb he measured by a book, 

Whose iron volume loaded his 
huge hand , 

In which was wrote of many a fallen 
land, 

Of empires lost, and kings to exile 
driven 

And o’er that pair their names in 
scroll expand — 

‘ Lo, Destiny and Time ♦ to whom 
by Heaven 

The guidance of the earth is for a 
season given ’ 
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XVI 

Even while they read, the sand glass 
wastes away , 

And, as the last and lagging grains 
did creep, 

That right hand giant *gan his club 
upsway, 

As one that startles from a heavy 
sleep 

Full on the upper wall the mace’s 
sweep 

At once descended with the force 
of thunder. 

And hurtling down at once, in 
crumbled heap, 

The marble boundary was rent 
asunder, 

And gave to Roderick s view new 
sights of fear and wonder 

XVII 

For they might spy, beyond that 
mighty breach, 

Realms as of Spain in vision’d 
prospect laid, 

Castles and towers, in due propor- 
tion each, 

As by some skilful artist’s hand 
portray d 

Here, crossed by many a wild 
Sierra’s shade, 

And boundless plains that tire the 
traveller’s eye , 

There, rich with vineyard and with 
olive glade, 

Oi deep embrown’d bj, forests 
huge and high, 

Or wash’d by mighty sti earns, that 
slowly murmur’d by 

XVIII 

And here, as erst upon the antique 
stage. 

Pass’d forth the band of masquers 
trimly led, 

In various forms, and various 
equipage, 

While fitting strains the hearer s 
fancy fed , 


So, to sad Roderick’s eye in order 
spread, 

Successive pageants fill’d that 
mystic scene, 

Showing the fate of battles ere they 
bled, 

And issue of events that had not 
been, 

And, ever and anon, strange sounds 
ueie heard between 
XIX 

First shrill’d an unrepeated female 
shiiek < 

It seemed as if Don Roderick knew 
the call, 

For the bold blood was blanching 
m his cheek 

Then answer’d kettle drum and 
atabal, 

Gong peal and cymbal-clank the ear 
appal. 

The Tecbir war-cry, and the 
Lehe’s yell. 

Ring wildly dissonant alongthe hall 

N eeds not to Roderick their dread 
import tell , 

‘The Moor'’ he cried, 'the Moor' — 
ring out the tocsin bell ' 

XX 

' They come, they come, I see the 
groaning lands 

White with the turbans of each 
Arab horde, 

Swart Zaarah joins her misbelieving 
bands, 

Alla and Mahomet their battle- 
word. 

The choice they yield, the Koran 
or the Sword , 

See how the Christians rush to 
arms amain ' 

In yonder shout the voice of conflict 
roar’d, 

The shadowy hosts are closing 
on the plain — 

Now, God and Saint lago strike, lor 
the good cause of Spam ' 
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XXI 

*’By Heaven, the Moors prevail • 
the Christians yield ’ 

Iheir cowaid leader gives for 
flight the sign * 

1 he sceptred craven mounts to quit 
the field — 

Is not yon steed Orelio ? Yes, *tis 
mine * 

But never was she turn’d from battle- 
line 

Lo < where the recreant spurs o’ei 
stock and stone < 

Ciiises pursue the slave, and wrath 
divine • 

Rivers mgulph him » ^ ‘ Hush,’ m 
shuddering tone, 

The Prelate said , ‘ rash Prince, yon 
Msion’d form’s thine own ’ 

XXII 

Just then, a torrent cross’d the flier’s 
course , 

The dangerous ford the kinglj/ 
Likeness tried , 

But the deep eddies whelm’d both 
man and horse, 

Swept like benighted peasant 
down the tide , 

And the proud Moslemah spiead far 
and wnde, 

As numerous as their native locust 
band , 

Berber and Ismael’s sons the spoils 
divide, 

With naked scimitars mete out 
the land. 

And for the bondsmen base the fiee- 
born natives brand 

XXIII 

Then rose the grated Harem, lo 
enclose 

The loveliest maidens of the 
Christian line, 

Then, menials, to their misbelieving 
foes, 


Castile’s young nobles held for- 
bidden wine , 

Ihen too, the holy cross, salvation’s 
sign. 

By impious hands was from the 
altar thrown. 

And the deep aisles of the polluted 
shrine 

Echo’d, for holy hymn and organ- 
tone, 

The San ton s frantic dance, the Fakir’s 
gibbering moan 

XXIV 

How fares Don Roderick ’ E’en as 
one who spies 

Flames dait their glare o’er mid- 
night’s sable woof, 

And hears around Ins children’s 
piercing cries 

And sees the pale assistants stand 
aloof, 

While cruel conscience brings him 
bitter proof. 

His folly or his crime have caused 
his grief, 

And while above him nods the 
crumbling roof, 

He curses earth and Heaven 
himself m chief — 

Desperate of earthly aid, despairing 
Heav^en’s relief' 

XXV 

That scythe arm d giant turn d his 
fatal glass 

And twilight on the landscape 
closed her wings , 

Far to Asturian hills the wmr sounds 
pass, 

And in their stead rebeck oi 
timbrel rings , 

And to the sound the bell- deck’d 
dancer springs, 

Bazaars resound as when their 
marts are met, 
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flings, 

And on the land as evening 
seem'd to set, 

The Imaum's chant was heard from 
mosque or minaret 

XXVI 

So pass’d that pageant Ere another 
came, 

The \ isionary scene was wrapp d 
in smoke, 

Whose sulph rous wreaths WJ'ere 
cross d by sheets of flame , 

With every flash a bolt explosive 
bi oke, 

Till Roderick deem'd the fiends 
had burst their yoke, 

And waved ’gainst heaven the 
infernal gonfalone * 

For War a new and dreadful Ian 
guage spoke. 

Never by ancient wairior heaid 
or known , 

Lightning and smoke her bieath, and 
thunder was her tone 

XXVII 

From the dim landscape roll the 
clouds away — 

The Christians have legam’d 
their heritage , 

Before the Cross has waned the 
Crescent's ray 

And many a monastery decks the 
stage, 

And lofty church, and low-brow’d 
hermitage 

The land obeys a hermit and a 
knight, — 

The genii those of Spam for many 
an age , 

This clad in sackcloth, that in 
armour bright. 

And that was Valour named, this 
Bigotry was hight 


Valour was harness’d like a chief 
of old, 

Arm’d at all points, and prompt 
for knightly gest , 

His swoid was temper d in the 
Ebro cold, 

Morena’s eagle plume adorn’d 
his crest. 

The spoils of Afric’s lion bound his 
breast 

Fierce he stepp’d forward and 
flung down his gage , 

As if of mortal kind to brav’-e the best 

Him follow’d his companion, dark 
and sage, 

As he, my mastei, sung the dangeious 
Archimage 

XXIX 

Haughty of heait and brow the 
warrior came, 

In look and language proud as 
pioud might be. 

Vaunting his loidship, lineage, 
fights, and fame 

Y et was that barefoot monk moi e 
proud than he 

And as the ivy climbs the tallest tree. 

So round the loftiest soul his toils 
he wound. 

And with his spells subdued the 
fierce and free. 

Till ermined age, and 3.outh in 
arms renown’d, 

Honouring his scourge and hair cloth, 
meekly kiss’d the ground 

XXX 

And thus it chanced that Valour 
peerless knight. 

Who ne’er to king or kaiser 
veil’d his crest, 

Victorious still in bull-feast or in 
fight, 

Since first his limbs with mail he 
did invest, 
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Stoop’d ever to that anchoret’s 
behest , 

Nor reason’d of the right, nor of 
the wrong, 

But at his bidding laid the lance 
in rest, 

And wrought fell deeds the 
troubled world along, 

For he was fierce as brave, and piti 
less as strong 

XXXI 

Oft his proud galleys sought some 
new-found woild, 

That latest sees the sun, or first 
the morn, 

Still at that Wizard s feet their 
spoils he hurl’d— 

Ingots of ore from rich Potosi 
borne, 

Crov,ns bj Caciques, aigrettes by 
Omrahs worn, 

Wrought of rai e gems, but broken, 
lent, and foul, 

Idols of gold from heathen temples 
torn, 

Bedabbled all wuth blood With 
grisly scowl 

The hermit mark’d the stains, and 
smiled beneath his cowl 

XXMl 

1 hen did he bless the offering, and 
bade make 

Tribute to Heaven of gratitude 
and piaise , 

And at his w^ord the choral hymns 
awake, 

And many a hand the silver 
censer sways, 

But, with the incense breath these 
censers raise. 

Mix steams from corpses smoul- 
dering m the fire , 

The groans of prison’d victims mar 
the lays, 


And shrieks of agony confound 
the quire, 

While, ’mid the mingled sounds, the 
darken’d scenes expire 

XXXIII 

Preluding light, were stiains of 
music heard. 

As once again i evolved that 
measured sand, 

Such sounds as when, for syhan 
dance prepared, 

Ga}!^ Xeres summons forth her 
vintage band. 

When for the light bolero ready 
stand 

The mozo blithe, with gay mu 
chacha met, 

He conscious of his broider d cap 
and band, 

She of her netted locks and light 
corsette, 

Each tiptoe perch’d to spring, and 
shake the castanet 

XXXIV 

And well such strains the opening 
scene became , 

For Valour had relax d his ardent 
look. 

And at a lady’s feet, like lion tame, 

Lay stretch d, full loth the weight 
of arms to brook , 

And soften’d Bigotry, upon hisbook 

Patter’d a task of little good or ill 

V But the blithe peasant plied his 
pruning hook. 

Whistled the muleteer o’er vale 
and hill. 

And rung from village-green the 
merr} seguidille 

XXXV 

Grey roy alty , grown impotent of toil, 

I et the grav e sceptre slip his 
lazy hold , 



(Vteton of ®on 


[H 


d, careless, saw his rule become 
the spoil 

3f a loose female and her minion 
bold 

t peace was on the cottage and 
the fold, 

From court intrigue, from bicker- 
ing faction far , 

neath the chestnut-tiee love’s 
tale was told, 

^Lnd to the tinkling of the light 
guitar, 

2 t stoop’d the western sun, sweet 
rose the evening star 

\\\vi 

I that sea-cloud, in size like 
human hand, 

When first from Carmel by the 
Tishbite seen, 

me slowly overshadowing Israel s 
land, 

A. while, perchance, bedeck’d 
with colours sheen, 

hile yet the sunbeams on its 
skirts had been, 

Limning with purple and with 
gold Its shroud, 

li darker folds obscured the blue 
serene, 

And blotted hea\en with one 
broad sable cloud, 

1 sheeted ram burst down, and 
whirlwinds howl’d aloud 

XXXVII 

7en so, upon that peaceful scene 
was pour’d, 

Like gathering clouds, full many 
a foreign band, 

id he, their leader, wore in sheath 
his sword, 

And ofier’d peaceful front and 
open hand, 

sihng the perjured treachery he 
plann’d 


By friendship’s zeal and honour’s 
specious guise, 

Until he won the passes of the land , 

Then burst were honours oath, 
and friendship’s ties ’ 

He clutch’d his vulture grasp, and 
call’d fair Spam his prize 

XXXVIII 

An iron crown his anxious forehead 
bore , 

And well such diadem his heart 
became 

Who ne’er his purpose for remorse 
gave o’er, 

Or check’d his course for piety 
or shame , 

Who, train’d a soMier, deem’d a 
soldier’s fame 

Might flourish in the wreath of 
battles won. 

Though neithci truth nor honour 
deck d his name , 

Who, placed by fortune on a 
monarch’s throne, 

Reck’d not of monarch’s faith, or 
meicy’s kmgl> tone 

XXXIX 


From a rude isle his ruder lineage 
came, 

The spaik that, from a subuib- 
hovel’s hearth 

Ascending, wraps some capital m 
flame. 

Hath not a meaner or more sordid 
birth 

And for the soul that bade him waste 
the eaith, 

The sable land-flood from some 
swamp obscure, 

That poisons the glad husband-field 
with dearth, 

And by destruction bids its fame 
endure, 

Hath not a source more sullen, stag- 
nant, and impure 
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XL 

Before that leader strode a shadowy 
foim , 

Her limbs like mist, her torch like 
meteor show’d 

With which she beckon’d him 
through fight and storm, 

And all he crush’d that cross’d his 
desperate road. 

Nor thought, nor fear’d, nor look’d 
on what he trode 

Realms could not glut his pride, 
blood could not slake. 

So oft as e’er she shook her torch 
abroad — 

It was Ambition bade her terrors 
wake, 

Nor deign’d she, as of yore, a milder 
form to take 

XLI 

No longer now she spurn’d at mean 
levenge, 

Or staid her hand for conquer’d 
foeinan’s moan , 

As when, the fates of aged Rome to 
change. 

By Caesar’s side she cross’d the 
Rubicon 

Nor joy’d she to bestow the spoils 
she w on, 

As when the banded powers of 
Greece were task’d 

To war beneath the youth of Mace- 
don 

No seemly veil her modern mmion 
ask’d. 

He saw ner hideous face, and loved 
the fiend unmask’d 

XLII 

That prelate mark’d his march On 
banners, blazed 

With battles w on in many a distant 
land. 

On eagle standards and on arms he 
gazed , 


‘And hopest thou then,’ he said, 
‘ thy power shall stand 

Oh, thou hast budded on the shifting 
sand. 

And thou hast temper’d it with 
slaughters flood, 

And know, fell scourge m the 
Almighty’s hand, 

Gore-moisten’d trees shall perish 
m the bud, 

And by a bloody death , shall die the 
man of blood ' ’ 

XLIII 

The ruthless leader beckon’d from 
his tram 

A wan fraternal shade, and bade 
him kneel, 

And paled his temples with the 
crown of Spam, 

While trumpets rang, and heralds 
cried, ‘ Castile ' ’ 

Not that he lo\ed him, noi in no 
man s weal, 

Scarce m his own, e’er joy d that 
sullen heart , 

et round that throne he bade his 
warriors wheel 

That the poor puppet might per- 
form his part, 

And be a sceptred slave, at his stern 
beck to stai t 

XLIV 

But on the natives of that land mis 
used, 

Notlongthe silence of amazement 
hung, 

Nor brook’d they long their friendly 
faith abused , 

For, with, a common shriek, the 
general tongue 

Exclaim d, ‘ 1 o arms ’ ’ and fast to 
arms the 3 ^ sprung 

And Valour woke, that genius of 
the land ' 

Pleasure, and ease, and sloth, aside 
he flung, 
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As burst th awakening Nazarite 
his band, 

When ’gainst his treacherous foes he 
clench’d his dreadful hand 

XLV 

That mimic monarch now cast 
anxious eye 

Upon the Satraps that begirt him 
round, 

N ow doff’ d his royal robe in act to fly, 
And from his brow the diadem 
unbound 

So oft, so near, the patriot bugle 
wound. 

From Tank s walls to Bilboa’s 
mountains blown. 

These martial satellites hard labour 
found, 

1 o guard a while his substituted 
throne, 

Light recking of his cause, but battling 
for their own 

XLVI 

From Alpuhara s peak that bugle 
rung, 

And it was echo’d from Corunna's 
wall , 

Stately Seville responsive war shot 
flung, 

Grenada caught it in her Moorish 
hall, 

Galicia bade her children fight or fall, 
Wild Biscay shook his mountain 
coronet, r 

Valencia i oused her at the battle-call, 
And, foremost still where Valour s 
sons are met, 

First started to his gun each fiery 
Miquelet 

XLVII 

But unappaird and burning for the 
fight. 

The invaders march, of victory 
secure , 


Skilful their force to sever or unite. 

And train’d alike to vanquish or 
endure 

Nor skilful less, cheap conquest to 
ensure, 

Discord to breathe, and jealousy 
to sow, 

To quell by boasting, and by bribes 
to lure , 

While nought against them bring 
the unpractised foe, 

Save hearts for Freedom’s cause, and 
hands for Freedom s blow 

XLVIII 

Proudly they march , but, O < they 
march not forth 

By one hot field to crown a brief 
campaign, 

As when their eagles, sweeping 
through the noith. 

Destroy’d at every stoop an 
ancient reign • 

Far other fate had Heaven decreed 
for Spam , 

In vain the steel, m vain the torch 
was plied, 

New patriot armies started from the 
slam, 

High blazed the war, and long, 
and far, and wide. 

And oft the God of battles blest the 
righteous side 

XLIX 

Nor unatoned, where freedom's foes 
prevail. 

Remain’d their savage waste 
With blade and brand, 

By day the invaders ravaged hill 
and dale, 

But, with the darkness, the 
guerilla band 

Came like night's tempest, and 
avenged the land. 

And claim'd for blood tne re- 
tribution due. 
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Probed the hard heart, and lopp’d 
the murd’rous hand , 

And dawn, when o’er the scene 
her beams she threw, 

Midst rums they had made, the spoilers 
corpses knew 

L 

What minstrel verse may sing, or 
tongue may tell, 

Amid the vision’d strife from sea to 
sea, 

How oft the patriot banners rose or 
fell, 

Still honour’d in defeat as vie 
tory t 

For that sad pageant of events 
to be, 

Show’d every form of fight by 
field and flood , 

Slaughter and lum, shouting forth 
their glee. 

Beheld, while riding on the 
tempest scud, 

The waters choked with slam, the earth 
bedrench’d with blood ’ 

LI 

Then Zaragoza — blighted be the 
tongue 

That names thy name without the 
honour due , 

For never hath the harp of minstrel 
rung 

Of faith so fellj’- proved, so firmly 
tiue ' 

Mine, sap, and bomb, thy shatter’d 
rums knew, 

Each art of war s extremity had 
room, 

Twice from thy half sack’d streets 
the foe withdrew. 

And when at length stern fate 
decreed thy doom. 

They won not Zaragoza, but her 
children’s bloody tomb 
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Yet raise thy head, sad city f though 
in chains, 

Enthrall’d thou canst not be * 
Arise, and claim 

Reverence from every heart where 
freedom reigns, 

F or what thou worshippest ' Thy 
sainted dame. 

She of the Column, honour’d be her 
name. 

By all, whate’er their creed, who 
honour love » 

And, like the sacred relics of the flame 

That gave some martyr to the 
bless’d above, 

To eveiy lo^al heart may thy sad 
embers prove f 

LIII 

Nor thine alone such wreck Gerona 
fair * 

Faithful to death thy heroes shall 
be sung, 

Manning the tow^ers while o’er their 
heads the air 

Swait as the smoke from raging 
furnace hung , 

Now thicker daik'ning where the 
mine was sprung, 

Now briefly lighter’d by the 
cannon’s flare, 

Now arch’d with fire-sparks as the 
bomb was flung, 

And redd nmg now with con- 
flagration’s glare, 

While by the fatal light the foes for 
storm prepare 

LIV 

While all around was danger, strife, 
and fear, 

While the earth shook, and dark- 
en’d was the sky, 

And wide destruction stunn’d the 
listening ear, 
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Appall’d the heart, and stupified 
the ey e, 

A^ar \\ as heard that thuce-repeated 

CO, 

In which old Albion’s heart and 
tongue unite, 

Whene’er her soul is up, and pulse 
beats high, 

Whether it hail the wine cup or 
the fight, 

And bid each arm be strong, or bid 
each heart be light 

LV 

Don Roderick turn’d him as the shout 
grew loud 

A \aried scene the changeful 
vision show d 

For, where the ocean mingled with 
the cloud, 

A gallant na’i y stemm’d the 
billows broad 

From mast and stern Saint George’s 
symbol flow’d, 

Blent with the silver cross to 
Scotland dear, 

Mottling the sea then landwaid 
barges row d , 

And flash d the sun on bayonet, 
brand, and spear, 

And the wild beach return’d the sta- 
ir an’sjo\ial cheer 

L\I 

It was a dread >et spirit stirring 
sight ' 

The billows foam d beneath a 
thousand oars , 

Fast as they land the red-cross 
ranks unite, 

Legions on legions bright’ning all 
the shores 

Then Danners rise, and cannon sig 
nal roars, 

Then peals the wailike thunder 
of the drum, 


Thrills the loud fife, the tiumpet 
flourish pours. 

And patriot hopes awake, and 
doubts are dumb, 

For, bold in freedom’s cause, the bands 
of ocean come * 

LVII 

A various host they came, whose 
ranks display 

Each mode in which the warrior 
meets the fight. 

The deep battalion locks its firm 
array, 

And meditates his aim the marks- 
man light , 

Far glance the light of sabres flash- 
ing bright. 

Where mounted squadrons shake 
the echoing mead , 

Lacks not artillery breathing flame 
and night, 

Nor the fleet ordnance whirl’d by 
rapid steed, 

That rivals lightning s flash in ruin and 
in speed 

LVIII 

A various host — fiom kmdied 
realms thej, came, 

Biethren in arms, but rivals in 
1 cnown , 

For > on fair bands shall merry Eng- 
land claim, 

And with their deeds of valour 
deck her crown 

Hers their bold port, and hers their 
martial frown. 

And hers their scorn of death in 
freedom’s cause 

Their eyes of azure, and then locks 
of brow n, 

And the blunt speech that buists 
without a pause. 

And freeborn thoughts, which league 
the soldier with the laws 
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LIX 

And O ’ loved warriors of the Min- 
strel’s land ' 

Yonder youi bonnets nod, 3 our 
tartans wave t 

The rugged form may mark the 
mountain band, 

And harshei features, and a mien 
more grave , 

But ne’er in battle-field throbb’d 
heart so brave, 

As that which beats beneath the 
Scottish plaid , 

And when the pibroch bids the 
battle rave, 

And level for the charge your 
arms are laid, 

Where lives the desperate foe that for 
such onset staid ^ 

LX 

Hark < fi om yon stately ranks what 
laughter rings 

Mingling wild mirth with war’s 
stern minstrels}'-, 

His jest while each blithe comrade 
round him flings, 

And moves to death with military 
glee 

Boast, Erin, boast them * tameless, 
frank, and free. 

In kindness warm, and fierce in 
danger known, 

Rough nature’s children, humorous 
as she 

And He, yon Chieftain— strike the 
proudest tone 

Of thy bold harp, green Isle’ the Hero 
is thine own 

LXI 

Now on the scene Vimeira should be 
shown, 

On Talavera’s fight should Rode- 
rick gaze, 

And hear Corunna wail her battle 
won, 

And see Busaco’s crest with light 
niiig blaze 


But shall fond fable mix with heroes* 
praise ? 

Hath fictions stage for truths 
long triumphs room ’ 

And dare her wild-flow ers mingle 
with the bays. 

That claim a longeternity to bloom 
Around the warrior’s crest, and o’er 
the warrior’s tomb ’ 

LXII 

Or may I give adventurous fancy 
scope, 

And stretch a bold hand to the 
awful veil 

That hides futurity from anxious 
hope, 

Bidding beyond it scenes of glory 
hail, 

And painting Europe lousing at 
the tale 

Of Spain’s mvadeis from her 
confines hurl’d, 

While kindling nations buckle on 
their mail, 

And Fame, with clarion blast and 
wings unfurl’d, 

To freedom and revenge awakes an 
injured world ? 

LXIII 

O vain, though anxious, is the 
glance 1 cast. 

Since fate has mark’d futurity 
her own 

Yet fate resigns to worth the 
glorious past, 

The deeds recorded, and the 
laurels won 

Then, though the vault of destiny 
be gone, 

King, prelate, all the phantasms 
of my brain, 

Melted away like mist-\\ reaths in 
the sun, 

Yet grant for faith, for valour, 
and for Spam, 

One note of pride and fire, a patriots 
parting strain ’ 
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III 

I 

^Who shall command Estrella’s 
mountain-tide 

Back to the source, whentempest- 
chaled, to hie ? 

Who, when Gascogne’s vex’d gulf 
is raging wide, 

Shall hush it as a nurse her 
infant’s cry ? 

His magic power let such vain 
boaster try, 

And when the torrent shall his 
voice obey, 

And Bisca;>’s whirlwinds list his 
lullaby, 

Let him stand forth and bar mine 
eagles way, 

And they shall heed his \ oice, and at 
his bidding stay 

II 

* Else ne er to stoop, till high on 
Lisbon’s towers 

Ihey close then wings, the 
symbol of our yoke, 

And their own sea hath whelm’d 
yon red ct oss powei s ' ’ 

Thus, on the summit of Alverca’s 
rock, 

To marshal, duke, and peer, Gaul’s 
leader spoke 

While downward on the land 
his legions press. 

Before them it was rich with -vine 
and flock, 

And smiled like Eden in her 
summer dress , 

Behind their wasteful march, a 
reeking wilderness 

in 

And shall the boastful chief mam 
tain his word. 

Though Heaven hath heard the 
wailings of the land, 


LIII 


1 hough Lusitania whet her venge- 
ful sword, 

Though Britons arm, and Wel- 
lington command * 

No * grim Busaco’s iron ridge shall 
stand 

An adamantine barrier to his foi te , 

And from its base shall wheel his 
shatter’d band, 

As from the unshaken rock the 
to 1 rent hoarse 

Bens off its broken waves, and seeks 
a devious course 

IV 

Yet not because Alcoba’s mountain 
hawk 

Hath on his best and bravest 
made her food, 

In numbers confident, yon chief 
shall baulk 

His lord s imperial thiist tor spoil 
and blood 

For full in view the promised 
conquest stood. 

And Lisbon’s matrons from then 
walls, might sum 

1 he my 1 lads that had half the w orld 
subdued, 

And hear the distant thunders ot 
the drum, 

That bids the bands of France to storm 
and havoc come 

V 

Four moons have heaid these 
thunders idly roll’d. 

Have seen these wistful myriads 
eye their prey. 

As famish’d wolves survey a guarded 
fold — 

But in the middle path a Lion lay ' 

At length they move — but not to 
battle fray, 

Nor blaze 3-on fires where meets 
the rnanl^ fight , 

Beacons of infamy, they light the 
way 
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Where cowardice and ciuelty | 
unite I 

To damn with double shame their 
Ignominious flight • 

VI 

O triumph for the fiends of lust and 
wrath < 

Ne’er to be told, 5 et ne’er to be 
forgot, 

What wanton horrors maik’d their 
wreckful path • 

The peasant butchei’d in his 
rum d cot, 

The hoary priest even at the altar 
shot, 

Childhood and age given o’er to 
sword and flame, 

Woman to infamy, — no enmeforgot, 

By which inventive demonsmight 
proclaim 

Immortal hate to man, and sconi 
of God s gi cat name ’ 

vii 

The rudest sentinel, in Britain born, 

With hoi ror paused to view the 
havoc done, 

Gave his poor crust to feed some 
wretch foilorn. 

Wiped his stern eye, then fiercer 
grasp’d his gun 

Nor with less zeal shall Biitain’s 
peaceful son 

Exult the debt of sympathy to pay , 

Riches nor poverty the tax shall 
shun, 

Nor prince nor peer, the wealthy 
nor the gay, 

Nor the poor peasant’s mite, nor 
bard s more worthless lay 

VIII 

But thou — unfoughten wilt thou 
yield to fate, 

Mimon of fortune, now miscall’d 
in vain ! 
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Can \antage ground no confidence 
Cl cate, 

Mai Leila’s pass, nor Guarda’s 
mountain-chain ^ 

Vainglorious fugitive* yet turn 
again ' 

Behold, wdiere, named by some 
prophetic seer, 

Flows Honour s Fountain as fore 
doom d the stain 

From thy dishonour’d name and 
aims to clear — 

Fallen child of foitune, turn, ledeeni 
her favour here * 

IK 

Yet, ere thou turn’st, collect each 
distant aid , 

Those chief that never heard 
the lion roar * 

Within whose souls lives not a 
trace portray'd, 

Of Talavera, or Mondego’s shore > 

Marshal each band thou hast, and 
summon more , 

Of wai s fell stratagems exhaust 
the wdiole , 

Rank upon rank, squadron on 
squadi on pour 

Legion on legion on thy foeman 
roll, 

And weary out Ins arm , thou cansi 
not quell his soul 

X 

O \ ainly gleams w ith steel Agueda’ 
shore, 

Vainly thy squadrons hide As 
suava’s plain. 

And front the flying thunders s 
they roai. 

With frantic charge and tenfol 
odds, m vain * 

And what a\ails thee that, f 
Cameron slain, 

Wild from his plaided lanks tl 
yell was given ^ 

1 Sc I*uenteb dHouoro 
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[III 


Vengeance and grief gave mountain- 
lage the rein, 

And, at the bloody spear-point 
headlong driven, 

Thy despot’s giant guards fled like 
the rack of heaven 

XI 

Go, baffled boaster, teach th> 
haughty mood 

To plead at thine imperious 
master s throne , 

Say, thou hast left his legions in 
then blood, 

Deceived his hopes, and frustrated 
thine own , 

Say, that thme utmost skill and 
valour shown. 

By British skill and valour were 
outvied , 

Last say, thy conqueror was Wel- 
lington ' 

And if he chafe, be his own 
foitune tried — 

God and our cause to friend, the 
venture weTl abide 

XII 

But you, ye heroes of that well- 
fought day, 

How shall a bard*, unknowing 
and unknown, 

His meed to each victorious leader 

pay, 

Oi bind on eveiy brow the laurels 
won? * 

Yet fain my harp would wake its 
boldest tone, 

O erthe wide sea to hail Cadogan 
brave , 

And he, perchance, the minstrcl- 
note might own. 

Mindful of meeting brief that 
fortune gave 

’Mid yon far western isles that hear 
the Atlantic rave 


XIII 

Yes > hard the task, when Britons 
wield the sword. 

To give each chief and every field 
Its fame 

Hark > Albuera thundei s Bei estord, 

And red Barosa shouts foi daunt 
less Graeme ’ 

O for a verse of tumult and of flame, 

Bold as the bursting of then 
cannon sound, 

To bid the world re echo to their 
fame ’ 

For never upon gor^ battle-ground 
With conquest’s well bought wreath 
were braver victois crown d ’ 

XIV 

O who shall grudge him Albuera s 
hays, 

Who brought a race regenerate 
to the field, 

Roused them to emulate their 
fathers’ praise, 

Temper’d their headlong rage, 
their courage steel d, 

And raised fair Lusitania s fallen 
shield, 

And gave new edge to Lusitania’s 
sword, 

And taught her sons forgotten aims 
to wield ' 

Shwer d my harp, and burst its 
every chord, 

If it forget thy worth, victorious 
Beresford * 

XV 

Not on that bloody field ot battle 
won, 

Though Gaul s proud legions 
roll d like mist away, 

Was half his self devoted valour 
shown , 

He gaged but life on that illus- 
trious day , 
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But when he toil’d those squadrons 
to array, 

Who fought like Britons in the 
bloody game, 

Sharper than Polish pike or assagay, 

He braved the shafts of censure 
and of shame, 

And, dearer far than life, he pledged 
a soldier’s fame 

XVI 

Nor be his praise o’erpast who 
strove to hide 

Beneath the warrior’s vest affec- 
tion’s wound, 

Whose wish Heaven for his countr3r’s 
weal denied , 

Danger and fate he sought, but 
gloiy found 

From clime to clime, where’er war’s 
trumpets sound. 

The wanderer went, yet, Cale- 
donia, still 

Tbine was his thought in maich and 
tented ground , 

He dream d ’mid Alpine chfts of 
Athole’s hill, 

And heard in Ebio’s loar his Lyn 
doch’s loveh nil 

XVII 

O hero of a race renown’d of old, 

Whose war-cr^ oft has waked 
the battle sw ell. 


Since first distinguish’d in the onset 
bold. 

Wild sounding when the Roman 
rampart fell ’ 

By Wallace’ side it rung the 
Southron’s knell, 

Alderne, Kilsythe, and Tibber, 
own’d its fame, 

Tummell’s rude pass can of its 
terrors tell, 

But ne’er from prouder field aro';e 
the name, 

Than when wild Ronda learn’d the 
conquering shout of Grseine * 

XVill 

But all too long, through seas un- 
known and dark, 

(With Spenser’s parable Jh close 
my tale) 

By shoal and rock hath steer’d my 
venturous bark, 

And landwai d now I drive before 
the gale * 

And now the blue and distant shore 
1 hail, 

And nearer now I sec the port 
expand, 

And now I gladly furl my weai y sail 

And as the prow" light touches 
on the strand, 

I stiike m3 led cross flag and bind 
m3 skiff to land 


END OF THE \ ISION OF DON RODERlCk 
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Quid dignum racmorare tuts, Hispania, terns. 
Vox humana \alet* — C laudi vn 


The poem is founded upon a Spanish 
tradition particularly detailed in the fol 
lowing Notes, but bearing in general that Don 
Roderick, the last Gothic King ot Spam, 
when the Invasion of the Moors was im 
pending, had the temerity to descend into 
an ancient vault near Toledo, the opening ot 
which had been denounced as fatal to the 
Spanish Monarchy The legend adds that his 
rash curiosity was mortified by an emblem 
atical representation of those Saracens who 
in the year 714, defeated him in battle, and 
reduced Spam under their dominion I ha\ t 

f (resumed to prolong the vision of the re\o 
utions of Spam down to the present eventful 
crisis of the Peninsula, and to dnide it, by 
a supposed change of scene, into three periods 
The first of these represents the Invasion ot 
the Moors the defeat and death of Roderick 
and closes with the peaceful occupation ot 
the country by the victors The second 
period embraces the state of the Peninsula, 
when the conquests of the Spaniards and 
Portuguese m the East and West Indies had 
raised to the highest pitch the renown of 
their arms,— sullied, however by superstition 
and cruelty An allusion to the inhumanities 
of the Inquisition terminates this picture 
The last part of the poem opens with the 
state of Spam previous to the unparalleled 
treacheiy of Bonaparte, gives a sketch pf 
the usurpation attempted upon that unsus 
picious and friendly kingdom, and terminates 


with the arrival of the British succours It 
may bt farther proper to mention that the 
object of the poem is less to commemorate 
or detail particular incidents than to exhibit 
a general and impressive picture of the 
several periods brought upon the stage 
I am too sensible ot the respect due to the 
public, especially by one who has already 
expei lenced more than ordinary indulgence, 
to offer any apology for the inferiority of the 
poetry to the subject it ib chieflv designed 
to commemorate "Vet I think it proper to 
mention that while I was hastily executing 
a work, written foi a temporary purpose, 
and on passing events, the task was most 
cruelly interrupted by the successive deaths 
of Lord President Blair, and Lord Viscount 
M( Iville In those distinguished characters 
I had not only to regret persons whose lives 
were most important to Scotland, but also 
whose notice and patronage honoured m> en 
trance upon active life , and, I may add with 
melancholy piidc, who permitted my more 
advanced ag< to claim no common share in 
their friendship Under such interruptions 
the preceding verses which my bvst and 
happiest efforts must have left far unworthy 
ot their theme, have, I am myself sensible, 
an appearance of negligence and incoherence 
which m other circumstances I might have 
been able to remove 

Edinburgh, 24, iSn 


NOTES 


Note I 

Cattraeih^s gletis with voice of 
triumph rung‘s 

And mystic Merhn harp''d^ andgi ey-hair'd 
Llywarch sungt-J 2 tjpi 
This locality may startle those readers 
who do not recollect that much of the ancient 


poetry preserved in Wales refers less to the 
history of the Pnncipahty to which that 
name is now limited than to events which 
happened in the noith west of England, and 
south west of Scotland, where the Britons for 
a long time made a stand against the Saxons 
1 he battle of Cattraeth, lamented by the 
celebrated Aneunn, is supposed, by the 
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learned Dr Leyden, to have been fought on 
the skirts of Ettnck Forest It is known to 
the English reader by the paraphrase of 
Gray, beginning, 

Had I but the torrent s might 

With headlong rat,e and wild affright d.c 

But it IS not so generally known that the 
champions mourned in this beautiful dirge, 
were the British inhabitants of Edinburgh, 
who were cut off by the Saxons of Deina, or 
Northumberland, about the Utter part of the 
sixth century — ^Turner s History of the 
Anglo Saxons^ edition 1799, vol 1 p 222 
Llywarch, the celebrated bard and monarch 
was Prince of Argood, in Cumberland, and 
his youthful exploits were performed upon 
the Border, although in his age he was driven 
into Powys by the successes of the Anglo 
Saxons As for Merlin Wyllt, or the Savage, 
his name of Caledonia, and his retreat into 
the Caledonian wood, appropriate him to 
Scotland Ford an dedicates the thirty first 
chapter of the third book of his Scoto 
Chronicon, to a narration of the death of this 
celebrated bard and prophet near Drumelzier, 
a Milage upon Tweed, which is suMosed to 
ha\e derixed its name (quasi Xunittlus 
Merhnt) from the event The particular 
spot in which he is buried is still shown, and 
appears, flora the following quotation, to 
nave partaken of his prophetic qualities — 
‘ There is one thing remarkable here, which 
IS, that the burn called Pausayl runs by the 
east side of this churchyard into the Tweed, 
at the side of which burn a little below the 
churchyard, the famous prophet Merlin is 
said to be buried The particular place of 
his grave, at the root of a thorn tree, was 
shown me, many jears ago, by the old and 
reverend minister of the place Mr Richard 
Brown , and here was the old prophecy ful 
filled, delivered in Scots rhyme, to this 
purpose — 

‘ When Tweed and Pausayl meet at Merlin s grave 

Scotland and England sliall one Monarch ha>e 

‘ For, the same day that our King James 
the Sixth was crowned King of England, the 
river Tweed, by an extraordinary flood, so 
far overflowed its banks, that it met and 
joined with the Pausayl at the said grave, 
which was never before observed to tail out ’ 
— Pennycuick’s Description of Iweeddale 
Edin 1715, IV p 26 


Note II 

Mtnehmords haunted spring — P 592 

\ belief m the existence and nocturnal 
re\els of the fairies still lingers among the 
vulgar m Selkirksl ire A copious fountain 
upon the ridge of Minchmore called the 
Cheesewell is supposed to be sacred to these 
fanciful spirits, and it was customary to 
propitiate them by throwing m something 


upon passing it A pm was the usual 
oblation , and the ceremony is still some- 
times practised, though rather m jest than 
earnest 


Note III 

the rude villager^ his labour done^ 

In verse spontaneous chants some favour'd 
name — P e;92 

The flexibility of the Italian and Spanish 
languages, and perhaps the liveliness of their 
genius, renders these countries distinguished 
lor the talent of improvisation, which is 
found ev en among the lowest of the people 
Itis mentioned by Baretti andother travellers 


Note IV 

Kindling at the deeds of Gt cente 

— P 592 

Over a name sacred for ages to heroic 
verse, a poet maj be allowed to exercise 
some power I have used the freedom, here 
and elsewhere, to alter the orthography of 
the name ot my gallant countryman, in 
order to apprize the Southern reader of its 
legitimate sound — Grahame being, on the 
other side of the Tweed, usually pronounced 
as a diss} liable 


Noie V 

IVhatf will Don Roderick here till 
nioi nm(r stav, 

To wear in shrift and prayer the ntghi 
aaoay > 

And a>c his hours in such dull penance 
past, 

For fair Florinda's plu^ider d charms to 
pay>—? 593 

Almost all the Spanish historians, as well 
as the voiec of tradition, ascribe the inv asion 
ot the Moors to the forcible violation com 
mitted by Roderick upon Florinda called 
by the Moors Caba or Cava She was the 
daughter of Count Julian, one of the Gothic 
monarch’s principal lieutenants, who, when 
th(? crime was perpetrated, was engaged in 
the defence of Ceuta against the Moors In 
his indignation at the ingratitude of his 
sovereign, and the dishonour of his daughter, 
Count Julian forgot the duties of a Christian 
and a patriot, and, forming an alliance with 
Musa, then the Caliph s lieutenant in Africa, 
he countenanced the invasion of Spam by 
a body of Saracens and Africans, commanded 
by the celebrated Tank , the issue of which 
was the defeat and death of Roderick, and 
the occupation of almost the whole peninsula 
by the Moors Voltaire m his General 
History, expt esses his doubts of this popular 
story, and Gibbon gives him some counten 
ance, but the universal tradition is quite 

X s 
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sufficient for the purposes of poetry The 
Spaniards, in detestation of Florinda s 
memory, are said, by Cer\ antes, ne\cr to 
bestow that nane upon any human female, 
reserving^ it for their dogs Nor is the 
tradition less inveterate among the Moors, 
since the same author mentions a promon tor) 
on the coast of Barbara, called ‘The Cape 
of the Caba Rumia which in our tongue, is 
the Cape of the W icked Christian Woman , 
and it IS a tradition among the Moors, that 
Caba, the daughter of Count Julian, who was 
the cause of the loss of Spain, lus buried 
there, and they Ihtnk it ominous to be forced 
into that bay , for they never go in otherwise 
than b> necessit} ’ 


Note VI 

And guide priest^ to that mysterious 
1 oo?n, 

Where^ tf an^hf irue in old tradition be^ 
HiS nation'' s future fates a Spanish king 
shall see — P 594 

The transition of an incident fiom history 
to tradition, and from tradition to fable and 
romance, becominq^ more mar\ ellous at each 
step from its original simplicitj, is not ill 
exemplified in the account of the ‘Fated 
Chamber’ of Don Roderick, as given by his 
namesake, the historian of Toledo, contrasted 
with subsequent and moreiomantic accounts 
of the sami subterranean discovery I giv e 
the Archbishop of Toledo’s tale in the words 
of Nonius, who seems to intimate (though 
very modestly) that fatale palaitum oi 
winch so much had In on said, was onl> the 
rums of a Roman amphitheatre 

‘Extra muros septentnonem versus, ves 
ligia magni olun theatn sparsa visuntui 
Auctor cst Rodericus Toletanus Archiepis- 
copus ante Arabum in Hispanias irruptionem, 
htc fatale palaiium fuisse , quod mv icti v ectes 
aoterna fern robora claudebant, ne reseratum 
Hispaniae excidmm adferret , quod in fatis 
non vulgus solum, sed et prudt ntissimi quique 
credebant Sed Rodent i ultimi Gotnorum 
Regis aniraum infelix curiositas subiit, scicndi 
quid sub tot vetitis claustns observarttur , 
xngentes ibi superiorum regum opes et 
arcanos thtsauros servari ratus Seras 
pessulos perfnngi curat, invitis omnibus, 
nihil praeter arculara repertum, et in ea 
Imteum, quo explicato novae et insolentes 
hominum facies habitusque apparuere cum 
inscnptione Latma, hispaniae excidtum 
ab ilia genie immtnere, Vultus habitusque 
Maurorum erant Quamobrem ex Africa 
tantam cladem instare regi caetensque per 
suasum, nec falso ut Hispaniae annales 
etiamnum queruntur * — Htspama Ludomc 
Nonijy cap lix 

But, about the term of the expulsion of 
the Moors from Grenada, we find, m the 
Historia Verdadeyra del JRey Don Rod 
rigo^ a (pretended) translation from the 


Arabic of the sage Alcayde Abulcacim 1 arif 
Abentanque, a legend w hich puts to shame 
the modesty of the historian Roderick, with 
hib chest and prophetic picture The custom 
of ascribing a pretended Moorish original 
to these legendary histones, is ridiculed bj 
C ervantes, who affects totranslatethe History 
of the Knight of the Woful Figure from the 
Aiabic of the sage Cid Hamet Bencngeli 
As I have been indebted to the Historia 
I erdadevra for some of the imagery ein 
ployed in the text, the following literal 
translation from the work itself may gratify 
the inquisitive reader — 

‘ One mile on the east side of the city of 
Toledo, among some rocks, was situated an 
ancient tower, of a magnificent structure 
though much dilapidated by tune, which 
consumes all four estadoes (i e four times 
a man s hught) below it, there was a cave 
w ith a V ery narrow entrance, and a gate cut 
out of the solid rock, lined with a strong 
covering of iron, and fastened with many 
locks , above the gate some Greek letters 
are engraved, whicli although abbreviated, 
and of doubtful meaning, were thus inter 
preted, according to the exposition of learned 
men — “The King who opens this cave, and 
can discover the wonders will discover both 
good and evil things ’’ Many Kings desired 
to know the mystery of this tower, and 
sought to find out the manner with much 
care , but when they opened the gate, such 
a tremendous noise arose m the cave, that it 
appeared as d the earth was bursting, many 
ot those present sickened with fear, and others 
lost their lives In order to prevent such 
great penis (as they supposed a dangerous 
enchantment was contained within), the> 
secured tht gate w ith new locks, concluding 
that, though a King was destined to open it 
the fated tune was not yet arrived At last 
King Don Rodrigo, led on by his ev il fortune 
and unlucky dt stiny, opt ned the tower , and 
some bold attendants whom he had brought 
with him, entered, although agitated with 
fear Having proceeded a good way, thev 
fled back to the entrance, U rrified with 
a frightful vision which they had beheld 
[ Ihe King was greatly moved, and ordered 
many torches, so contrived that the tempest 
in the cave could not extinguish them, to be 
lighted Then the King entei ed, not without 
fear, before all the others They discovered, 
by degrees, a splendid hall, apparently built 
in a very sumptuous manner, in the middle 
stood a Bronze Statue of very ferocious 
appearance, which held a battle axe m its 
hands With this hestruckthefloorv lolently, 
giv ing it such heavy blows that the noise in 
the cave was occasioned by the motion of 
the air Ihe King, greatly affrighted and 
astonished, began to conjure this terrible 
vision, promising that he would return with 
out doing any injury m the cave, after he 
had obtained a sight of what was contained 
in It The statue ceased to strike the floor, 
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and the King, with his followers, some'fthat 
assured, and recovering their couiage, pro 
ceeded into the hall , and on the left of the 
statue they found this inscription on the wall, 

“ Unfortunate King, thou hast entered here 
m e\il hour ’* On the right side of the wall 
these words were inscribed, “By stiange 
nations thou shalt be dispossessed, and thy 
subjects foully degraded ’ On the shoulders 
of the statue other words were written, which 
said, “ I call upon the Arabs '* And upon his 
breast was wrtten, ‘ I do my oflSce * At 
the entrance of the hall there was placed 
a round bowl, from which a great noise, like 
the fall of waters, proceeded They found 
no other thing in the hall and when the 
King, sorrowlul and greatly affected, had 
scarcely turned about to lea\e the cavern, 
the statue again commenced its accustomed 
blows upon the floor After they had 
mutually promised to conceal what they had 
seen, they again closed the tower, and 
blocked up the gate of the cavern with earth, 
that no memory might lemain m the world 
of such a portentous and cmI boding prodigy 
The ensuing midnight they heard great ci tes 
and clamour from the cai e, resounding like 
the noise of battle, and the ground shaking 
with a tremendous roar , the w hole edifice of 
the old tower fell to the ground, by which 
they were greatly affrighted, the vision which 
they had bdield appearing to them as a dream 
‘The King having left the tower, ordered 
wise men to explain what the inscriptions 
signified , and having consulted upon and 
studied their meanmg, they dedaied that 
the statue of bronze, with the motion which 
it made with its battle axe, signified Time , 
and that its office, alluded to in tlie inscription 
on its breast, was, that he ne\ er rests a single 
moment The words on the shoulders, ‘ I call 

upon the Arabs,” they expounded that, m 
time. Spam w ould be conquered by the Arabs 
The words upon the kft wall signified the 
destruction of King Rodrigo , those on the 
right, the dreadful calamities which were to 
fall upon the Spaniards and Goths, and that 
the unfortunate King would be dispossessed 
of all his states Finally, the letters on the 
portal indicated, that good would betide to 
the conquerors, and e\ il to the conquered, of 
which expenenceproved the truth '—Hts/orta 
Verdadeyra del Rey Don Rodrtgo Quinta 
impression Madrid, 1654, iv p 53 


Note VII 

Xhd Tecbir war-cry^ and the Lehdsyelf 
— P 596 

The Tecbir (den\ed from the words Alla 
acbar^ God is most mighty) was the original 
war-cry of the Saracens It is celebrated by 
Hughes in the Siege of Damascus — 

We heard the Tecbir so these Arabs call 
Their shout of onset when with loud appeal 
They challenge Heaven as if demanding conquest 
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The Lelie^ well known to the Christians 
dunng the crusades, is the shout of Alla ilia 
Allay the Mahomedan confebsion of faith 
It IS twice used m poetry by my friend 
Mr W Stewart Rose, in the romance of 
Partenopex, and in the Crusade of St Lewis. 


Note VIII 

By Heavenly ihe Moons frevatU the Chi is 
iians yield f 

Them couoard leader g^ives for Jlig-hi ihe 
sign f 

The sceptred craven mounts to ouit the 
feld- 

Is 7 totyon steed Orelto ^—YeSy '‘tismine f 
— P 597 

Count Julian, the father of the injured 
Florinda, with the connivance and assistance 
of Oppas, Archbishop of Toledo invited, in 
713, the Saracens into Spam A considerable 
army armed under the command of Tank, 
or Tanf, who bequeathed the well known 
name of Gibraltar {jGibt,l al Tariky or the 
mountain of Tank) to the place of his landing 
He was joined by Count Julian, ravaged 
Andalusia, and took Seville In 714 the}’ 
returned with a still greater force, and 
Roderick marched into Andalusia at tli« 
head of a great army, to give them battle 
The field w as chosen near Xeres and Marian 
giv cs the follow ing account of the action 

‘ Both armies being drawn up, the King 
according to the custom of the Gothic king 
when they went to batth, appeared m ai 
ivory chariot, clothed m cloth of gold 
encouraging his men, Tanf, on the othe 
side, did the same The armies, thus prf 
pared, waited only foi the signal to fall on 
the Goths gave the charge, their drums an 
trumpets sounding, and the Moors receive 
It with the noise o? kettle drums Such wer 
the shouts and cries on both sides, th 
the mountains and valleys seemed toinee 
First, they began with slings, darts, javelin 
and lances, then came to the sw ords , 1 Ion 
time the battle was dubious , but the Mooi 
seemed to hav e the worbt, till D Oppas, tl 
g.rchbishop, having to that time conceale 
his treachery, in the heat of the figl t, w ii 
a great body of his followers went over t 
the infidels He joined Count Julian, wi 
whom was a great number of Goths, ar 
both together fell upon the flank of 01 
army Our men, terrified w ith that unpar 
leled treachery, and tired with fighting, cou 
no longer sustain that charge, but w ereeasi 
put to flight The King performed the p 
not only of a wise general, but of a resolu 
soldier, relieving the weakest, bringing 
fresh men m place of those that were tire 
and stopping those that turned their bad 
At length, seeing no hopes left, he alight 
out of hib chariot for fear of being taki 
and mounting on a horse called Orelia, 
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\\ithdrew out of the battle The Goths, uho 
sttll stood, missing him, were most pait put 
to the sword, the rest betook, themsehes to 
flight The camp was immediately entered, 
and the baggage taken W hat number was 
killed was not known I suppose they were 
so many it was hard to count them , for this 
single battle lobbed Spam of all its glory, 
and m it perished the renowned name of the 
Goths Ihe king's horse, upper garment, 
and buskins, covered w ith pearls and precious 
stones were found on the bank of the river 
Guadehte and there being no news of him 
afterwards, it w^as supposed he was drowned 
passing the river — MARIANAS Htsiory of 
Spain^ book vi chap 9 
Oreha, the courser of Don Roderick 
mentioned in the text, and in the above 
quotation was celebrated for her speed and 
form She is mentioned repeatedly in 
Spanish romance, and also by Cervantes 


Note IX 

When for ihe hsfht boht o ready stands 
The tnoso bhtlie^ wiih g-ay mtichacha met 
— P «599 

The bolero is a very light and active dance, 
much practised bv the Spaniards in which 
cistinets arc always used Moso and 
muchacha are equivalent to our phrase of 
lad and lass 


Note X 

VI' hih if umpeU i an^, and hef aids cf ted 
‘ Castile f ’ — P 601 

The heralds, at the coronation of a Spanish 
monarch, proclaim his name three times, 
and repeat three times the word Castilla^ 
Castilla^ Castilla , winch, with all other 
ceremonies, was carefully copied in the mock 
inauguration of Joseph Bonaparte 


Note XI 

High biased ihe "var^ and longy and far^ 
and wide —V 602 

Those who were disposed to believe that 
mere v irtue and energy are able of themselv es 
to work forth the siUvation of an oppressed 
people, surprised in a moment of confidence, 
deprived of their officers, armies, and for 
tresses, who had every means of resistance 
to seek in the very moment when they were 
to be made use of and whom the numerous 
treasons among the higher orders depr v ed 
of confidence in their natural leaders, — those 
who entertained this enthusiastic but delusive 
opinion maybe pardoned for expressing their 
disappointment at the protracted warfare m 


the Peninsula There are however, another 
class of persons, who, having themselves the 
highest dread or veneration, or something 
allied to both, for the power of the modern 
Attila, will nevertheless give the heroical 
Spaniards little or no credit for the long, 
stubborn, and unsubdued resistance of three 
jears to a power before whom their former 
well prepared well armed, and numerous 
advirsancs fell in the course of as manj 
months While these gentlemen plead for 
deference to Bonaparte, and crave 

Respect for hts f>reit phee -uid bid the devil 

Be duly honour d for nis burning, throne 

it may not be altogether unreasonable to 
claim some modification of censure upon 
those who have been long and to a great 
extent successfully resisting this great enemy 
of mankind That the energy of Spam has 
not uniformly been directed by conduct 
equal to its vigour, has been too obvious, 
that her armies, under their complicated 
disadvantages, have shared the fate of such 
as were defeated after taking the field 
with everv possible advantage of arms and 
discipline, IS surely not to be wondered at 
But that a nation, under the circumstances of 
repeated discomfiture, internal treason, and 
the mismanagement incident to a temporary 
and hastily adopted government, should 
have wasted, by its stubborn, uniform, and 
prolonged resistance, my riads after myriads 
of those soldiers vv ho had overrun the world 
—that some of its provinces should, like 
Ciahcia after being abandoned by their 
allies, and overrun oy their enemies, have 
recovered their freedom by thur own unas 
sisted ex( rtions , that otlu is, like Catalonia, 
undismayed by the treason whith betrayed 
some fortresses, and the force whieh subdued 
others should not only have continued their 
resistance, but have attained over their 
victorious enemy a superiont}, which is even 
novy enabling the m to be&icge and retake 
the places of strength which had been 
wrested from them, is a tali hitherto untold 
m the revolutionary wai To say that such 
a people cannot be subdued, would be 
presumption similar to that of those who 
protested that Spam could not defend herself 
for a year, or Portugal for a month, but 
that a resistance which has been continued 
ffir so long a space w hen the usurper, except 
during the shortlived Austrian campaign, 
had no other enemies on the continent, 
should be now less successful, when repeated 
defeats have broken the reputation of the 
French armies, and when they are likely 
(it would seem almost in desperation) to 
seek occupation elsew here, is a prophecy as 
improbable as ungracious And while we 
are m the humour of sev erely censuring our 
allies, gallant and devoted as they have 
shown themselves m the cause of national 
liberty, because they may not instantly adopt 
those measures which we m oar wisdom 
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may deem essential to success, it might 
be well if we endeavoured first to reserve 
the previous questions, — First, Whether we 
do not at this moment know much less of the 
Spanish armies than those of Portugal, which 
were so promptly condemned as totally in 
adequate to assist in the preservation of their 
countiy ? Second, Whether, independently of 
any right we have to offer more than advice 
and assistance to our independent allies, we 
can expect that they should renounce entirely 
the national pride, w hich is inseparable from 
patriotism, and at once condescend not only 
to be sav ed by our assistance, but to be saved 
in our own way ^ Third, Wnether, if it bean 
object (as undoubtedly it is a mam one) 
that the Spanish troops should be trained 
under British discipline, to the flexibility of 
movement, and power of rapid concert and 
combination, which is essential to modem 
war— such a consummation is likely to be 
produced by abusing them in newspapers 
and periodical publications’ Lastly, since 
the undoubted authority of British officers 
makes us now acquainted with part of the 
horrors that attend invasion, ana which the 
providence of God, the valour of our navy, 
and perhaps the very efforts of these Span 
lards, ha\ e hitherto diverted from us, it may 
be modestly questioned whether we ought to 
be too forward to estimate and condemn the 
feeling of temporary stupefaction which they 
create , lest, in so doing, we should resemble 
the worthy clergyman who, while he had 
himself never snutfed a candle with his fingers, 
was disposed se\ erely to criticise the conduct 
of a martyr, who winced a little among his 
flames 


Note XII 

T/tay won not Zaragosa^ hut her children's 
bloody iomb — P 603 

The interesting account of Mr Vaughan 
has made most readers acquainted with the 
first siege of Zaragoza ^ The last and fatal 
siege of that gauant and devoted city is 
detailed with great eloquence and precision 
in the ‘ Edinburgh Annual Register ’ for 1809, 
— a work in which the affairs of Spam have 
been treated of with attention corresponding 
to their deep interest, and to the peculiar 
sources of information open to the historian 
The following are a few brief extracts from 
this splendid historical narrative — 

‘A breach was soon made in the mud 
walls, and then, as in the former siege, the 
war was carried on in the streets and houses , 
but the French had been taught by experience, 
that in this species of warfare the Zaragozans 
derived a superiority from the feeling and 
principle which inspired them, and the cause 
for which they fought The only means of 
conquering Zaragoza was to destroy it house 


1 See Narratne of the Siege of Zaragoza, by 
Richard Charles Vaughan Esq , 1S09 


by house, and street by street , and upon this 
system of destruction they proceeded. Three 
companies of miners, ana eight companies of 
sappers, earned on this subterraneous war , 
the Spaniards, it is said, attempted to oppose 
them by countermines , these were operations 
to which they were wholly unused, and, 
according to the French statement, their 
miners were every day discovered and suffo^ 
cated Meantime, the bombardment was 
incessantly kept up “Within the last forty- 
eight hours,” said Palafox m a letter to his 
friend General Doyle, “6000 shells have 
been thrown in Two thirds of the town are 
m rums, but we shall perish under the rums 
of the remaining third rather than surrender 
In the course of the siege, above 17,000 
bombs were thrown at the town , the stock 
of powder with which Zaragoza had been 
stored was exhausted , they had none at last 
but what they manufactured day by day 
and no other cannon balls than those vvhicl 
were shot into the town, and which the} 
collected and fired back upon the enemy ’ 

In the midst of these horrors and pnvations 
the pestilence broke out m Zaragoza T( 
various causes, enumerated by the annalist 
he adds, ‘scantiness of food, crowded quai 
ters, unusual exertion of body, anxiety o 
mind, and the impossibility of recruiting thei 
exhausted strength by needful rest, in a cit 
which was almost incessantly bombarded 
and where every hour their sleep was broke 
by the tremendous explosion of mines Thet 
was now no respite, either by day or nigh 
for this devoted city , even the natural ord« 
of light and darkness was destroyed 1 
Zaragoza , by day it was involved in a re 
sulphureous atmosphere of smoke, which hi 
the face of heaven, by night, the fire 1 
cannons and mortars, and the flames 
burning houses, kept it m a state of terril 
illumination 

‘When once the pestilence had begun, 
was impossible to check its progress, or co 
fine it to one quarter of the city Hospita 
were immediately established, — there we 
above thirty of them , as soon as one w 
destroyed by the bombardment, the patier 
were removed to another, and thus t 
infection w as carried to every part of Zai 
'l^oza. Famine aggravated the evil , the c 
had probably not been sufficiently provid 
at the commencement of the siege, and 
the provisions which it contained, much v 
destroyed m the daily ruin which the mii 
and bombs effected Had the Zaragoz 
and their garrison proceeded accormng 
military rules, they would have surrendei 
before the end of January, their battei 
had then been demolishedf, there w ere O] 
breaches m many parts of their weak w a 
and the enemy were already within the c 
On the 30th, above sixty houses were bk 
up, and the French obtained possession 
the monasteries of the Augustines and ) 
Monicas, which adjoined each other, tw( 
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the last defensible places left The enemy 
forced their into the church every 

column, ercry chapel, e\ery altar, became 
1 point of defence, which was rcpeate(ll> 
attached, taken and retaken , the pa\ement 
was co\eied with blood, the aisles and body 
ot the church strewed with the dead, who 
w ere trampled under foot by the combatants 
In the midst of this conflict the roof, 
shattered by repeated bombs, fell m , the 
few who were not ciushed, after a short 
pause, which this tremendous shock, and 
their own unexpected escape, occasioned, 
renewed tin fip:ht with rekindled fury fresh 
parties of the enemy poured in , monks, and 
citizens, and soldiers, came to the defence, 
and the contest was continued upon the 
rums, and the bodies of the dead and the 
dying * 

Yet, setenteen days after sustaining these 
extremities, did the heroic inhabitants of 
Zaragoza continue their defence, nor did 
they then surrender until their despair had 
extracted from the French generals a capitu 
lation, more honourable than has been 
granted to fortresses of the first order 

Who shall \ enture to refuse the Zaragozans 
the eulogium conferred upon them by the 
eloquence of Wordsw orth • — ‘ Most gloriously 
ha\e the citizens of Zaragoza proved that the 
true army of Spain, m a contest of this 
nature is the whole people The same city 
has also exemplified a melancholy, 'yea, 
a dismal truth,—} et consolatory and full of 
JO} , — that when a people are called suddenly 
to light for their liberty, and arc sorely 
pressed upon, their best field of battle is the 
floors upon which their children have played , 
the chambers where the family of each man 
has slept (his ow n or his neighbours) , upon 
or under the roofs by which they ha\e been 
sheltered , in the gardens of their recreation , 
in the street, or m the market place , before 
the altars of their temples, and among their 
congregated dwellings, blazing or uprooted 

‘ fhe government of Spam must never 
forget Zaragoza for a moment Nothing is 
wanting to produce the same effects e>cry- 
where but a leading mind, such as that city 
was blessed with Tn the latter contest this 
has been proved , for Zaragoza contained, at 
that time, bodies of men from almost all 
parts of Spam The narrative of those 
two sieges should be the manual of every 
Spaniard He may add to it the ancient 
sitones of Numantia and Saguntum , let him 
sleep upon the book as a pillow, and, if he 
be a devout adherent to the religion of his 
country, let him wear it in his bosom for his 
crucifix to rest upon ’ — ORDSWORTH f/te 
Convention of Ctnir a 


Note XIII 

the vault of destiny — P 60S 

Before finally dismissing the enchanted 
cavern of Don Rodenck, it may be noticed 


that the legend occurs m one of Calderon s 
plays, entitled, La Virgin del Sagrario 
The scene opens with the noise of the chase 
and Recisundo, a predecessor ot Rod«-nck 
upon theGothicthrone, enters pursuing astag 
The animal assumes the form of a man and 
defii s the king to enter the cave, which forms 
the bottom ot the scene, and engage with him 
in single combat The king accepts the chal 
Itnge, and they engage accordingly, but 
without advant ige on cither side, which m 
duces the Gen e to inform Recisundo, that 
he IS not the monarch for w horn the adv enture 
of the enchanted cav ern is reser\ eel, and he 
proceeds to predict the dow nfall of the Gothic 
monarchy, and of the Christian leligion, 
which shall attend the discovery ot its 
mysteries Recisundo, appalled by these 
lophecics, orders the cavern to be secured 
y a gate and bolts of iron In the second 
part of the same play, we are informed that 
Don Roderick had removed the barrier, and 
transgressed the prohibition of his ancestor, 
and had been apprized by the prodigies which 
he discov ered of the approaching ruin of his 
kingdom 


Note XIV 

While downward on the land his legions 
^fe<fs, 

Before them it was rich with vine and flocks 

And smiled like Eden in her summer 
dress 

Behind their wasteful marchy a reeking 
wilderness —V 606 

I have \ entured to apply to the movements 
of the. French army that sublime passage m 
the prophecies ot Joel, which seems applicable 
to tnem m more respects than that I have 
adopted in the text One would think their 
ravages, their military appointments, tht 
terror which they spread among invaded 
nations their military discipline their arts of 
political intrigue and deceit, were distinctly 
pointed out in the following verses of Scrip- 
ture — 

‘ 2 A day of darknesseand of gloommessc, 
a day ot clouds and of thick oarknesse, as 
the morning spread upon the mountains 
a great people and a strong, there hath not 
been ever the like, neither shall be any more 
after 1 1, e\ en to th e } eares of m any generations 
3 A fire devoureth before them, and behind 
them a flame burneth the land is as the 
garden of Eden before them, and behinde them 
a desolate wilderness, }ea, and nothing shall 
escape them 4 The appearance of them is as 
the appearance of horses and as horsemen so 
shall they runne Like the noise of chariots 

on the tops of mountains, shall they leap, 
like the noise of a flame of fire that devoureth 
the stubble, as a strong people set in battel 
array 6 Before their face shall the people be 
muen pained, all faces shall gather blacknesse 
7 They shall run like mighty men, they shall 
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climb the wall like men of 'warre, and they 
shall march every one in his wayes, and they 
shall not break their ranks 8 Neither shall 
one thrust another, they shall ^\alk everyone 
m his path and when they fall upon the 
sviord, they shall not be wounded 9 They 
shall run to and fio in the citie, they shall 
run upon the wall, the) shall climbe up upon 
the houses thej shall enter in at the windows 
like a thief 10 The earth shall uuake before 
them, the hea\tns shall tremble the sunne 
and the moon shall be dark, and the starres 
shall withdraw their shining ’ 

In \erse 20th also, which announces the 
retreat of the northein arm;), described in 
such dreadful colours, into a ‘land barren 
and desolate ’ and the dishonour with which 
God afflicted them for ha\ing ‘magnified 
themsthes to do great things,’ there are 
particulars not inapplicable to the letreat of 
Massena , — Dnine Providence having, m all 
ages, attached disgrace as the natural punish 
mtnt of cruelt} and presumption 


Note XV 

TVie rudest senii't el^ in Britain horn^ 

Withhorr or paused to "view thehavoedone^ 
Gave his pool cr ust to feed some iLreich fo> 

lorn —P 007 

Even the unexampled gallantry of the 
Biitish aimy m the campaign of i8io-ii, 
although they never fought but to conquer 
will do them less honour in liistory than their 
humanit), attentive to soften to the utmost 
of their power the hoirors which war m its 
mildest aspect must alvva}s inflict upon the 
defenceless inhabitants ot the countiy in 
which it IS waged, and which, on this occasion, 
were tenfold augmented by the barbarous 
cruelties of the French Soup kitchens wcie 
«. stablisheci by subscription among the officers, 
wherever the troops were quartered for any 
length of time 1 hecominissarics conti ibutcd 
the heads feet, c^c of the cattle slaughtered 
for the soldiLry iice, vegetables, and bread, 
where it could be bad wore purchased by 
the officers Fifty or sixty starving peasants 
were daily fed at one of these regimental 
establishments, and cirncd home the relics 
to their famished households Ihe emaciated 
wretches who could not crawl fiom weakness, 
w ere speedily employed in pruning then vines 
While pursuing Massena, the soldiers evinced 
the same spirit of humanity, and m many 
instances when reduced themselves to short 
allow ance from having out marched their 
supplies, they shared their pittance with the 
starving inhabitants, who had ventured back 
to view the rums of their habitations, burnt by 
the retreating enemy, and to bury the bodies of 
their relations vv horn they had butchered Is 
it possible to know such facts without feeling 
a sort of confidence, that those who so well 
deserv e victory are most likely to attain it ^ 
— It IS not the least of Lord Wellington’s 


militar) merits, that the slightest dispositioa 
towards marauding meets immediate punish- 
ment Independently of all moral obligation, 
the army which is most orderly m a fnendiy’’ 
country, has always prov ed most formidable 
to an armed enemy 


Note XVI 

\ ainglorious fugitive f — P 607 

The Fiench conducted this memorable 
retreatw ith much of the fanfarronade^XG^^T 
to their country, by which they attempt to 
impose upon others, and perhaps on them- 
selves, a belief that they are triumphing in 
the very moment of their discomfiture On 
the 30th March, ibii their rear guard was 
overtaken near Pega by the British cavmliy 
Being well posted, and conceiving themselves 
safe from infantry (who were indeed tniny 
miles in the rear), and from artillery, they 
indulged themselv^es in parading their bands 
of music, and actually performed ‘ God save 
the King * Their minstrelsy was, how ever, 
deranged by the undesired accompaniment 
of the British horse artillery, on whose part xn 
the concert they had not calculated The 
surprise was sudden, and the rout complete , 
for the artillery and cavalry did execution 
upon them for about four miles, pursuing at 
the gallop as often as they got beyond the 
range of the guns 


Noie XVII 

Vainly thy squadrons hide A.ssuavd's 
piain^ 

Andfi out the flying thundef sas they roa^^ 

H lihfi antic charge atid tenfold odds^ zn 
vain f—V 607 

In the seveie action of Fuentes d’ Honor©, 
upon May iSii, the giand mass ot the 
1‘unch cavalry attacked the right of the 
British position covered by two guns of 
the horse artillery, and two squadrons of 
cavalry Alter suffeiing considerably fiom 
the fire of the guns, wh ch annoyed them xn 
cv^cry attempt at formation the enemy turned 
their wrath entiicly tow ards them, distributed 
brandy among their troopers, and advanced 
to can y the field pieces with the desperation 
of drunken lury They werem novvisechecked 
by the heavy loss which they sustained xn 
this daring attempt but closed, and fairly 
mingled with the British cavalry, to wlioir 
they bore the proportion of ten to one Cap 
tain Ramsay (let me be pei mitted to nami 
a gallant countryman), who commanded the 
two guns, dismissed them at the gallop, anc 
putting himself at the head of the mountei 
artillerymen, ordered them to fall upon thi 
French, sabre m hand This very unexpectei 
conversion of artillerymen into dragoom 
contributed greatly to the defeat of the enem 
already disconcerted by the reception the 
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had met from the two British squadrons , 
and the appearance of some small reinforce 
ments notwithstanding the immense dispro 
portion of force, put them to absolute rout 
A colonel or major of their cavalry, and 
inan> prisoners (almost all intoxicated), re 
jn'unea in our possession Those who con 
sidcr for a moment the difference of the 
services, and how much an artilleryman is 
necessarily and naturally led to identify his 
own safety and utility with abiding by the 
tremendous implement of war, to the exercise 
of which he is chiefly, if not exclusively, 
trained, will know how to estimate the 
presence of mind which commanded so bold 
a manoeuvre, and the steadiness and con 
fidence with which it was executed 


Note XVIII 

Uf/iai avails ihee that^ for Carnet on 
slam 

Wild from his piatded ranks the yell was 
given ^ — P 607 

The gallant Colonel Cameron was wounded 
mortally during the desperate contest in the 
streets of thev illage called Fuentesd’Honoro 
He fell at the head of his native Highlanders, 
the 71st and 79th, who raised a dreadful 
shriek of grief and rage They chirgcd, 
with 11 resistible fury, the finest body of 
French grenadiers ever seen, being a part 
of Bonaparte <=• selected guard The ofticci 
who led the French, a man remaikablc for 
stature and symmetry, was killed on the 
spot ihe Frenehmau who stepped out of 
ms rank to take aim at Colonel Cameion 
was also bayont ted, pu reed w ith a thousand 
wounds and almost torn to pieces by tht 
furious Highlanders, w ho, under the command 
of Colonel Cadogan, bore the em my out of 
the contested ground at the point of the 
bayonet Massena pays my countrymen 
a singular compliment in his account of the 
attacK and defence of this village, in which 
he says the British lost many officers, and 
Scotch 

Note XIX 

O who shall gi udge him Alhuerds baySy 

Who brought a race regeneratetoibejield^ 
Roused them to emuMte their fathers' 

praisCy 

Temper'd their headlong rage, iJmr 
courage steel'd. 

And raised fair Lusitania s fallen shield 
— P 608 

Nothing during the war of Portugal seems, 
to a distinct observer, more deserving of 
praise, than the self devotion of Field Mar 
shal Beresford, who was contented to 


undertake all the hazard of obloquy which 
might have been founded upon any mis 
carriage m the highly important experiment 
of training the Portuguese troops to an im 
proved state of discipline In exposing his 
military reputation to the censure of impru 
dence from the most moderate, and all manner 
of unutterable calumnies from the ignorant 
and malignant, he placed at stake the dearest 
pledge w hich a military man had to offer, and 
nothing but the deepest conviction of the 
high and essential importance attached to 
succei.s can be supposed an adequate motive 
How great the chance of miscarriage was 
supposed, may be estimated fiom the general 
opinion of officers of unauestioned talents 
and experience, possessed of every oppor 
tunity of information , how completely the 
experiment has succeeded, and how much the 
spirit and patriotism of our ancient allies 
had been underrated, is evident, not only 
from those victories in which they have borne 
a distinguished share, but from the liberal 
and highly honourable manner m which these 
opinions nave been retracted The success 
of this plan, with all its important conse- 
quences, w e ow e to the indefatigable exertions 
of Field Alarshal Beresford 


Note XX 

a race renown' d of old. 

Whose war cry oft has waked the battle swell 

the conquei mg shout of Grceme 

— P 609 

This stanza alludes to the various achieve 
ments of the w irlike fvmily of Gia,me, or 
Grahamc They are said, by tradition, to 
havediscended fiom the Scottish chief, under 
w hose command his country me n stormed the 
wall built by the Emperor Severus between 
the Filths of Foith and Clyde, the fiagments 
of which arc still popul irly calk d Gi ernes 
Dyke Sir Tolm tin Gi emc, ‘tin hardy 
wight, and wise is well known as the friend 
of Sir William Wallace Aide me Kilsythe, 
and X ibbi rmuir, wt re scent s of the victories 
of the heroic Marquis of Montrose The 

E ass of Killiecrankie is famous for the action 
etween King William’s forces and the High 
landers m 1089, 

yv here glad Dundee in famt hu-'zis expired 

It is seldom that one line can number so 
many heroes, and yet more rare when it can 
appeal to the glory of a liv mg descendant m 
support of its ancient renown 

Tne allusions to the private history and 
character of General Grahame may be 
illustrated by referring to the eloquent and 
affecting speech of Mr Sheridan, upon the 
y ote of thanks to the Victor of Barosa 


A POEM 


‘Though Valois braved young Edvi ard’s gentle hand. 

And Albert rush’d on Henry’s way worn band, 

V ith Europe’s chosen sons, in arms reno'wii’d, 

Yet not on Vere’s bold archers long the> look’d, 

Nor 4udlej ’s squires nor Mowbray s yeomen brook’d, — 
They saw their standard fall, and left their monarch bound ’ 

Akenside 


TO 

HER GRACE 

THE DUCHESS OF WELLINGTON, 

PRINCESS OP WATERLOO, 

THE FOLLOWING VERSES 
iRE MOST RESPECIFULLY INSCRIBED 
BY 

THE AUTHOR 


It may be some apology for the imperfections of this poem, that it was composed 
hastily, and during a short tour upon the Continent, when the Authors labours were 
liable to frequent interruption, but its best apology is, that it was wnttni for the 
purpose of assisting the Waterloo Subscription 

Abbotsford, 1815 


i 

F \iR Brussels, thou art far behind, 
Though, lingering on the morning 
wind, 

We yet may hear the hour 
Peal’d over orchard and canal. 

With voice prolong’d and measured 
fall, 

From proud Saint Michael’s 
tower , 


Thy wood, dark boigmes, holds us 
now. 

Where the tall beeches’ glossy bough 
For many a league around, 
Withbirchand darksome oakbetween, 
Spreads deep and far a pathless screen 
Of tangled forest ground 
Stems planted close by stems defy 
The adventurous foot — the curious eye 
For access seeks in vain , 

X 5 
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And the brown tapestiy of leaves, 
Strew d on the blighted ground, 

1 eceives 

Nor sun, nor an, noi ram 
No opening glade dawns on oui wa>, 
No stieamlet, glancing to the lay 
Oui woodland path has ciossM , 
And the straight causeway which we 
tread 

Prolongs a line of dull arcade, 

Unvar^ ingthroughthe unvaried shade 
Until m distance lost 

II 

A brighter, li\ elier scene succeeds , 

I n groups the scattei mg u ood recedes. 
Hedge-rows, and huts, and sunny 
meads 

And corn fields glance between , 
The peasant, at his labour blithe, 

Plies the hook d stall and shorten’d 
scy the 

But when these eais wcie green, 
Placed close within destruction’s 
Scope, 

I Lill little was tint lustit’s hope 
1 heir ripening to have seen » 
And, lo a hamlet \nd its lane — 

Let not the gazci with disdain 
1 hen arehitcctui c view , 

For y^'cndei rude ungracctul shrine 
And dispiopoition’d spue arc thine, 
Immoitil Waterloo ’ 

III 

Fear not the heat though full and 
high 

The sun has scorch’d the autumn sky , 
And seal ce a forest straggler now'' 

To shade us spieads a greenwood 
bough , 

These fields have seen a hotter day 
Than e’er was fired by sunny i ay 
Yet one mile on — ^yon shatter d hedge 
Crests the soft hill whose long smooth 
ridge 

Looks on the field below, 


And sinks so gently on the dale, 

That not the folds of Beauty s \eil 
In casiei curves can flow 
Briel space from thence the ground 
again, 

Ascending slowly from the plain, 
Foims an opposing screen, 
Which with Its ciest of upland ground 
Shuts the horizon all aiound 
The soften’d vale between 
Slopes smooth and fair for courser’s 
tread , — 

Not the most timid maid reed diead 
lo give her snow w^hite palfrey head 
On that wide stubble ground , 
Nor w ood, nor tree, nor bush is there, 
Pier couise to intercept or scare, 

Nor fosse noi fence is found, 
Sav'’e wheie, from out her shatter’d 
bowers. 

Rise Hougomont’s dismantled towers 

i\ 

Now, see’st thou aught in this lone 
scene 

Can tell of that which late hath been ^ — 
A sti anger might repl\, 

‘ The bare extent of stubble plain 
Seems lately’' lighten d of its giain, 
And yonder sable tracks icm un 
Marks of the peas int s pondci ous wain, 
Wiien haiv^est home wis nigh 
On these bioad spots of tiamplcd 
gi ound, 

Pci chance the rustics danced such 
1 ound 

As lenicrs loved to diaw, 

And wheie the eaith seems scorch'd 
by flame, 

To dress the homely feast they came. 
And toil'd the kercl lef d village dame 
Around her fire of straw ’ 


So deem’st thou , so each mortal deems, 
Of that which isfrom that which seems 
But other harv est here, 



of O^o^trfoo, 


621 


Than that which peasant’s scythe 
demands, 

Was gather’d in by sterner hands, 
With bayonet, blade, and spear 
No vulgar crop was theirs to reap, 

No stinted harvest thin and cheap ’ 
Heroes before each fatal sweep 
Fell thick as ripen’d grain , 

And ere the darkening of the day. 
Piled high as autumn shocks, there lay 
The ghastly harvest of the fi ay, 

The corpses of the slain 

VI 

Ay, look again that line, so black 
And trampled, marks the bivouac , 
Yon deep graved ruts the artillery s 
track, 

So often lost and won , 

And close beside, the harden’d mud 
Still shows where, fetlock-deep in 
blood. 

The fierce dragoon through battle’s 
flood 

Dash d the hot war horse on 
These spots of excavation tell 
The ravage of the bursting shell , 

And feel’st thou not the tainted steam, 
That reeks against the sultry beam, 
From yonder trenched mound? 
The pestilential fumes declare 
That Carnage has replenish’d there 
Her garner house profound 

VII 

Far other harvest home and feast. 
Than claims the boor from sc3-thc 
released, 

On these scorch’d fields were 
known ! 

Death hover’d o’er the maddeningrout, 
And, in the thrilling battle shout. 
Sent for the bloody banquet out 
A summons of his own 
Through rolling smoke the Demon s 
eye 

Could well each destined guest espy. 
Well could his ear in ecstasy 
Distinguish every tone 


That fill’d the chorus of the fray — 
From cannon roar and trumpet bray', 
From charging squadrons’ wild hurra, 
Fiom the wild clang that mark’d their 
wa> — 

Down to the dying groan 
And the last sob of life’s decay 

When breath was all but flown 

VllI 

Feast on, stern foe of mortal life, 
Feast on > but think not that a strife, 
With such promiscuous carnage nfe, 
Protracted space may last , 

The deadly tug of wai at length 
Must limits find in human strength. 
And cease when these are past 
Vain hope • that morn’s overclouded 
sun 

Heard the wild shout of fight begun 
Ere he attain’d his height. 

And through the war smoke, volumed 
high, 

Still peals that unremitted cry, 

Though now he stoops to night 
For ten long hours of doubt and dread, 
Fresh succours from the extended head 
Of either lull the contest fed , 

Still down the slope they drew, 
The charge of columns paused not, 
Nor ceased the storm of shell and shot , 
For all that war could do 
Of skill and force \\ as proved that da}^ 
And turn’d not yet the doubtful fray 
On bloodj” Wateiloo 

Pale Brussels ’ then what thoughts 
were thine, 

When ceaseless from the distant line 
Continued thunders came * 

Each burgher held his breath to hear 
These forerunners of havoc near, 

Of rapine and of flame 
What ghastly sights were thine to 
meet, 

When rolling through thy stately 
street, 
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The wounded sliow’d then mangled 
plight 

In token of the unfinish d fight, 

And from each anguish laden w am 
The blood-drops laid thy dust like rain ' 
How often in the distant drum 
Heard’st thou the fell Invadci come, 
While Rum, shouting to his band, 
Shook high hei torch and goiy 
brand ' — 

Cheer thee, fair City ’ From > on stand, 
Impatient still his outsti etch’d hand 
Points to his pi cy m vain, 

While maddening in his eagei mood. 
And all unwont to be withstood, 

He fires the fight again 


* On f on * ’ was still his stern evciaim , 
^Coiilront the battery. ’s jaw s of flame ^ 
Rush on the Ie\ ell d gun ^ 

My steel chd cuirassiers, advance ’ 
Fach Hulan forwaid with his lance * 
My Guard, my Chosen, charge for 
Fiance, 

France and Napoleon » ^ 

Loud answer’d then acclaiming shout, 
Greeting the mandate which sent out 
Then bravest and their best to dare 
The fate then leader shunn’d to shaie 
But Hf, Ills countiy’s sword andshicld, 
Still in the battle front i eveal d 
Where danger fiei cest swept the field, 
Came like a beam of light , 

In action prompt, in sentence brief, 
‘Soldiers, stand fiim,’ exclaim’d Jhe 
Chief, 

‘ England shall tell the fight » ’ 

XI 

On came the whiilwind, like the last 
But fiercest sweep of tempest-blast — 
On came the whirlwind • steel gleams 
broke 

Like lightning through the rolling 
smoke , 

The war was waked anew , 


Three hundred cannon mouths roar’d 
loud. 

And from their throats, with flash and 
cloud, 

Their showcis of iron threw 
Beneath then fire, in full career, 

Rush d on the pondeious cuirassiei 
Hie lancer couch’d his luthless spear, 
And huirj-ing as to havoc near, 

The cohoits eagles flew 
In one dark toircnt, bioad and strong, 
Ihe adcancing onset roll’d along, 
Foith harbinger d by fierce acclaim, 
That, from the shroud ot smoke and 
flame. 

Peal’d wildly the imperial name 

\ii 

But on the British heart were lost 
The terrors of the charging host , 

For not an eye the storm that view’d 
Changed its proud glance of fortitude, 
Nor was one forward footstep staid. 
As diopp’d the dying and the dead 
Fast as their ranks the thunders teai , 
Fast they renew’d each serried square, 
And on the w^ounded and the slam 
Closed then diminish’d files again, 
lill from their line, scarce spears* 
lengths three, 

Emci ging Irom the smoke they see 
Helmet, and plume, and panoply, 
Then waked their fiic at once ' 
Each musketeer s revolving knell 
As fast, as regularly fell, 

As when they practise to display 
Their discipline on festal day , 

Then down went helm and lance ^ 
Down were the eagle banners sent, 
Down reeling steeds and riders went, 
Corslets were pierced, and pennons 
rent, 

And, to augment the fray, 

Wheel d full against their staggering 
flanks, 

The English horsemen’s foaming ranks 
Forced their resistless way 
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Then to the musket-knell succeeds 
The clash ofswords, the neigh of steeds , 
As plies the smith his clanging trade. 
Against the cuirass rang the blade , 
And while amid their close array 
The well served cannon rent their 
way, 

And while amid their scatter’d band 
Raged the fierce rider’s bloody brand, 
Recoil’d in common lOut and fear 
Lancer and guard and cuirassier, 
Horsemen and foot, a mingled host, 
Their leaders fall n, their standards lost 

XIII 

Then, Wellington, thy piercing eye 
This crisis caught of destiny , 

The British host had stood 
That morn ’gainst charge of sword 
and lance 

As their own ocean-rocks hold stance. 
But when thy voice had said, ‘Ad- 
vance ’ ’ 

They were their ocean’s flood 
O thou, whose inauspicious aim 
Hath wrought thy host this hour of 
shame, 

Think’st thou thy bioken bands will 
bide 

The terrors of yon rushing tide ^ 

Or will thy Chosen brook to feel 
The British shock of levell d steel, 

Or dost thou turn thine eye 
Where coming squadrons gleam afar. 
And fresher thunders wake the war, 
And other standards fly^ 

Think not that in yon columns, file 
Thy conquering troops from Distant 
Dyle — 

Is Blucher yet unknown ? 

Or dwells not m thy memory still, 
(Heard frequent in thine hour of ill) 
What notes of hate and vengeance 
thrill 

In Prussia’s trumpet tone ? 

What yet remains ? shall it be thine 
To head the relics of thy line 


In one dread effort more ? 

The Roman lore thy leisure loved. 
And thou canst tell what fortu ne proved 
That Chieftain, who, of yore, 
Ambition’s dizzy paths essay’d. 

And with the gladiators’ aid 
For empire enterpnsed 
He stood the cast his rashness play’d, 
Left not the victims he had made, 
Dug his red grave with his own blade 
And on the field he lost was laid, 
Abhorr’d — but not despised 

XIV 

But if revolves thy fainter thought 
On safety, howsoever bought, 

Then turn thy fearful rein and ride. 
Though twice ten thousand men have 
died 

On this eventful day, 

To gild the military fame 
Which thou, for life, in traffic tame 
Wilt barter thus away 
Shall future ages tell this tale 
Of inconsistence faint and fraiD 
And art thou he of Lodi’s bridge, 
Marengo s field, and Wagrani’s ridge * 
Or is thy soul like mountain-tide. 
That, swell d by winter storm and 
shower, 

Rolls down in turbulence of power, 

A torrent fierce and wide. 

Reft of these aids, a rill obscuie. 
Shrinking unnoticed, mean and poor, 
Whose channel shows displac’d 
The wrecks of its impetuous couise. 
But not one symptom of the force 
By which these wrecks wer< 
made ^ 

XV 

Spur on thy way I since now thine ea 
Has brook’d thy veterans wishtoheai 
Who as thy flight they eyed, 
Exclaim’d, while tears of anguish came 
Wrung forth by pride, and rage, an 
shame, 

* O that he had but died ' * 
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But yet, to sum this hour of ill, 

I ook, ere thou Icavest the fatal hill, 
Back on yon broken ranks 
Upon whose wild confusion gleams 
The moon, as on the troubled streams 
When rivers break their banks, 
And, to the ruin’d peasant’s eye, 
Objects half seen roll swiftly by, 
Down the dread current hurl’d 
So mingle banner, wain, and gun, 
Where the tumultuous flight rolls on 
Of warriors, who, when morn begun, 
Defied a banded world 

\vi 

List ^ frequent to the hurrying rout 
The stern pursuers’ \engeful shout 
Tells that upon their broken rear 
Rages the Prussian’s bloody spear 
So fell a shnek was none, 

When Beresina s icy flood 
Redden’d and thaw’d with flame and 
blood, 

And, pressing on thy desperate way, 
Raised oft and long their wild hun a, 
The children of the Don 
Thine ear no yell of horror cleft 
So ominous, when, all bereft 
Of aid, the valiant Polack left — 

Ay, left by thee — found soldier’s grave 
In Leipsic’s corpse encumber’d wa\.e 
Fate, in those various penis past, 
Reserved thee still some future cast , 
On the diead die thou now hast 
thi own, 

Hangs not a single field alone, 

Nor one campaign , thy maitial fame, 
Thy empire, dynasty, and name, 
Have felt the final stroke , 

And now, o’er thy devoted head 
The last stern vial s wrath is shed, 
The last dread seal is broke 

XVII 

Since live thou wilt, refuse not now 
Before these demagogues to bow, 


Late objects of thy scorn and hate. 
Who shall thy once imperial fate 
Make wordy theme of vain debate 
Or shall we say thou stoop’st less low 
In seeking refuge from the foe 
Agai nst whose heart, in prosperous life, 
Thine hand hath ever held the knife 'Z 
Such homage hath been paid 
By Roman and by Grecian voice, 

And there were honour in the choice, 
If it were freely made 
Then safely come m one so low, 

So lost, we cannot own a foe , 
Though dear experience bid us end 
In thee we ne’er can hail a friend 
Come, howsoe’er but do not hide 
Close m thy heart that germ of pride, 
Erewhile, by gifted bard espied, 

That ‘ yet imperial hope ’ , 

Think not that for a fresh rebound, 

To raise ambition fiom the ground, 
We yield thee means or scope 
In safety come but ne’ei again 
Hold type of independent reign , 

No islet calls thee lord, 

We leave thee no confederate band, 
No symbol of thy lost command, 

1 0 be a dagger in the hand 

Fiom which wc wrench’d the 
sword 

XVIII 

Yet e\cn in yon sequester’d spot 
May worthier conquest be thy’- lot 
Than yet thy life has known , 
Conquest, unbought by blood or harm, 
1 hat needs nor foreign aid nor arm, 

A triumph all thmc own 
Such waits thee when thou shalt 
control 

Those passions wild, that stubborn 
soul, 

That marr’d thy prosperous scene 
Hear this from no unmoved heart, 
Which sighs, comparing what thou art 
With what thou might’st have 
been ’ 
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XIX 

Thou, too, whose deeds of fame 
renew'd 

Bankrupt a nation's gratitude, 

To thine own noble heart must owe 
More than the meed she can bestow 
For not a people’s just acclaim, 

Not the full hail of Europe’s fame, 
rhy Prince’s smiles, thy State’s decree. 
The ducal rank, the gar^-e*- d knee, — 
Not these such pure delight afford 
As that, when hanging up thy sword, 
Well may’st thou think, ‘ This honest 
steel 

Was ever drawn foi public weal , 
And, such was rightful Heaven’s 
decree, 

Ne’er sheathed unless with victory ’ ’ 

XX 

Look forth once more with soften’d 
heart, 

Ere from the field of fame we part , 
Triumph and son ow border near. 
And joy oft melts into a tear 
Alas > what links of love that morn 
Has w^ar s rude hand asunder toin ' 
For ne’er was field so sternly fought, 
And ne’er was conquest dearer bought 
Here piled in common slaughter sleep 
Those w hom affection long shall weep 
Here rests the sire, that ne’er shall 
strain 

His orphans to his heart again , 

The son, whom on his native shore 
The pal ent’s voice shall bless no more , 
The bridegroom, who has hardly 
press’d 

His blushing consort to his breast , 
The husband, whom through many a 
year 

Long love and mutual faith endear 
Thou canst not name one tender tie, 
But here dissolved its relics he » 

O • when thou see'st some mourner s 
veil 

Shroud her thin form and visage pale , 


Ormark’st the matron’s bursting tears 
Stream when the stncken drum she 
hears, 

Oi see’st how manlier grief, sup- 
press’d, 

Is labouring in a father’s breast, — 
With no enquiry vain pursue 
The cause, but think on Waterloo ' 

XXI 

Period of honour as of woes, 
Whatbnght careers twas thine to closed 
Mark’d on thy roll of blood what names 
To Briton’s memory, and to Fame’s, 
Laid there their last immortal claims ’ 
Thou saw’st m seas of gore expire 
Redoubted Picton’s soul of fire, 
Saw’st in the mingled carnage lie 
All that of Ponsonby could die, 

De Lancey change Love’s bridal 
wreath 

For laurels from the hand of Death, 
Saw’st gallant Miller’s failing eye 
Still bent where Albion’s banners fly 
And Cameron in the shock of steel 
Die like the offspring of Lochiel , 

And geiiei ous Gordon ’mid the strife 
Fall while he watch’d his leader’s life 
Ah ’ though her guardian angel’s shieh 
Fenced Britain’s hero through thefield 
Fate not the less her power mad 
known, 

Through his friends’ heaits to pierc 
his own t 

WII 

Forgive, brave Dead, the imperfect laj 
Who may your names, your number 
say? 

What high strung harp, what lofty lin 
To each the dear-eain’d praise assig 
From high born chiefs of martial fan 
To the poor soldier’s lowlier name ? 
Lightly ye rose that dawning day, 
From your cold couch of swamp ai 
clay, 

To fill, before the sun was low. 

The bed that morning cannot know 
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Ott may the tear the green sod steep, 
And sacred be the heroes’ sleep, 

Till time shall cease to run , 

And ne^er beside their noble grave, 
Ma^’’ Buton pass and fail to cra\e 
A blessing on the fallen brave 

Who fought with Wellington < 

\xiii 

Farewell, sad Field ' whose blighted 
face 

Wears desolation’s witheiing trace, 
Long shall my memory letam 
Thy shatter’d huts and trampled gi am, 
With every maik of maitial wiong. 
That scathe th^ towers, fan Hougo- 
mont • 

Yet though thy gulden’s green arcade 
The marksman’s fatal post was made, 
Though on thy shatter d beeches fell 
The blended lagc of shot and shell. 
Though fiom thy blacken’d poitals 
torn, 

Their fall thy blighted fiuit-tiecs 
mom n, 

Has not such havoc brought a name 
Immortal m the 1 oils of fame 
Yes, Agmeourt may be foigot, 

And Cressy be an unknown spot, 

And Blenheim’s name be new , 
But still in story and in song, 

Foi many an age remember’d long, 
Shall live the towers of Hougomont, 
And field of Wateiloo 


Stern tide of human lime* that 
know’st not rest. 

But, sweeping from the cradle to 
the tomb, 

BeaFst ever downward on thy dusky 
breast 

Successive generations to their 
doom, 

While thy capacious stream. has 
equal room ' 


Foi the gay bark wheie pleasuies 
streamers spoit, 

And for the prison-ship of guilt 
and gloom, 

The fisher skiff, and baige thatbeais 
a couit. 

Still watting onward ill to one daik 
silent port , — 

Stern tide of 1 ime * through what 
mysterious change 

Of hope and fear have oui fiailbaiks 
been driven * 

For nc ei bcfoie, vicissitude so 
strange 

Was to one race ot Adam’s otfbprmg 
given 

And sure such vaiied change of sea 
and heav’^en 

Such unexpected bursts of joy and 
w oe, 

Such fearful strife as that where we 
have striven, 

Succeeding ages ne’er again shall 
know, 

Until the awful term when thou shalt 
cease to flow * 

Well hast thou stood, my Couiitiy* 
the bi avc fight 

Hast well miintiin’d thiough good 
report and ill , 

In thy just cause and in thy native 
might, 

And in Heaven’s grace and justice 
constant still , 

Whether the banded piowess, 
strength, and skill 

Of half the world against thee stood 
array’d, 

Or when, with better views and freer 
will, 

Beside thee Europe’s noblest drew 
the blade, 

Each emulous m arms the Ocean 
Queen to aid 
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Well art thou now repaid , though 
slowly rose 

And struggled long with mists thy 
blaze of fame, 

While like the dawn that in the orient 
glows 

On the broad wave its earlier lustre 
came , 

Then eastern Egypt saw the growing 
flame, 

And Maida’s myrtles gleam’d 
beneath its ray, 

Whei e first the soldier, stung with 
generous shame, 

Rw ail’d the heroes ofthe wat’rj way. 
And wash’d in foemen’s gore unjust 
reproach away 

Now, Island Empress, wa\e th> 
crest on high, 

And bid the banner of thj patron 
flow, 

Gallant Saint George the flowei of 
Chivalry, 

For thou hast faced, like him, a 
dragon foe, 

And rescued innocence from over 
throw, 
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And trampled down, like him, 
tyrannic might. 

And to the gazing world mayst 
proudly show 

The chosen emblem of thy sainted 
Knight, 

Who quell d devouring pride, and 
vindicated right 

Yet ’mid the confidence of jus 
renown, 

Renown dear-bought, but deares 
thus acquired. 

Write, Britain, write the moral lesso: 
down 

’Tis not alone the heart with valou 
fired, 

The discipline so dreaded an 
admired, 

In many a field of bloody conque* 
known , 

Such may by fame be lured, by go] 
be hired , 

’Tis constancy in the good cau' 
alone, 

Best justifies the meed thy valiant soi 
have won 


END OF THE FIELD OF WATERLOO 





Note I 

37 /^? peasant^ ai Jns laboiu hhthe 
Plus ike hook'd staff and shot icnld <icvihc 
— P 620 

The reaper m Flanders canies tn his left 
liand a stick uith an iron hook, with which he 
collects as much ^ram as he can cut at one 
sweep with a short sc\the, which he holds m 
his Tifi^ht hand The> carrj on this double 
process with great spirit and dextcnty 


Note II 

Pale Bf ttssel'i f then •mhat thoughts wert, 
ihinc — P 621 

It was affirmed by the prisoners of w ar, that 
Bonaparte had proinisea his army, in case of 
victory, twenty tour hoars’ plunder of the cit j 
of Brussels 

Note III 

‘ On/ On Tvas shll hts stey^i exclaim 
— P 622 

The characteristic obstinacj of Napoleon 
was never more fully displaycil than in what 
we mxy be permitted to nope will prove the 
last of his fields He would listen to no 
advice, and allow of no obstacles An e\ e- 
witness has given the following account of his 
demeanour tow ards the end ot the action — 

‘ It was near seven o’clock , Bonaparte, who 
tHl then had remained upon the ridge of the 
hill whence he could best behold what passed, 
contemplated with a stem countenance the 
scene of this horrible slaughter The more 
that obstacles seemed to multiply, the more 
his obstinacy seemed to increase He became 
indignant at these unforeseen difficulties , and, 
far from fearing to push to extremities an 
army whose confidence in him was boundless, 
he ceased not to pour down fresh troops, and 
to give orders to march forward — to charge 
with the bayonet— to carry by storm He 
w as repeatedly informed, from different points, 
that the day went against him, and that the 


troops seemed to be disordered , to which he 
onh replied, — “ 27 ?? avant' En avant f" ’ 

‘ One general sent to inform the Emperor 
that he was in a position which he could not 
maintain, because it was commanded by 
a batter}, and requested to know, at the 
same time, m what way he should protect 
his division from the murderous fire of 
the English artiller}- “Let him storm the 
battery, ’ replied Bonaparte, and turned his 
back, on tlu aide de camp who brought the 
nessage '—Relation de la Baiaillc de Mont 
St Jian Par un Tanoin Oculaire Pans 
iSr5, bvo, p 51 

Note IV 

The fait, their leader shunn' d to diare 
— P 622 

It has been reported that Bonaparte charged 
at the head of his guards, at the last period ot 
this duadlul conflict This howeier is not 
accurate. He came, (low 11 indcttl to a hollow 
part of the high road, leading to C harleroi, 
within less than a quirtcr of a mile of the 
farm of La Haye Samte, one of the points 
most fiercely disputed Htie he harangued 
the guards, and informed them that his 
preceding operations had destroyed the British 
infantry and cavalrv, and that they had only 
to support the fire of the artillery, which they 
were to attack with the bayonek This 
exhoitation was received with snouts of Vive 
VEmpeieur^ which wsre heard over all our 
line, and led to an idea that Napoleon was 
charging in person But the guards were led 
on by Key , nor did Bonaparte approach 
nearer the scene of action than the spot 
already mentioned, which the rising banks 
on each side rendered secure from all such 
balls as did not come in a straight line He 
witnessed the earlier part of the battle from 
places } et more remote, particularly from an 
observatory which had been placecf there by 
the King of the Netherlands, some weeks 
before, for the purpose of sun eying the 
country It is not meant to infer from these 
particulars that Napoleon showed, on that 



(Ud^ee to t$o of (^atovloo. 


629 


memorable occasion, the least deficiency tn 
personal courag-e , on the contrary, he ei meed 
the greatest composure and presence of mind 
during the whole action But it is no less 
true that report has erred m ascribing to him 
any desperate efforts of valour for lecovery 
of the liattle, and it is remarkable that 
during the whole carnage, none of his suite 
VI ere either killed or wounded whereas 
scarcely one of the Duke of Wellington’s 
personal attendants escaped unhurt 


Note V 

England shall tell the fight ' — P 622 

In riding up to a regiment which was hard 
pressed, the Dukecalled to the men, ‘Soldieis, 
we must neier be beat, — ^w hat will they say 
in England’’ It is needless to say how this 
appeal was answered 


Note VI 

As phes the smith hts clanging trade 
— P 623 

A private soldier of the 9i^th regiment 
compared the sound wl ich took place im 
mediately upon the British caia^ry ningling 
with those of the enem^, to ‘a ihoiiiand 
tinkers ai'uotk mend ngpots and 1 etlles ’ 


Note VII 

The British shock of leveWd steel ~P 623 
No persuasion or authority could prevai 
upon tlie French troops to stand the shocli 
of the bayontt The Imperial Guards, ir 
particular, hardly stood till the British wen 
withm thirty yards of them, although thi 
French author, already quoted, has put inti 
their mouths the magnanimous sentiment 
‘The Guards ne\er yield— they die ’ Th 
same author has covered the plateau, o 
eminence, of St jean, which formed th 
British position, with redoubts and letrencl 
ments which never had an e'vistence As th 
narrative, which is in many respects curiou 
w as w nttenby ancy e w itness, he wasprobabl 
deceived by the appearance of a road an 
ditch which run along part of the hill 
may be also mentioned, in criticising th 
w 01 k, that the writer mentions the Ch tec 
of Hougomont to ha\e been earned by tl 
French, although it was resolutely and su 
cessfully defended during the whole ictio 
The enemy, indeed, possessed themselves 
the wood by which it is surrounded, and 
length set fire to the house itself, but t 
British (a detachment of the Guards, und 
the command of Colonel Macdonnell, a 
afterwards of Colonel Home) made good t 
garden, and thus pieserved, by their desper 
resistance, the post which covered the retu 
of the Duke of \\ ellmgton’s right flank 



TR\NSL\TED OR nilT\TrD 


WILLIAM AND HELEN 

From heivy dreams fair Helen rose. 
And eyed the dawning red 
‘ \las, iny lo\ e, thou tamest long ’ 

O art thou false or dead 2’ 

With gallant Fred’iicks princely 
power 

lie sought the bold Crusade , 

But not a wi'ord fiom Judah s wars 
Told Helen how he sped 

With Pay mm and with Saracen 
At length a truce was made. 

And every knight return'd to diy 
The tears his love had shea 

Oui gallant host was homeward bound 
With many a song of joy , 

Green waved the laurel m each plume, 
The badge of victory 

And old and young, and sire and son, 
To meet them crowd the way, 
With shouts, and mirth, and melody, 
The debt of love to pay 

Full many a maid her true love met, 
And sobb’d in his embrace, 

And fluttering joy in tears and smiles 
Array'd full many a face 


Nor joy nor smile for Helen sad , 

She sought the host in vain , 

Foi none could tell her Williams 
fate, 

If faithless, oi il slam 

The martial band is past and gone , 
She lends her laven haii, 

And m disti action's bitter mood 
She w ecps with wild dcspaii 

‘O use, my child, hci mothei said, 

‘ Noi soriow thus in \ain , 

A peijurcd lover’s fleeting hcait 
No tcais lecall again ' 

‘ O mother, what is gone, is gone, 
What ’s lost tor ever lorn 
Death, death alone can comfort me , 
O had I ne er been born ’ 

‘ O break, my heart — O break at once • 
Drink my life blood, Despaii • 

No joy remains on earth for me, 

Foi me in heaven no share ' 

‘ O enter not m judgment, Lord 
The pious mother pra> s , 

‘ Impute not guilt to thy frail child I 
She knows not what she says 
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* O say thy pater noster, child < 

O turn to God and giace ' 

His will, that turn’d thy bliss to bale, 
Can change thy bale to bliss ’ 

* O mother, mother, what is bliss ? 

O mother, what is bale ? 

My William’s love was heaven on earth, 
Without It earth is hell 

'Why should I pray to ruthless 
Heaven, 

Since my loved William’s slain^ 

I only pray’d for William’s sake. 

And all my prayers were vain ’ 

' O take the sacrament, my child. 

And check these tears that flow , 
By resignation’s humble prayer, 

O hallow’d be thy woe t ’ 

'No sacrament can quench this fire, 
Or slake this scorching pain , 

No saci ament can bid the dead 
Arise and live again 

‘ O break, my heart — O break at once * 
Be thou my god, Despair » 

Heaven’s heaviest blow has fallen on 
me. 

And vain each fruitless prayer ’ 

' O enter not in judgment, Lord, 

With thy fiail child of clay * 

She knows not what her tongue has 
spoke , 

Impute It not, I pray ’ 

'Forbear, my child, this desperate woe, 
And turn to God and grace , 

Well can devotion’s heavenly glow 
Convert thy bale to bliss * 

‘ O mother, mother, what is bliss ^ 

O mother, what is bale ^ 

Without my William what were 
heaven. 

Or with him what were hell 2 ’ 


Wild she arraigns the eternal doom, 
Upbiaids each sacred power, 

Till, spent, she sought her silent room. 
All in the lonely tower 

She beat her breast, she wrung her 
hands, 

Till sun and day were o’er, 

And through the glimmering lattice 
shone 

The twinkling of the star 

Then, crash 1 the heavy drawbridge fell 
That o er the moat was hung , 

And, clatter • clatter ’ on its boards 
The hoof of courser rung 

The clank of echoing steel was heard 
As off the rider bounded , 

And slowly on the winding stair 
A heavy footstep sounded 

And hark > and hark ’ a knock — tap' 
tap > 

A rustling stifled noise , 

Door-latch and tinkling staples ring , 
At length a whispenng voice 

' Awake, awake, arise, my love ’ 

How, Helen, dost thou fare '2 
Wak’st thou, or slecp’st'2 laughs 
thou, or weep’st 2 
Hast thought on me, my fair "2 ’ 

‘ My love ’ my love ’ — so late by nigh 
I waked, I wept for thee 
Much have I borne since dawn of mori 
Where, William, couldst thou be 

' We saddle late— from Hungary 
I rode since darkness fell , 

And to its bourne we both return 
Before the matin-bell ’ 

' O rest this night within my arms, 
And warm thee in their fold > 

Chill howls through hawthorn bi 
the wind 

My love is deadly cold ’ 
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(^a?faie ffotn <5eman, 


‘ Let the vi ind howl through hawthorn 
bush * 

This night w e must away , 

The steed is wight, the spui is bright , 
I cannot stay till day 

' Busk, busk and boune ’ thou mount st 
behind 

Upon my black barb steed 
O'er stock and stile, a hundred miles. 
We haste to bridal bed ^ 

^ To night — to night a hundred miles '2 
O dearest William, sta> ’ 

1 he bell sti ikes tweh c — dark, dismal 
hour • 

0 wait, iny lo\e, till da> 

^Look heie, look here— -the moon 
shines cleai — 

Full last I w'cen we iide, 

Mount and away ' for eie the daj 
We icach our bndal bed 

‘ 1 he blackbarb snorts the bridle i mg s , 
Haste, busk, and bounc, and scat 
thee ' 

Ihc feast IS made, the chambci spicad, 

1 he biidal guests await thee 

Sti ong lo\ e pre\ ail’d She busks, she 

bonnes, 

She mounts the barb behind, 

And round her d irling William’s waist 
Her hly arms she twined 

And, huriy * hurry f off they rode, 

As last as fast might be , 

Spurn’d from the courser’s thundering 
heels 

The flashing pebbles flee 

And on the right, and on the left, 

Ere they could snatch a view, 

Fast, fast each mountain, mead, and 
plain, 

And cot, and castle flew 


‘ Sit fast — dost feai ^ The moon shines 
clear , 

Fleet goes ray barb — keep hold ’ 
Fear’stthou 2’ ‘Ono t’ she iamtly said, 
But why so stern and cold ? 

‘What yonder iings? what yonder 
sings ? 

Why shrieks the owlet giey 
^ ’Tis death bells’ clang, ’tis funeral 
song, 

The body to the clay 

‘With song and clang, at raoirows 
daw n, 

Ye may inter the dead 
lo night I iide, with my young bride, 
To deck our bridal bed 

‘ Come with thy choir, thou coflm’d 
guest, 

1 o swell our nuptial song * 

Come, pi lest, to bless our marriage 
feast ' 

Come all, come all along’’ 

Ceased dang and song, down sunk 
tlie biei , 

Ihc shrouded corpse aiose 
And, hull}’'* huiiy* all the tiain 
Ihc thundeiing steed puisnes 

And forwaicl* foiwaid * on they go. 
High snorts the sti lining steed , 
Thick pants the riders labouring 
breath, 

As headlong on they speed 

‘ O William, why this savage haste " 
And where thy bridal bed ? ’ 

‘’Tis distant far, low, damp, and chill, 
And narrow, trustless maid ’ 

‘ N o room for me ” ‘ Enough for both , 
Speed, speed, my barb, thy course *’ 
O er thundering bridge, through boiL 
ing surge 

He drove the funous horse 
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Tramp > tramp ’ along the land they 
rode, 

Splash ’ splash ’ along the sea , 

The scourge is wight, the spur is 
bright, 

The flashing pebbles flee 

Fled past on right and left how fast 
Each forest, grove, and bower < 

On right and left fled past how fast 
Each city, town, and tower > 

^Dost fear? dost fear? The moon 
shines clear, 

Dost fear to ride with me ? 

Hurrah • hurrah f the dead can ride * * 

* O William, let them be * 

' See there, see there • What yonder 
swings, 

And creaks ’mid whistling rain?’ 

^ Gibbet and steel, th’ accursed wheel , 
\ murderer in his chain 

* Hollo ’ thou felon, follow here 
To bridal bed we ride , 

And thou shalt prance a fetter dance 
Before me and my bride ’ 

A.nd, hunyf hurry f clash’ clash’ 
clash" ! 

The wasted form descends , 

And fleet as wind through hazel bush 
The wild career attends 

Tramp ’ tramp ’ along the land they 
rode, 

Splash ’ splash ’ along the sea , 

The scourge is red, the spur drops 
blood, 

The flashing pebbles flee 

How fled what moonshine faintly 
show’d I 

How fled what darkness hid ’ 

How fled the earth beneath their feet, 
The heaven above their head ’ 


‘Dost fear? dost fear? The moon 
shines clear 

And well the dead can ride ; 

Does faithful Helen fear for them ?’ 

‘ O leave m peace the dead ’’ 

‘Barb' baib' methinks Ihearthecock, 
The sand will soon be run 
Barb ’ barb ’ I smell the morning air; 
The race is wellnigh done ’ 

Tramp ’ tramp ' along the land they 
rode, 

Splash ’ splash ’ along the sea , 

The scourge is red, the spur drops 
blood, 

The flashing pebbles flee 

‘ Hurrah ’ hurrah ’ well ride the dead ; 

The bride, the bride is come , 

And soon we reach the bridal bed, 
For, Helen, here’s my home’ 

Reluctant on its rusty hinge 
Revolved an iron door. 

And by the pale moon’s setting beam 
Were seen a church and tower 

With many a shriek and cry, whiz 
round 

The birds of midnight, scared , 

And rustling like autumnal leaves 
Unhallow’d ghosts were heard 

O’er many a tomb and tombstone pale 
He spurr’d the fiery horse, 

Till sudden at an open grave 

He check’d the wondrous course 

The falling gauntlet quits the rein, 
Down drops the casque of steel, 
The cuirass leaves his shrinking side 
The spur his gory heel 

The eyes desert the naked skull. 

The mould’ ring flesh the bone, 

Till Helen’s lily arms entwine 
A ghastly skeleton 
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The furious barb snorts fire and foam, 
And, with a fearful bound, 
Dissolves at once in empty air. 

And leaves her on the ground 

Half seen b^ fits, by fits half heard, 
Pale spectres flit along, 

"Wheel round the maid m dismal dance. 
And howl the funeral song, 

‘ E*en when the heart’s with anguish 
cleft, 

Revere the doom of Heaven ' 

Her soul is from her body reft , 

Her spirit be forgiven » ’ 


THE WILD HUNTSMAN 

The Wildgrave winds his bugle horn. 
To horse, to horse > halloo, halloo ’ 
His fiery courser snuffs the morn, 
And thronging serfs their lord 
pursue 

The eager pack, fiom couples freed, 
Dash through the bush, the brier, 
the brake , 

While, answering hound, and horn, 
and steed, 

The mountain echoes startling wake 

I he beams of God’s own hallow’d day 
Had painted yonder spire with gold, 
And, calling sinful man to pray. 

Loud, long, and deep the bell had 
toll’d 

But still the Wildgrave onward rides , 
Halloo, halloo f and, hark again ' 
When, spurring from opposing sides, 
Two Stranger Horsemen join the 
train* 

Who was each Stranger, left and right, 
Well may 1 guess, but dare not tell , 
The right hand steed was silver white, 
The left, the swarthy hue of hell 


The right hand Horseman, young and 
fail, 

His smile was like the morn of May , 

The left, from eye of tawny glare^ 
Shot midnight lightning’s lurid ray 

He waved his huntsman’s cap on high, 
Cried, * Welcome, welcome, noble 
lord • 

What sport can earth, or sea, or sky, 
To match the princely chase, afford 

^ Cease thy loud bugle’s clanging knell,' 
Cried the fair ^outh, with silver 
voice , 

^ And for devotion’s choral swell, 
Exchange the rude unhallow’d noise 

‘ To day, the ilLomen’d chase forbear, 
Yon bell yet summons to the fane , 

To day the Warning Spirit hear. 
To-morrow thou mayst mourn in 
vain ’ 

^ Away, and sweep the glades along < ’ 
The Sable Hunter hoarse replies , 

‘ To muttering monks leave matin song. 
And bells, and books, and mysteries ’ 

The Wildgrave spurr’d his ardent 
steed, 

And, launching forward with a 
bound, 

* Who, for thy drowsy priesthke rede, 

Would leave the jovial horn and 
hound'* 

* Hence, if our manly sport offend < 

With pious fools go chant and pray 

Well hast thou spoke, my dark-brow’d 
friend 

Halloo, halloo » and hark away > ' 

The Wildgrave spurr’d his courser 
light, 

O’er moss and moor, o’er holt and 
hill, 

And on the left and on the right, 
Each Stranger Horseman follow’d 
still 
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Up springs, from yonder tangled thorn, 
A stag more white than mountain 
snow, 

And loudei rung the Wildgrave’s horn, 
^Hark forward, forward » holla, ho 

A heedless wretch has cross’d the way , 
He gasps the thundering hoofs 
below , — 

But, hVe who can, or d’e who may, 
Still, * forward, forward ' ’ on they go 

See, where j-on simple fences meet, 

A field with Autumn’s blessings 
crown’d 

See, prostrate at the Wildgrave’s feet, 
A husbandman with toil embrown’d 

‘ O mercy, mercy, noble lord ’ 

Spare the poor’s pittance,' was his 
cry, 

‘ Earn’d by the sweat these brows have 
pour d, 

In scorching hour of fierce July ^ 

Eaincst the right hand Stranger 
pleads, 

The left still cheering to the prey , 

The impetuous Earl no warning heeds, 
But furious holds the onward way 

^ Away, thou hound * so basely born, 
Or dread the scourge’s echoing 
blow ' ’ 

Then loudly rung his bugle-horn, 

* Hark forward, forward ’ holla, ho 

So said, so done A single bound 
Clears the poor labourer’s humble 
pale. 

Wild follows man, and horse, and 
hound, 

Like dark December’s stormy gale 

And man and horse, and hound and 
horn, 

Destructi\e sweep the field along. 

While, joying o’er the wasted corn. 
Fell Famine marks the maddening 
throng 


Again uproused, the timorous prey 
Scours moss and moor, and holt 
and hill , 

Haid lun, he feels his strength decay. 
And trusts for life his simple skill 

Too dangerous solitude appear d , 

He seeks the shelter of the crowd, 
Amid the flock’s domestic herd 
His harmless head he hopes to 
shroud 

O’er moss and moor, and holt and hill. 
His track the steady blood-hounds 
trace , 

O’er moss and moor, unwearied still. 
The furious Earl pursues the chase. 

Full lowly did the herdsman fall; 

^ O spare, thou noble Baron, spare 
These herds, a widow’s little all , 
These flocks, an orphan’s fleecy 
care'’ 

Earnest the right hand Stranger 
pleads, 

The left still cheering to the prey ; 
The Earl nor prayer nor pitj)" heeds, 
But fuiious keeps the onward way 

^ Unmanner’d dog » To stop my sport 
Vain were thy cant and beggar 
whine, 

Though human spirits, of thy sort, 
Were tenants of these carrion kine ’ ’ 

Again he winds his bugle horn, 

‘ Hark forward, forward' holla, ho' 
And through the herd, in ruthless scorn 
He cheers his furious hounds to go 

In heaps the throttled victims fall , 
Down sinks their mangled herdsmai 
near , 

The murderous cues the stag appal. 
Again he starts, new nerved b 
fear 
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With blood besmeai’d, and white with 
foam, 

While big the tears of anguish pour, 
He seeks, amid the forest’s gloom, 
The humble h ermit’s hallow’d bower 

But man and hoise, and hoin and 
hound, 

Fast rattling on his traces go , 

The sacred chapel rung around 
With,^ Hark away * and, holla, ho ’ ’ 

All mild, amid the rout profane. 

The holy hermit pour’d his prayer, 
Forbear with blood God’s house to 
stain , 

Revere his altai , and forbear ’ 

‘ The meanestbrute has rights to plead, 
Which, wrong’d by cruelty, oi pride, 
Draw vengeance on the ruthless head 
Be warn d at length, and turn aside ' 

Still the F air Horseman anxious pleads , 
Ihe Black, wild whooping, points 
the prey 

Alas » the Earl no waimng heeds, 

But frantic keeps the forward way 

^ Holy or not, oi right or wrong, 
fhy altar, and its rites, I spurn , 
Not sainted martyis’ sacred song, 

Not God himself, shall make me 
turn » ’ 

He spurs his hoise, he winds his horn, 

‘ Hark forward, forward ’ holla, ho ’ * 
But olf, on whirlwind’s pinions borne. 
The stag, the hut, the hermit, gcT 

And horse and man, and horn and 
hound. 

And clamour of the chase, was gone , 
For hoofs, and howls, and bugle sound, 
A deadly silence reign’d alone 

Wild gazed the aifiighted Earl around , 
He strove in vam to wake his horn, 
In vain to call for not a sound 
Could frorahis anxious lips be borne 


He listens tor his trusty hounds , 

No distant baying reach’d his ears 
His courser, rooted to the ground, 
The quickening spur unmindful 
bears 

Still dark and darker frown the shades, 
Dark as the darkness of the gi avc , 
And not a sound the still invades. 
Save what a distant torrent gave 

High o er the sinner’s humbled head 
At length the solemn silence broke , 
And, Irom a cloud of swarthy red, 
Tne awful voice of thundei spoke 

‘ Oppressor of creation fair ’ 

Apostate Spirits’ harden’d tool < 
Scorner of God • Scourge of the pooi * 
The measure of thy cup is full 

‘ Be chased for ever thi ough the w ood , 
For ever roam the affrighted wild , 
And let thy fate instruct the proud, 
God’s meanest creature is his child ’ 

’Iwas hush’d One flash, of sombre 
glare, 

With yellow tinged the forests 
brown , 

Uprose the Wildgi ave s bristling hair. 
And horror chill d each nerve and 
bone 

Cold pour d the sweat in freezing nil, 
A rising wind began to sing , 

And louder, louder, louder still, 
Brought storm and tempest on its 
wing 

Earth heard the call , her enti ails rend , 
From yawnmg rifts, with many 
a >ell, 

Mix’d with sulphureous flames, ascend 
The misbegotten dogs of hell 

What ghastly Huntsman next arose, 
Well may I guess, but dare not tell , 
His eye like midnight lightning glows, 
His steed the swarthy hue of hell 
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The Wildgrave fixes o er bush and 
thorn, 

With many a shriek of helpless 
woe , 

Behind him hound, and horse, and 
horn, 

And * Hark away ' * and * Holla, ho ’ ’ 

With wild despair’s re\erted e>e, 
Close, close behind, he marks the 
throng 

With bloody fangs and eager cry , 

In frantic fear he scours along 

Still, still shall last the dreadful chase. 
Till time itself shall have an end, 
By day, they scour earth’s ca\ern’d 
space, 

At midnight’s witchinghour, ascend 

This is the horn, and hound, and horse, 
That oft the lated peasant hears , 
Appall’d, he signs the frequent cross. 
When the wild dm in\ades his ears 

The wakeful priest oft drops a tear 
For human pride, for human woe, 
When, at his midnight mass he hears 
The infernal cry of ‘ Holla, ho • ’ 


THE FIRE KING 

‘ The blessing of the evil genu, which are 

curses, were upon him ’ — Eastern Tale 

Bold knights and fair dames, to my 
harp give an ear. 

Of love, and of war, and of w onder 
to hear , 

And you haply may sigh, m the midst 
of your glee. 

At the tale of Count Albert, and fair 
Rosalie 


O see you that castle, so sti ong and 
so high 2 

And see you that lady, the tear in 
her eye ? 

And see jou that palmer, fiom 
Palestine’s land, 

The shell on his hat, and the staff 
in his hand ? 

‘Now palmer, grey palmer, O tell 
unto me, 

What news bring you home from the 
Holy Countrie ^ 

And how goes the warfare by Galilee’s 
strand ? 

And how fare our nobles, the flower 
of the land * ’ 

‘ O well goes the warfare by Galilee’s 
wave, 

For Gilead, and Nablous, and Ramah 
we have , 

And well fare our nobles by Mount 
Lebanon, 

For the Heathen have lost, and the 
Christians hav e won ’ 

A fair chain of gold ’mid her 1 laglets 
there hung , 

O or the palmer s grey locks the fan 
chain has she flung 

‘O palmer, grey palmer, this chain 
be thy fee. 

For the news thou hast brought from 
the Holy Countrie 

‘And, palmer, good palmei, by Gali- 
^ let’s wave, 

O saw je Count Albert, the gentle 
and braved 

When the Crescent went back, and 
the Red cross rush’d on, 

O saw ye him foremost on Mount 
Lebanon ? ’ 

‘ O lady, fair lady, the tree green it 
glows , 

O lady, fair lady, the stream pure it 
flows, 
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Your castle stands strong, and your 
hopes soar on high , 

But, lady, fair lady, all blossoms to die 

*lhe green boughs they wither, the 
thunderbolt falls. 

It leaves of your castle but levm- 
scorchM walls , 

The pure stieam runs muddy, the 
gay hope is gone , 

Count Albert is prisoner on Mount 
Lebanon ' 

O she ’s ta^en a horse, should be fleet 
at her speed , 

And she ’s ta en a swoi d, should be 
shai p at her need , 

And she has ta’en shipping for 
Palestine's land, 

To ransom Count Albert from 
Soldanne's hand 

Small thought had Count Albert on 
fair Rosalie, 

Small thought on his faith, or his 
knighthood, had he 

A heathenish damsel his light heart 
had won, 

The Soldan's fair daughter of Mount 
Lebanon 

<0 Christian, biave Christian, my 
love wouldst thou be, 

Ihiee things must thou do ere I 
hearken to thee 

Our laws and our woiship on thee 
shalt thou take , 

And this thou shalt first do fdV 
Zulema’s sake 

*And, next, in the cavern, where 
burns evermore 

The mystical flame which the Curd- 
mans adore, 

Alone, and in silence, three nights 
shalt thou wake , 

And this thou shalt next do for 
Zulema's sake 


' And, last, thou shalt aid us with 
counsel and hand, 

To drive the Frank lobber fiom 
Palestine s land , 

For my lord and m 3 '' love then Count 
Albert I 11 take, 

When all this is accomplish d for 
Zulema's sake ’ 

He has thrown by his helmet, and 
cross-handled s\\ ord, 

Renouncing liis knighthood, denying 
his Lord , 

He has ta'en the gieen caftan, and 
turban put on, 

For the love of the maiden of fair 
Lebanon 

And in the dread cavern, deep deep 
undei giound, 

Which fifty steel gates and steel 
portals surround, 

He has watch'd until daybreak, but 
sight saw he none, 

Save the flame burning bright on its 
altar of stone 

Amazed was the Princess, the Soldan 
amazed 

Sore murmui d the priests is on 
Albert they ga/cd , 

They seaieh’d ill his garments, and, 
under his weeds, 

They found, and took from him, his 
rosary be ids 

Again in the cavern, deep deep undei 
ground, 

He watch’d the loiu night, while the 
winds whistled round , 

Far off was their murmui, it came not 
more nigh, 

The flame burn’d unmoved, and nought 
else did he spy 

Loud murmur’d the priests, and 
amazed was the King, 

While many dark spells of their 
witchcraft they sing , 
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They search’d Albert’s body, and, lo ' 
on his breast 

Was the sign of the Cross, by his 
father impress’d 

The priests they erase it with care 
and with pain, 

And the recreant return’d to the 
cavern again , 

But, as he descended, a whisper there 
fell 

It was his good angel, who bade him 
farewell 1 

High bristled his hair, his heart 
flutter’d and beat, 

And he turn’d him five steps, half 
resolved to retreat , 

But his heart it was harden’d, his 
purpose was gone, 

When he thought of the Maiden of 
fair Lebanon 

Scarce pass’d he the archway, the 
threshold scarce trode. 

When the winds from the four points 
of heaven were abroad, 

They made each steel portal to rattle 
and ring. 

And, borne on the blast, came the 
dread Fire- King 

Full sore rock’d the cavern whene’er 
he drew nigh, 

The fire on the altar blazed bickenng 
and high , 

In volcanic explosions the mountains 
proclaim 

The dreadful approach of the Monarch 
of Flame 

Unmeasured in height, undistinguish’d 
in form, 

His breath it was lightning, his vofee 
it was storm , 

I ween the stout heaijt of Count Albert 
was tame, 

When he saw in his teirors the 
Monarch of Flame 


In his hand a broad falchion blue 
glimmer’d through smoke. 

And Mount Lebanon shook as the 
monarch he spoke 

^ With this brand shalt thou conquer, 
thus long, and no more, 

Till thou bend to the Cross, and the 
Virgin adore ’ 

The cloud shrouded Arm gives the 
weapon , and see ' 

The recreant receives the charm’d 
gift on his knee 

The thunders growl distant, and faint 
gleam the fires, 

As, borne on the whirlwind, the phan 
tom retires 

Count Albert has arm d him the 
Paynim among, 

Though his heart it was false, yet his 
arm it was strong , 

And the Red cross wax’d faint, and 
the Crescent came on, 

From the day he commanded on 
Mount Lebanon 

From Lebanon s forests to Galilee’s 
wave, 

The sands of Samaar drank the blood 
of the brave , 

Till the Knights of the lemple, and 
Knights of Saint J ohn, 

With Salem’s King Baldvvm, against 
him came on 

The war cymbals clattei d, the tnim- 
, pets replied, 

The lances were coach d, and they 
closed on each side , 

And horsemen and hoises Count 
Albert o'erthrew, 

Till he pierced the thick tumult King 
Baldwin unto 

Against the charm’d blade which 
Count Albert did wield, 

The fence had been vaiii of the King s 
Red cross shield , 
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But a Page thrust him forward the 
monarch before, 

And cleft the proud tuiban the rene- 
gade wore 

So fell was the dint, that Count 
Albeit stoop’d low 

Before the ci oss’d shield^ to his steel 
saddlebow , 

And scarce had he bent to the Red- 
cross his head, 

^ Bonne G>ace^ Notre Dame*^ he un- 
wittingly said 

Soie sigh’d the chaim d sword, fonts 
vntue was o er, 

It sprung from his grasp, and was 
never seen more , 

But true men have said, that the 
lightning s red wing 

Did waft back the brand to the dread 
Fire King 

He clench’d his set teeth, and his 
gauntleted hand , 

He stretch’d, with one buffet, that 
Page on the stiand 

As back fiom the stripling the bioken 
casque idl’d, 

\ ou might see the blue eyes, and the 
iinglets of gold 

Short time had Count Albert 111 horror 
to stare 

On those death swimming eyeballs, 
that blood clotted hair , 

lor down came the Templars, like 
Cedron in flood, ^ 

And dyed their long lances m Saiacen 
blood 

The Saracens, Curdmans, and Ish- 
maelites j leld 

To the scallop, the saltier, and 
crossleted shield , 

And the eagles were gorged with the 
infidel dead,. 

From Bethsaida’s fountains to Naph- 
thah s head 


The battle is over on Bethsaida’s plain 

Oh, who is yon Paynim lies stretch d 
’mid the slam ^ 

And who is yon Page l^ing cold at 
his knee 

Oh, who but Count Albeit and fair 
Rosalie ' 

The Lad;y was buried in Salem s 
bless’d bound, 

The Count he was left to the \ulturc 
and hound 

Her soul to high mercy Oiii Lady 
did bring , 

His went on the blast to the dread 
Fire King 

Yet many a minstrel, in harping, can 
tell, 

How the Red cross it conquer d, the 
Crescent it fell 

And lords and gaj ladies ha\ e sigh d, 
’mid their glee, 

At the tale of Count Albert and fair 
Rosalie 


FREDERICK AND ALICE 

Fri DERICK leaves the land of France, 
Homeward hastes his steps to 
measure, 

Careless casts the parting glance 
On the scene of former pleasuic 

Joying m his prancing steed, 

Keen to prove his untried blade, 

Hope’s gay dreams the soldier lead 
0 \ er mountain, moor, and glade 

Helpless, ruin’d, left forlorn, 

Lovely Alice wept alone , 

Mourn’d o’er love’s fond contract torn, 
Hope, and peace, and honour flown 
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Mark her breast’s convulsive throbs t 
See, the tear of anguish flows • 
Mingling soon with bursting sobs. 
Loud the laugh of frenzy rose 

Wild she cursed, and wild she pray’d, 
Seven long days and nights are o er , 
Death in pity brought his aid, 

As the village bell struck four 

Far from her, and far from France, 
Faithless Frederick onward rides , 
Marking, blithe, the morning’s glance 
Mantling o’er the mountain’s sides 

Heard ye not the boding sound, 

As the tongue of yondei tower, 
Slowly, to the hills around. 

Told the fourth, the fated hour ? 

Starts the steed, and snuffs the air. 
Yet no cause of dread appears , 
Bristles high the rider’s haii. 

Struck with strange mysterious 
fears 

Desperate, as his terrors rise, 

In the steed the spur he hides , 
Fiom himself in vain he flies , 
Anxious, restless, on he rides 

Seven long days and se\ en longnights, 
Wild he wander’d, woe the while • 
Ceaseless care and causeless fright 
Urge his footsteps many a mile 

Dark the seventh sad night descends 
Rivers swell, and ram-streams pour, 
While the deafening thunder lends 
All the terrors of its roar 

Weary, wet, and spent with toil, 
Where his head shall F redenckhide'J 
Where, but m yon ruin’d aisle, 

By the lightning’s flash descried 

To the portal, dank and low. 

Fast his steed the wanderer bound, 
Down a ruin’d staircase slow, 

Next his darkling way he wound 


Long drear vaults before him lie * 
Glimmering lights are seen to glide I 
‘ Blessed Mary, hear my cry 1 
Deign a sinner s steps to guide ’ * 

Often lost their quivering beam, 

Still the lights move slow before, 
Till they rest their ghastly gleam 
Right against an iron door 

Thundering voices from within, 

Mix’d with peals of laughter, rose , 
As they fell, a solemn strain 

Lent Its wild and wondrous close ^ 

Midst the dm, he seem’d to hear 
Voice of friends, by death removed > 
Well he knew that solemn air, — 

’ Fwas the lay that Alice loved 

Hark > for now a solemn knell 
Four times on the still night broke 
Four times, at its deaden’d swell. 
Echoes fi om the rums spoke 

As the lengthen’d clangours die, 
Slowly opes the iron door * 

Straight a banquet met his eye, 

But a funeral s form it wore • 

Coffins for the seats extend , 

All with black the board w as spread , 
Girt by parent, brother, friend, 

Long since number’d with the dead ' 

Alice, in her grave clothes bound, 
Ghastly smiling, points a seat , 

All arose, with thundering sound , 

All the expected stranger greet 

High their meagre arms they wave, 
Wild their notes of welcome swell, 
* Welcome, traitor, to the grave ♦ 
Pei^ured, bid the light faiewelD’ 


Y 
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THE BATTLE OF SEMPACH 

’Twas when among our linden-trees 
The bees had housed m swarms 
(And grey-hair’d peasants say that 
these 

Betoken foreign arms) , 

Then look’d we down to Wilhsow, — 
The land was all in flame , 

We knew the Archduke Leopold 
With all his army came 

The Austrian nobles made their vow, 
So hot their heart and bold, 

‘ On Switzer carles we’ll trample now, 
And slay both young and old ’ 

With clarion loud, and banner proud, 
From Zurich on the lake, 

In martial pomp and fair array, 

Iheir onward march they make 

* Now list, ye lowland nobles all 

Ye seek the mountain strand, 

Nor wot ye what shall be yom lot 
In such a dangei ous land 

‘ I rede ye, shrive ye of your sms, 
Before ye farther go , 

A skirmish in Helvetian hills 
May send youi souls to woe ' 

‘But where now shall we find a priest 
Our shrift that he may hear ? ' 

‘ The Switzer priest^ has ta’en the field, 
He deals a penance drear 

* Right heavily upon your head 

He ’ll lay his hand of steel , 

And with his trusty partisan 
Your absolution deal ’ 

’Twas on a Monday morning then, 
The corn was steep’d in dew. 

And meriy maids had sickles ta’en. 
When the host to Sempach drew 

1 All the Swiss clergy who wore able to bear arms 
fought m this patriotic war 


The stalwart men of fair Lucerne 
1 ogether have they join d , 

The pith and core of manhood stern, 
Was none cast looks behind 

It was the Lord of Hare-castle, 

And to the Duke he said, 

‘ Yon little band of brethren true 
Will meet us undismay’d ’ 

‘ O Hare-castle thou heart of hare ^ * 
Fierce Oxenstern replied 
‘ Shaltsee then how the game will fare,' 
The taunted knight replied 

There was lacing then ofhelmetsbnght, 
And closing ranks amain , 

The peaks they hew’d from their boot- 
points 

Might wellnigh load a wain ® 

And thus they to each other said, 

‘ Yon handful down to hew 
ill be no boastful tale to tell, 

The peasants are so few ’ 

The gallant Swiss Confederates there 
They pray d to God aloud, 

And he display’d his rainbow fair 
Against a swarthy cloud 

Then heart and pulse thiobb’d more 
and more 

With courage firm and high, 

And down the good Confederates bore 
On the Austrian chivaliy 

The Austrian Lion * ’gan to growl, 
And toss his mane and tail , 

And ball, and shaft, and crossbow bolt,. 
Went whistling foith like hail 


2 In the original Haasenstetn or Hare^stone 

3 1 Ins seems to allude to the preposterous fashion 
during the middle ages of wearing boots with the- 
points or peaks turned upwards and so long that m 
some cases they were fastened to the knees of the 
wearer with small chains When they alighted to 
fight upon foot It would seem that the Austrian gentle 
men found it necessary to cut olf these peaks, that 
they might move with the necessary activity 

* A pun on the Archduke s name, LEOPOLD 





Lance, pike, and halbert mingled there. 
The game was nothing sweet , 

The boughs of many a stately tree 
Lay shiver’d at their feet 

The Austrian men-at-arms stood fast, 
So close their spears they laid , 

It chafed the gallant Wmkelried, 

Who to his comrades said 

* I have a virtuous wife at home, 

A wife and infant son , 

I leave them to my country’s care, — 
This field shall soon be won 

‘These nobles lay their spears right 
thick. 

And keep full firm array, 

Yet shall my charge their order break. 
And make my brethren way ' 

He rush’d against the Austrian band 
In desperate career. 

And with his body, breast, and hand. 
Bore down each hostile spear 

F our lances splinter’d on his crest. 
Six shiver’d in his side , 

Still on the serried files he press’d, 
He broke their ranks, and died 

This patriot’s self devoted deed 
First tamed the Lion’s mood, 

And the four forest cantons freed 
From thraldom by his blood 

Right where his charge had made a 
lane. 

His valiant comrades burst. 

With sword, and axe, and partisan, 
And hack, and stab, and thrust 

The daunted Lion ’gan to whine. 

And granted ground amain. 

The Mountain Bull ^ he bent his brows, 
And gored his sides again 


1 \ pun on the Urus or wild bull, which gives 
jiaioe to the Canton of Uri 
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Then lost was banner, spear, and 
shield 

At Sempach in the flight, 

The cloister vaults at Konig’s-field 
Hold many an Austrian knight 

It was the Archduke Leopold, 

So lordly would he ride, 

But he came against the Switzer churls. 
And they slew him in his pride 

The heifer said unto the bull, 

‘ And shall I not complain ^ 

There came a foreign nobleman 
To milk me on the plain 

* One thrust of thine outrageous horn 
Has gall’d the knight so sore. 

That to the churchyard he is borne 
To range our glens no more ’ 

An Austrian noble left the Stour, 

And fast the flight ’gan take , 

And he arrived in luckless hour 
At Sempach on the lake 

He and his squire a fisher call’d 
(His name was Hans Von Rot) — 

‘ For love, or meed, or charity, 
Receive us in thy boat ' ’ 

Their anxious call the fisher heard. 
And, glad the meed to win, 

His shallop to the shore he steer’d, 
And took the flyers in 

And while against the tide and wind 
Hans stoutly row’d his way, 

The noble to his follower sign’d 
THc should the boatman slay 

The fisher’s back was to them turn’d, 
The squire his dagger arew, 

Hans saw his shadow m the lake, 
The boat he overthrew 

He ’whelm’d the boat, and as they 
strove. 

He stunn’d them with his oar , 

‘ Now, drink ye deep, my gentle sirs, 
You ’ll ne’er stab boatman more 


Y 2 
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* Two gilded fishes in the lake 

This morning have I caught, 

Their silver scales may much avail, 

1 heir carrion flesh is naught ’ 

It was a messenger of woe 
Has sought the Austrian land 
^ Ah ’ gracious lady, evil news ’ 

My lord lies on the strand 

* At Sempach, on the battle field, 

His bloody corpse lies there * 

' Ah, gracious God the lady cried, 
What tidings of despair 

Now would you know the minstrel 
wight 

Who sings of strife so stei*i, 

Albert the Souter is he hight, 

A burgher of Lucerne 

A merry man was he, I wot, 

The night he made the lay, 
Returning from the bloody spot 
Where God had judged the day 


THE NOBLE MORINGER 

O WILL you heai a knightly tale of 
old Bohemian day ? 

It was the noble Moringer in wedlock 
bed he lay , 

He halsed and kiss’d his dearest 
dame, that was as sweet as M^^y, 

And said, ‘Now, lady of my heart, 
attend the words I say 

‘ Tis I have vow d a pilgrimage unto 
a distant shrine, 

And I must seek Saint Thomas land, 
and leave the land that ’s mine , 

Here shalt thou dwell the while in state, 
so thou wilt pledge thy fay. 
That thou for my return wilt wait 
seven twelvemonths and a day ^ 


Then out and spoke that Lady bright, 
sore troubled in her cheer 
‘ Now tell me true, thou noble knight, 
what order takest thou here ^ 
And who shall lead thy vassal band 
and hold thy lordly sway, 

And be thy lady’s guardian true when 
thou art far away 

Out spoke the noble Moringer, * Of 
that have thou no care, 

There ’s many a valiant gentleman of 
me holds living fair , 

The trustiest shall rule my land, my 
vassals and my state, 

And be a guardian tried and true 
to thee, my lovely mate 

‘ As Christian man, I needs must keep 
the v^ow which I have plight , 
When I am far in foreign land, 
remember thy true knight , 

And cease, my dearest dame, to grieve, 
for vain were sorrow now, 

But grant thy Monngcr his leave, 
since God hath heard his vow ’ 

It w^as the noble Moringer from bed 
he made him bonne, 

And met him there his Chamberlain, 
with ewer and vv ith gown 
He flung the ni'intle on his back, 
twas furr d with mmiver, 

He clipp’d hib hand ui water cold, 
and bathed his forehead fair 

‘ Now heir,’ he said, ‘Sir Chamberlain, 
tiuc vassal iit thou mine. 

And such the trust that I repose in 
that proved worth of thine, 

Foi seven years shalt thou rule my 
towers, and lead my \ assal tram, 
And pledge thee for my Lady s faith 
till I return again ’ 

The Chamberlain was blunt and true, 
and sturdily said he, 

‘ Abide, my lord, and rule your own, 
and take this rede from me , 
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That woman’s faith ’s a brittle trust — ■ 
seven twelvemonths didst thou 
say? 

I ’ll pledge me for no lady’s truth be- 
yond the seventh fair day ’ 

The noble Baron turn'd him round, 
his heart was full of care, 

His gallant Esquire stood him nigh, 
he was Marstetten’s heir, 

To whom he spoke right anxiously, 

‘ Thou trusty squire to me, 

Wilt thou receive this weighty trust 
when I am o’er the sea ? 

* To watch and ward my castle strong, 

and to protect iny land. 

And to the hunting or the host to 
lead my vassal band , 

And pledge thee for my Lady’s faith 
till seven long years are gone, 
And guard her as Our Lady dear 
was guarded by Saint John ? ’ 

Marstetten’s heir was kind and true, 
but fiery, hot, and young, 

And readily he answer made with too 
presumptuous tongue 
'My noble lord, cast care away, and 
on your journey wend, 

And trust this charge to me until 
your pilgrimage have end 

* Rely upon my plighted faith, which 

shall be truly tried. 

To guard your lands, and ward your 
towers, and with your vassals 
' ride , 

And for your lovely Lady’s faith, so 
virtuous and so dear, 

I ’ll gage my head it knows no change, 
be absent thirty year ’ 

The noble Monnger took cheer when 
thus he heard him speak. 

And doubt forsook his troubled brow, 
and sorrow left his cheek , 


A long aaieu he bids to all, hoists 
topsails, and away. 

And wanders in Saint Thomas land 
seven twelvemonths and a day 

It was the noble Monnger within an 
orchard slept, 

When on the Baron's slumbering 
sense a boding vision crept , 
And whisper’d in his ear a voice, ' ’ Tis 
time, Sir Knight, to wake. 

Thy Lady and thy heritage another 
master take 

'Thy tower another banner knows, 
thy steeds another rein. 

And stoop them to another’s will thy 
gallant vassal tram , 

And she, the Lady of thy love, so 
faithful once and fair, 

This night within thy fathers’ hall 
she weds Marstetten’s heir ’ 

It is the noble Monnger starts up 
and tears his beard, 

' Oh would that I had ne’er been born f 
what tidings have I heard 1 
To lose my lordship and my lands 
the less would be my care, 

But, God I that e’er a squire untrue 
should wed my Lady fair 

' O good Saint Thomas, hear, ’ he pray’d, 

' my patron Saint art thou, 

A traitor robs me of my land even 
while I pay my vow » 

My wife he brings to infamy that was 
, so pure of name. 

And I am far in foreign land, and must 
endure the shame ’ 

It was the good Saint Thomas, then, 
who heard his pilgrim’s prayer. 
And sent a sleep so deep and dead 
that it o’erpower’d his care , 
He waked in fair Bohemian land 
outstretch’d beside a nil, 

High on the right a castle stood, low 
on the left a mill 
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e Monnger he started up as one from 
spell unbound, 

id dizzy with surprise and joy gazed 
wildly all around , 
know my fathers* ancient towers, 
the mill, the stream I know, 

5 w blessed be my patron Saint who 
cheer d his pilgrim’s woe f ’ 

e leant upon his pilgrim staif, and 
to the mill he drew, 

) alter d was his goodly form that 
none their master knew , 
le Baron to the miller said, ‘ Good 
friend, for charity , 
ill a poor palmer m your land what 
tidings may there be ? * 

le miller answered him again, ‘He 
knew of little news, 
ive that the Lady of the land did 
a new bndegi oom choose , 
er husband died in distant land, 
such IS the constant word , 

IS death sits heavy on our souls, 
he was a worthy Lord 

)f him I held the little mill which 
wins me living fiee , 
od rest the Baron m his grave, he 
still was kind to me f 
nd when Saint Martin’s tide comes 
round, and millers take their toll , 
he priest that prays for Monngei 
shall have both cope and stole * 

was the noble Monnger to climb 
tlie hill began, • 

nd stood before the bolted gate 
a woe and weary man , 

Nfow help me, every saint m heaven 
that can compassion take, 
o gam the entrance of my hall this 
woful match to break ’ 

[is very knock it sounded sad, his 
call was sad and slow, 
or heart and head, and voice and 
hand, were heavy all with woe , 


And to the warder thus he spoke 
‘Friend, to thy Lady say, 

A pilgrim from Saint Thomas land 
craves haibour for a day 

‘I ve wander’d many a weary step, 
my strength is wellnigh done, 
And if she turn me from her gate 
I *11 see no morrow’s sun , 

I pray, for sweet Saint Thomas’ sake, 
a pilgrim’s bed and dole, 

And for the sake of Monnger s, her 
once lo\ ed husband’s soul ’ 

It was the stalwart warder then he 
came his dame before, 

‘ A pilgrim, worn and travel toil’d, 
stands at the castle-door , 

And prays, for sweet Saint Thomas’ 
sake, for harbour and for dole. 
And for the sake of Monnger, thy 
noble husband s soul ’ 

The Lady’s gentle heart was moved , 
‘ Do up the gate,’ she said, 
‘And bid the wanderer welcome be 
to banquet and to bed , 

And since he names my husband s 
name, so that he lists to stay, 
Ihese towers shall be his harbourage 
a twelvemonth and a day ’ 

It was the stalwart warder then un- 
did the portal broad , 

It was the noble Monnger that o’er 
the threshold strode , 

‘ And have thou thanks, kind heaven,’ 
he said, ‘ though from a man 
of sin, 

That the true lord stands here once 
more his castle gate within * 

Then up the halls paced Monnger, his 
step was sad and slow , 

It sat full hea\y on his heart, none 
seem’d their Lord to know , 
He sat him on a lowly bench, oppress’d 
with woe and wrong, 

Short space he sat, but ne’er to him 
seem’d little space so long 
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Now spent was day, and feasting o’er, 
and come vvas evening hour. 
The time was nigh when new made 
brides retire to nuptial bower, 
*Our castle s wont,’ a bridesman said, 
^ hath been both firm and long, 
No guest to harbour in our halls till he 
shall chant a song ’ 

Then spoke the youthful bridegroom 
there as he sat by the bride, 
*My merry minstrel folk,’ quoth he, 
* lay shalm and harp aside , 

Our pilgrim guest must sing a lay, the 
castle’s rule to hold, 

And well his guerdon will I pay with 
garment and with gold ’ 

‘ Chill flows the lay of frozen age,’ 
’twas thus the pilgrim sung , 
^Nor golden meed nor garment gay 
unlocks his heavy tongue , 
Once did I sit, thou bridegroom gay , at 
board as rich as thine, 

And by my side as fair a bride with 
all her charms was mine 

‘ But time traced furrows on my face, 
and I grew silver hair’d, 

F or locks of brown, and cheeks ofyouth, 
she left this brow and beard , 
Once rich, but now a palmer poor, 
I tread life’s latest stage, 

And mingle with your bridal mirth 
the lay of frozen age ’ 

It was the noble Lady there this woful 
lay that hears. 

And for the aged pilgrim’s grief her 
eye was dimm’d with tears , 
She bade her gallant cupbearer a golden 
beaker take, 

And bear it to the palmer poor to 
quaff it for her sake 

It W’^as the noble Monnger that dropp’d 
amid the wine 

A bridal ring of burning gold so costly 
and so fine 


Now listen, gentles, to my song, it 
tells you but the sooth, 

’Twas with that very ring of gold he 
pledged his bridal truth 

Then to the cupbearer he said, ^Do me 
one kindly deed. 

And should my better days return, 
full rich shall be thy meed , 
Bear back the golden cup again to 
yonder bride so gay. 

And crave her of hei courtesy to 
pledge the palmer grey ’ 

The cupbearer was courtly bred, nor 
was the boon denied, 

The golden cup he took again, and 
bore It to the bride , 

* Lady,’ he said, ‘your reverend guest 
sends this, and bids me pra^, 
That, m thy noble courtesy, thou 
pledge the palmer grey' 

The ring hath caught the Lady’s eye, 
she views it close and near, 
Ihen might you hear her shriek aloud, 
‘ The Monnger is here >’ 

Then might you see her start from 
seat, while tears in toi rents fell. 
But whether ’twas for joy or woe, the 
ladies best can tell 

But loud she utter’d thanks to Heaven, 
and every saintly power. 

That had return’d the Monnger before 
the midnight hour , 

And loud she utter’d vow on vow, that 
never was there bride 
That had like her preserved her troth, 
or been so sorely tried 

‘ Yes, here I claim the praise,’ she said, 
‘ to constant matrons due, 

Who keep the troth that they have 
plight, so stedfastly and true , 
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lor count the term howe’ci you will, 
so that 5 ou count aright, 

Seven twelvemonths and a day are out 
when bells toll twelve to night ’ 

It was Marstetten then lose up, his 
falchion there he drew, 

He kneel d before the Moimger, and 
down his weapon threw , 

* My oath and knightly faith are broke,’ 
these were the words he said 
‘Then take, my liege, thy vassal’s sword, 
and take thy vassal s head ’ 

The noble Monnger he smiled, and 
then aloud did say, 

‘ He gathers wisdom that hath roam’d 
seven twelvemonths and a day , 
My daughter now hath fifteen years, 
fame speaks her sweet and fair, 
I give her for the bride you. lose, and 
name her foi my heir 

‘7 he young bridegroom hath youthful 
bride, the old bridegroom the old, 
Whose faith was kept till term and tide 
so punctually were told , 

But blessings on the warder kind that 
oped my castle-gate. 

For had I come at morrow tide, I came 
a day too late ’ 


THE ERL KING 

FROM THE GERMAN OF GOETHE 

O, WHO rides by night thro’ the wood 
land so wild ^ 

It IS the fond father embracing his 
child , 

And close the boy nestles within his 
loved arm, 

To hold himself fast, and to keep 
himself warm 


‘ O father, see yonder’ see yonder’’ 
he says , 

‘ My boy, upon what dost thou fear- 
fully gaze?’ 

‘ 0 , ’tis the Erl King with his crown 
and his shroud ’ 

‘ No, my son, it is but a da^-k wreath 
of the cloud ’ 

( The Ej I King speaks ) 

‘ O come and go with me, thou loveliest 
child , 

By man3 a gay sport shall thy time be 
beguiled , 

My mother keeps for thee full many 
a fair toy 

And many a fine flower shah she pluck 
for m3’’ boy * 

‘O father, my father, and did 3ou 
not hear 

The Erl-King whisper so low in my 
ear?’ 

‘Be still, my heart’s darling — my child, 
be at ease , 

It was but the wild blast as it sung 
thro’ the trees ’ 

Erl King 

‘ O wilt thou go with me, thou loveliest 
boy? 

My daughter shall tend thee with care 
and with joy , 

She shall bear thee so lightly thio’ 
wet and thro’ wild, 

And press thee, and kiss thee, and 
sing to my child ’ 

‘ O father, my father, and saw you not 
plain 

The Erl King’s pale daughter glide 
past thro’ the ram ? ’ 

‘ O yes, my loved treasure, I knew it 
full soon , 

It was the grey willow that danced to 
the moon ’ 
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jE^rl King 

‘ O come and go with me, no longer 
delay, 

Or else, silly child, I will drag thee 
away ’ 

' O father 1 O father f now, now, keep 
your hold, 

The Erl-Kinghas seized me — his grasp 
IS so cold ' ' 


Sore trembled the father , he spurr’d 
thro’ the wild. 

Clasping close to his bosom his shud 
denng child , 

He reaches his dwelling m doubt and 
in dread. 

But, clasp’d to his bosom, the infant 
was dead 


END OF BALLADS FROM THE GERMAN 
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE 


In early youth I had been an eager student 
of Ballad Poetr>, and the tree is still in my 
rccolkction beiK ath which I lay and lir&t 
entered upon the enchanting perusal of 
Peicys ‘Rdiques of A.ncicnt Poetry,’ al 
though It has long perished m the general 
blight which affected the whole race of 
Oriental platanus to w Inch it belonged 1 he 
taste of another person had strongly en 
couraged my own rcseaiches into this species 
of h gendary lore But I had nc\er dreamed 
of an attempt to imitate what ga\e me. so 
much pleasure 

I had, indeed, tried the metrical translations 
winch were occasionally recommended to 
us at the High School I got crtdit for 
attt mpting to do w hat w as enjoined, but \ cry 
little for the mode m which the task was 
perfoimcd, and I used to feel not a little 
mortified when my icrsions were placed m 
contrast With others of admitted merit At 
one period of my s( hoolboy dajs I was so far 
left to my own desires as to become guilty of 
Verses on a Thunderstorm which were much 
approved of, until a malevolent critic sprung 
up, in the shape of an apothecary s blue 
buskmed wife, who affirmed that my most 
sw eet poetry was stolen from an old magazine 
I never forgave the imputation, and e\en now 
I acknowledge some resentment against the 
poor w Oman’s memory Slie indeed accused 
me unjustly, when she said I had stolen my 
brooms leadyraade , but as I had, like ibost 
premature poets, copied all the words and 
ideas of which my ^erses consisted, she was 
sofarright I made oneortwofamt attempts 
at verse, after I had undergone this sort ot 
daw plucking at the hands ot the apothecary s 
wife , but some friend or other always ad\ ised 
me to put iny verses in the fire, and. like 
Dorax m the play, I submitted, though S\ith 
a swelling heart ’ In short, excepting the 
usual tribute to a mistress’s eyebrow, which 
IS the language of passion rather than poetry, 
I had not for ten years indulged the wish to 
couple so much as /ovc and efove^ when, 
finding Lewis m possession of so much 


reputation, and concenmg that, if I fell 
behind him in poetical pow ers, I considerably 
exceeded him in general information, I 
suddenly took it into my head to attempt 
the st\le of poetry by which he had raised 
himself to fame 

This idea was huriied into execution, in 
consequence of a temptation which others, as 
well as the author found it difficult to resist 
The celebrated ballad of ‘ Lenore,’ In Burger, 
w as about this time introduced into England , 
and it IS remarkable, that, wiitten as far 
back as 1775, it was upwaids of twenty years 
before it was known in Britain, though calcu 
lated to make so strong an impression 1 he 
wild character of the tale was such as struck 
the imagination of all w ho read it although 
the idea of the lady s ride behind the spectie 
horseman had been long before hit upon by 
an English ballad makei Butthis pretended 
English ongmal, if in reality it be such, is so 
dull, Hat, and prosaic as to lea\e the dis 
tmguishc cl German author all that is valuable 
in his stor>, by clotlnng it with a fanciful 
Wildness ot expression, which str\es to set 
forth the mariellous talc in its native terror 
Ihe ballad of ‘Lenore’ accordingly pos 
sessed general attractions for such of the 
English as understood the language m which 
it IS W'ntten , and, as if there had been 
a charm m the ballad, no one seemed to cast 
his eyes upon it w ithout a desire to make it 
know n by translation to his ow n countrymen, 
and SIX or seven versions were accordingly 
presented to the public Although the present 
author was one of those who intruded his 
translation on the world at this tune, he may 
fairly exculpate himself from the rashness 
of entering the lists against so many rivals 
The circumstances wduch threw him into 
this competition were quite accidental and 
of a nature tending to show how much the 
destiny of human life depends upon unim- 
portant occurrences, to which little con 
sequence is attached at the moment 

\bout the summer of 1793 or 1794, the 
celebrated Miss Laetitia Aikin, better known 
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as Mrs Barbauld, paid a \tsit to Edinburgh, 
and was received by such literary society as 
the place then boasted, with the hospitality 
to which her talents and her worth entitled 
her Among others, she was k indly welcomed 
by the late excellent and admired Professor 
Dugald Stewart, his lady, and family It 
was in their evening society that Miss Aikm 
drew from her pocket book a \ersion of 
‘ Lenore,’ executed by William Taylor, Esq , 
of Norwich, with as much freedom as was 
consistent with great spirit and scrupulous 
fidelity She read this composition to the 
company, who were electrified by the tale 
It was the more successful, that Mr Taylor 
had boldly copied the imitative harmony of 
the German, and described the spectral 
journey in language resembling that of the 
original Burger had thus paintedthe ghostly 
career 

Und hurre hurre hop h<^ hop 
Gmg’s fort in sausendem Galopp 
Dasb Ross und Reiter schnoben 
Und Ries und Funken stoben 

The words were rendered by the kindred 
sounds in English 

Tramp tramp across the land they speede 
Splash splash across the sea 
Hurrah the dead can ride apace 1 
Dost fear to ride ith me ’ 

When Miss Aikm had finished her reci 
tation, she replaced in hei pocket book the 
paper from which she had read it, and enjoyed 
the satisfaction of having made a strong 
impression on the heareis, whose bosoms 
thrilled jet the deeper, as the ballad was not 
to be more closely introduced to them 

The author was not present upon this 
occasion although he had then the dis 
linguished advantage of being a familiar 
friend and frequent visitor of Professor 
Stewart and his family But he was absent 
from town while Miss Aikm was in Edm 
burgh, and it was not until his return that he 
found all his friends in rapture with the 
intelligence and good sense of their visitor, 
but in particular with the wonderful transla 
tion from the German, by means of which she 
had delighted and astonished them The 
enthusiastic description given of Burgers 
ballad, and the broken account of the story, 
of which only two lines were recollected, 
inspired the author, who had some acquaint 
ance, as has been said with the German 
language, and a strong taste for popular 
poetry, with a desire to see the original 

This was not a wish easily gratified, 
German works were at that time seldom 
found in London for sale — in Edinburgh 
never A lady of noble German descent,! 
whose friendship I have enjojed for many 
years, found means, however to procure me 
a copy of Burger's works from Hamburgh 

1 Born Countess Harriet Bruhl of Martinskirchen 
and married to Hugh Scott Esq of Harden after 
wards Lord Polwarth the author s relative and much 
valued friend almost from infancy 
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The perusal of the original rather exceeded 
than disappointed the expectations which the 
report of Mr Stewarts family had induced 
me to form At length, when the book had 
been a few hours m my possession, I found 
myself giving an animated account of the 
poem to a friend, and rashly added a promise 
to furnish a copy in English ballad verse 
I well recollect that I began my task after 
supper, and finished it about daybreak the 
next morning, by which time the ideas which 
the task had a tendency to summon up were 
rather of an uncomfortable character As 
my object was much more to make a good 
translation of the poem for those whom I 
wished to please, than to acquire any poetical 
fame for myself, I retained in my translation 
the two lines which Mr Taylor had rendered 
with equal boldness and felicity 

My attempt succeeded far beyond my 
expectations , and it may readily be believed 
that I was induced to persevere in a pursuit 
which gratified my own vanity, while it 
seemed to amuse others I accomplished 
a translation of ‘ Der W ilde Jager ’ — a ro 
mantle ballad founded on a superstition 
universally current in German}, and known 
alsom Scotland and France In this I took 
rather more license than in versifying 
‘ Lenore , and I balladized one ortwo other 

f oems of Burger w ith more or less success 
n the course of a few w eeks, my own vanity, 
and the favourable opinion of friends, in 
terested by the temporary revival of a species 
of poetry containing a germ of popularity 
of which perhaps they were not themselves 
aware, urged me to the decisive step of 
sending a selection, at least, of my transla 
tions to the press, to save the numerous 
ajpphcations which were made for copies 
When was there an author deaf to such 
a recommendation’ In 1796, the present 
author was prei ailed on, by request of 
friends,’ to indulge his own vanity by 
publibhinjg the translation of Lenor*:!,’ w ith 
that of ^The Wild Huntsman,’ in a thm 
quarto 

Thefate of this, my first publication, was by 
no means flattering I distributed so many 
copies among my fiicnds as, according to 
the booksellers, materially to interfeie w ith 
the* sale , and the number of translations 
which appeared in England about the same 
time, including that of Mr Taylor, to which 
I had been so much indebted, and which 
was published m ‘ The Monthly Magazine,’ 
were sufiicient to exclude a piovincial writer 
from competition However different my 
success might have been, had I been fortu 
nate enough to have led the way in the 
general scramble for precedence, my efforts 
sunk unnoticed when launched at the same 
time with those of Mr Taylor (upon whose 
property I had committed the kind of piracy 
already noticed, and who generously forgave 
me the invasion of his rights), of my mge 
nious and amiable friend ot many year% 
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William Robert Spencer , of Mr Pye, the 
laureate of the day, and many others, besides 
In a Avord, my adventure, \\here so many 
pushed off to sea, proved a dead loss, and 
a great part of the edition was condemned 
to the scriice of the trunk maker Nay, so 
complete was the failure of the unfortunate 
ballads, that the veiy existence of them was 
soon forgotten , and, m a newspaper, m 
which I \ery lately read, to my no small 
horror, a most appalling list of ray own 
\anous publications, I siw this, my first 
oflcnct., had escaped the industrious collector, 
for whose indefatigable research I may in 
gratitude wish a better object 

The failure of my first publication did not 
operate, m any unpleasant degree either on 
my feelings or spirits I was coldly received 
by strangers, but my reputation began rather 
to increase among my own friends and, on 
the whole, 1 was more bent to show the 
world that it had neglected something worth 
notice, than to be affronted by its indi^rence 
Or rather, to speak candidly, I found pleasure 
in the literary labour in which I had almost 
by accident become engaged, and laboured, 
less in the hope of pleasing others, though 
certainly without de>>pair of doing so, than 
in the pursuit of a new and agreeable amuse 
nient to mjsclf I pursuea the German 
language keenl;y, and, though far from being 
a correct scholar, became a bold and daring 
reader, nay, even translator, of various 
dramatic pieces from that tongue 
The want ot books at that time (about 
1796) was a great interruption to the rapidity 
of my movements , for the young do not 
know, and perhaps my own contemporaries 


may have forgotten, the difficulty with which 
publications were then procured from the 
continent The worthy and excellent friend, 
of whom I gave a sketch many years after- 
wards m the person of Tonathan Oldbuck, 
procured me Adelung’s Dictionarj, through 
the mediation of Father Pepper, a monk of 
the Scotch College of Ratisbon Otherw ants 
of the same nature were supplied by Mrs Scott 
of Harden, whose kindness m a similar 
instance I haie had already occasion to 
acknowledge Through this lady s con 
nections on the continent, I obtained copies 
of Burger Schiller, Goethe, and other 
standard German works, and though the 
obligation be of a distant date, it still remains 
impressed on my memory, after a life spent 
m a constant interchange of friendship and 
kindness with that famil> which is, ac 
cording to Scottish ideas, the head of my 
house 

Being thus furnished with the necessary 
originals, I began to translate on all sides, 
certainly without anything like an accurate 
knowledge of the language , and, although 
the dramas of Goethe, Schiller, and others, 
powerfully attracted one whose early at 
tention to the German had been arrested by 
Mackenzie s Dissertation, and the play of 
‘The Robbers,’ >et the ballad poetry, m 
which I had made a bold e^say, was still my 
favourite I was vet more delighted on 
finding that the old English, and especially 
the Scottish language, were so nearly similar 
to the German, not in sound merely, but m 
the turn of phrase, that they were capable of 
being rendered line for line, with very little 
variation 


NOTES 


WILLIAM AND HELEN 

(IMITATI-D FROM THE ‘LENOR]^’ OF 
BURGLR ) 

P 630 

The author had resolved to omit thisver 
Sion of a well known Poem, m any collection 
which he mi^ht make of his poetical trifles 
But the publishers having pleaded for its 
admission the author has consented, though 
not unaware of the disadvantage at which 
this youthful essay (for it was written in 
must appear with those which have 
been executed by much more able hands, m 
particular that of Mr Taylor of Norwich, 
and that of Mr Spencer 
The translation of this ballad was written 
long before the author saw any other and 
originated m the following circumstances — 


A lady of high rank m the literal y world 
read this romantic tale, as translated by 
Mr Taylor m the house of the celebrated 
Professor Dugald Stewart, of Edinburgh 
The author was not present, nor indeed m 
Edinburgh at the time , but a gentleman 
who had the pleasure of h< armg the ballad, 
afterwards told him the story, and repeated 
the remarkable chorus — 

Tramp tramp across the land they speede 
Splash splash across the sea 
Hurraii, the dead cvn ride apace 1 
Dost fear to ride with me? 

In attempting a translation, then intended 
only to circulate among friends, the present 
author did not hesitate to make use of this 
impressive stanza , for which freedom he has 
since obtained the forgiveness of the ingeni 
ous gentleman to whom it properly belongs 
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THE WILD HUNTSMAN 

P 634. 

This IS a translation, or rather an imi 
tation of the VUtlde Ja^er oi the German 
poet Burger The tradition upon which it is 
founded bears, that formerly a Waldgiave, 
or keeper of a royal forest, named Faulken 
burg, was so much addicted to the pleasures 
of the chase, and otherwise so extremely 
profligate and cruel, that he not only followed 
this unhallowed amusement on the Sabbath, 
and other days consecrated to religious duty, 
but accompanied it with the most unheard 
of oppression upon the poor peasants, who ! 
were under his vassalage When this second 
Nimrod died, the people adopted a super 
stition, founded probably on the many various 
uncouth sounds heard in the depth of a 
German forest, during the silence of the 
night They conceiveoT they still heard the 
cry of the Waldgrave’s hounds , and the 
•well known cheer of the deceased hunter, 
the sounds of his horses’ feet, and the rustling 
of the branches before the game, the pack, 
and the sportsmen, are aUo distinctly dis 
criminated , but the phantoms are rarely, if 
ever, visible Onte asabenightedC^<2^‘.y/jwr 
heard this infernal chase pass by him, at the 
sound of the halloo, with which the Spectre 
Huntsman cheered nis hounds, he could not 
refrain from crvmg Gluck suFalkenhurgh/'' 
[Good sport to ye, Falkenburgh * ] ‘Dost 
thou w ish me good sport ’ answ ered a hoai se 
voice , ‘ thou shalt share the game , ’ and 
there was thrown at him what seemed to be 
a huge piece of foul carrion The daring 
Chasseur lost two of his best horses soon 
after, and never perfectly recovered the 
personal effects of this ghostly greeting 
This tale, though told with some variations, 
is universally believed all over Germany 
The French had a similar tradition con 
earning an aerial hunter, who infested the 
forest of Fountainbleau He was sometimes 
\isible , when he appeared as a huntsman, 
surrounded with dogs, a tall grisly figure 
Some account of him may be found in ‘Sully s 
Memoirs,’ who says he was called 1 e Grand 
Veneur At one time he chose to hunt so 
near the palace that the attendants, and, if 
I mistake not, Sully himself, came out into 
the court, supposing it was the sound of the 
king returningfrom the chase This phantom 
IS el^where called Saint Hubert 
The superstition seems to have been very 
general, as appears from the following fine 
poetical description of this phantom chase, 
as It was heard in the wilds of Ross shire 

•Ere since of old the haughty thanes of Ross — 

So to the simple swam tradition tells — 

Were wont with clans and ready vassals throng d 
To wake the bounding stag or guilty wolf 
There oft is heard, at midnight or at noon, 
Begfinnmg faint, but rising still more loud 


And nearer voice of hunters and of hounds 

And horns hoarse winded blowing far and keen — 

Forthwith the hubbub multiplies the gale 

Labours with wilder shrieks and nfer dm 

Of hot pursuit the broken cry of deer 

Mangled b> throttling dogs the shouts of men 

And hoofs thick beating on the hollow lull 

Sudden the grazing heifer in the a ale 

Starts at the noise and both the herdsman s cars 

Tingle with inward dread Aghast he ejes 

The mountain s height and all the ridges round 

et not one trace of living wight discerns, 

Nor knows o erawed and trembling as he stands 
To what or whom he owes his idle fear 
To ghost to witch to fairy or to fiend 
But wonders and no end of wondering finds 

^idanta-~reprmted in Scottish Descriptwc 
Poems pp 167 168 

A posthumous miracle of Father Lesley, 
a Scottish capuchin, related to his being 
buried on a hill haunted by these unearthly 
cries of hounds and huntsmen After his 
sainted relics had been deposited there, the 
noise was never heard more The reader 
will find this, and other miracles, recorded 
m the life of Father Bonaventura, which is 
written m the choicest Italian 


THE FIRE KING 
P 637 

This ballad -was written at the request of 
Mr L*ewis, to be inserted in his ‘Tales of 
Wonder ’ It is the third m a dienes of four 
ballads on the subject of Elementary Spirits 
The story is, however, partly historical, for 
it IS recorded that, during the struggles of 
the Latin kingdom of Jerusalem, a knight 
Templar, called Saint Alban, deserted to the 
Saracens and defeated the Christians in 
many combats till he was finally routed and 
slam, in a conflict with King Baldwin under 
the walls of Jerusalem 


FREDERICK AND ALICE 
P 640 

This tale is imitated, rather than trans- 
lated, from a fragment introduced in Goethe’s 
‘ Claudina \on Villa Bella,’ where it is sung 
a member of a gang of banditti, to engage 
the attention of the family, while hts com- 

f iamons break into the castle It owes any 
ittle merit it may possess to my friend 
Mr Lewis, to whom it was sent in an ex- 
tremely rude state, and who, after some 
material ]mpro\ements, published it in his 
‘ Tales of Wonder * 


THE BATTLE OF SEMPACH 
P 642 

These verses are a literal translation of 
an ancient Swiss ballad upon the battle of 
Sempach, fought July 9, 1386, being the 
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^ ictory b} \\ hich the Sw iss cantons established 
theinndependence , the author, AlbertTchudi 
denominated the Soutcr, from his profession 
of a sh oemaker He \\ as a citizen of Lucerne, 
esteemed highly among his countrymen 
both for his powers as a MeisUr ger^ or 
inin'strd, and his couiage as a soldier, so 
that hi might share the praise conferred by 
Collins on Aeschylus, that — 

Isot alone ho nursed the poet s flame 

But rc ich cl from \ irtm, s hind the patriot steel 

The circumstance of thcir being written 
by a poet returning from the well fought 
field he describes, and in which his countrv s 
fortune was secured may confer on Tchudi s 
veises an interest w hich they are not entitled 
to claim from their poetical merit But 
ballad poetrj, the more litcrall> it is trans 
lated, the more it loses its simplicitv, without 
acquiring either grace or strength , and, 
theicfore, some ot the faults of the \erses 
must be imputed to the translatoi s feeling it 
a duty to keep as closely as possible to nis 
original The various puns, rude attempts 
at pleasantry and disproportioned episodes, 
must be set down to Tchudi s account, or to 
the tiste of his age 

The mihtarj antiquary will derive some 
amusement Irom the minute piiticulars 
which the martial poet has iccorded The 
mode m which the Austrian men at arms 
received the charge of the Swiss was by 
forming a phalanx, which they defended with 
their long lances The gallant Winkelried, 
who sacrificed his own life b} rushing among 
the spe ars clasping m Ins arras as many as 
he could grasp, and thus opening a gap m 
those iron battalions, is celebrated in Swiss 
history When fairly mingled together, the 
unwieldy length of their weapons, and cum 
brous weight of their dt tensive armour, 
rendered the Austrian men at arms a v cry 
unequal match for the light armed moun 
tameers The victories obtained by the 
Swiss over the German chivvlrj, hitherto 
deemed as formidable on foot as on horsi 
back, led to important changes in the art ot 
war The poet aesenbes the \ustrian knights 
and squires as cutting the peaks from their 
boots ere they could act upon foot, in allu 
sion to an inconvenient piece of foppery, 
often mentioned m the middle ages Leopold 
in, Archduke of Austria, called ‘The hand 
some man at arms ’ was slam in the battle 
of Sempach, with the flower of his chivalry 


THE NOBLE MORINGER 
^ 644 

The original of these verses occurs m 
a collection of Get man popular songs, 
entitled ‘ Sammlung Deutschen Volkslieder,* 
Berlin 1807, published b> Messrs Buaching 
and Von der Hagen, both and more espe 
ciallj the last, distinguished for their ac 
quamtance with the ancient popular poetry 
and legendary history of Germany 
In the German editor’s notice ot the ballad, 
it IS stated to have bt i n extracted from 
^manuscript Chronicle of NicoIausThomann, 
chaplain to Saint Leonard m W eiscnhorn, 
which bears the date 1*5^3 , and the song 13 
stated b}^ the author to have been geneially 
sung m the neighbourhood at that early 
period Thomann, as quoted by the German 
editor, seems faithfully to have believed the 
event he narrates He quotes tombstones 
and obituaries to nrov e the existence of the 
personages of the ballad and discovers that 
there actually died, on the nth of May, 1^49, 
a Lady Von Neuffen, Countess of Marstetten, 
who was, by birth, of the house of Monnger 
This lad> he supposes to have been Monnger s 
daughter, mentioned m the ballad He 
quotes the same authority for the death of 
Berckhold Von Neuffen in the same >ear 
The editors, on the whole, seem to embrace 
the opinion of Professor Smith of Ulm, who, 
from the language of the ballad, ascribes its 
date to the^i sth century 
The legena itself turns on an incident not 
peculiar to Germanj , and w Inch, perhaps, w as 
not unlikely to happen m more instances than 
one, when crusadets abodt. long in the Holy 
Land, and their disconsolate dames received 
no tidings of their fate A stor}, very 
similar in circumstances but without the 
miraculous machinery of Saint Tliomas, is 
told of one ot the ancient Lords of Haigh- 
hall in Lancashire, the patrimonial inherit 
ance ot the late Countiss of Balcarras, 
and the particulars at c represented on stained 
glass upon a wii dow in that ancient manor 
house 

THE ERL KING 
P 648 

The Erl King is a goblin that haunts the 
Black Forest in Thuringia To be read 
by a candle particularly long in the snuff 


(CONTRIBUTED TO ‘THE MINSTRELSY OF THE SCOTTISH BORDER 0 


THOMAS THE RHYMER 

Part I (Ancient ) 

True Thomas lay on Huntlie bank, 

A ferlie he spied wi’ his ee , 

And there he saw a ladye bnght 
Come riding down by the Eildon- 
tree 

Her shirt was o’ the grass-green silk, 
Her mantle o’ the velvet fvne , 

At ilka tett of her horse’s mane, 

Hung fifty siller bells and nine 

True Thomas he pull’d aff his cap, 
And louted low down to his knee, 
‘All hail, thou mighty Queen of 
Heaven • 

For thy peer on earth I never did see ’ 

‘ O no, O no, Thomas,’ she said, 

‘That name does not belang to me, 
I am but the Queen of fair Elfland, 
That am hither come to visit thee 

‘ Harp and carp, Thomas,’ she said, 

‘ Harp and carp along wi’ me , 

And if ye dare to kiss my lips, 

Sure of your bodie I will be ’ 


‘ Betide me weal, betide me woe, 
Thatweird shall never daunton me 
Syne he has kiss’d her i osy lips 
All underneath the Eildon tree 

‘ Now je maun go wi’ me,' she said, 
‘True Thomas, ye maun go wi’ me, 
And ye maun serve me seven years, 
Thro’ weal or woe as may chance 
to be ’ 

She mounted on her milk white steed, 
She s ta’en true Thomas up behind 
And aye, whene’er her bridle rung, 
The steed flew swifter than the wind 

O the} rade on, and farther on , 

The steed gaed swifter than the wi nd , 
Until they reach d a deseit wide, 

•And living land w as left behind 

‘ Light down, light down now, true 
Thomas, 

And lean your head upon my knee , 
Abide and rest a little space, 

And I will show you ferlies three 

^ O see ye not yon narrow road, 

So thick beset with thorns andbneis*? 
That IS the path of righteousness, 
Though after it but few inquires 
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*And see ye not that braid braid road, 
That lies across that hly leven ? 

That IS the path of wickedness, 
Though some call it the road to 
heaven 

‘ And see ye not that bonny road. 
That winds about the fernie brae ^ 

That IS the road to fair Elfland, 
Where thou and I this night maun 
gae 

‘But, Thomas, ye maun hold your 
tongue, 

Whatever ye may hear or see , 

For, if ye speak word m Elfyn land, 
Ye’ll ne’er get back to your am 
countrie ’ 

0 they rade on, and farther on. 

And they waded through rivers 

aboon the knee, 

And they saw neither sun nor moon, 
But they heard the roaring of the sea 

It was mirk mirk night, and there was 
nae stern light. 

And they waded through red blude 
to the knee , 

For a’ the blude that ’s shed on earth 
Rins through the springs o’ that 
countrie 

Syne they came on to a garden green, 
And she pu’d an apple frae a tree — 

* 1 ake this for thy wages, true Thomas , 

It will give thee the tongue that 
can never he ' 

*My tongue is mine am,' true Thomas 
said , 

* A gudely gift ye wad gie to me * 

1 neither dought to buy nor sell. 

At fair or tryst where I may be 

‘ I dought neither speak to prince oi 
peer, 

Nor ask of grace from fair ladye ' 

* Now hold thy peace ’’ the lady said, 

‘ For as I say, so must it be ' 


He has gotten a coat of the even cloth, 
And a pair of shoes of velvet green , 
And till seven years were gane and past 
True Thomas on earth was never 
seen 


P\Ri II (Modernized from the 
Prophecies ) 

When seven years were come and gane. 
The sun blink’d fair on pool and 
stream , 

And Thomas lay on Huntlie bank, 
Like one awaken’d from a dream 

He heard the trampling of a steed, 

He saw the flash of armour flee, 
And he beheld a gallant knight 
Come riding down by the Eildon- 
tree 

He was a stalwart knight, and strong, 
Of giant make he ’pear’d to be 
He stirr’d his horse, as he were wode, 
Wi’ gilded spurs, of faushion fiee 

Sa>s ‘Well met, well met, true 
Thomas ' 

Some uncouth ferlies show to me ’ 
Says ‘ Christ thee save, Corspatnek 
brave > 

Thrice welcome , good Dunbar, to me f 

‘ Light down, light down, Corspatnek 
brave > 

And I will show thee curses three, 
Shall gar fair Scotland greet and grane, 
And change the green to the black 
livery 

‘ A storm shall roar this very hour, 
From Ross’s hills to Solway sea.’ 

‘ Ye lied, ye lied, ye warlock hoar » 
For the sun shines sweet on fauld 
and lee ’ 
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He put his hand on the Earlie’s head , 
Heshow’dhim a rock beside the sea, 
Where a king lay stiff beneath his 
steed, 

And steel-dight nobles wiped their 
ee 

‘The neist curse lights on Branxton 
hills 

By Flodden^s high and heathery side, 
Shall wave a banner red as blude, 
And chieftains throng wi^ meikle 
pride 

* A Scottish King shall come full keen. 
The ruddy lion beareth he , 

A feather’d arrow sharp, I ween, 
Shall make him wink and warre to 
see 

‘When he is bloody, and all to-bledde, 
Thus to his men he still shall say — 
“ For God’s sake, turn ye back again, 
And give yon southei n folk a fray ’ 
Why should I lose ? the right is mine' 
My doom is not to die this day ” 

‘ Yet turn ye to the eastern hand, 

And woe and wonder ye sail see , 
How forty thousand spearmen stand. 
Where yon rank river meets the sea 

‘There shall the lion lose the gylte. 
And the libbards bear it clean away, 
At Pinkyn Cleuch there shall be spilt 
Much gentil bluid that day ’ 

‘ Enough, enough, of curse and ban , 
Some blessings show thou now to me, 
Or, by the faith o’ my bodie,’ Cors 
patnck said, 

‘Ye shall rue the day ye e’er saw me ' ’ 

‘The first of blessings I shall thee show. 
Is by a burn ^ that ’s call’d of bread , 
Where Saxon men shall tine the bow, 
And find their arrows lack the head 
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* Beside that brigg, out ower that burn. 

Where the water bickereth bright 
and sheen, 

Shall many a fallen courser spurn. 

And knights shall die in battle keen 

‘ Beside a headless cross of stone, 

The libbards there shall lose thegree 
The raven shall come, the erne shall go, 
And drink the Saxon bluid sae free 
The cross of stone they shall not know, 
So thick the corses there shall be ’ 

‘ But tell me now,’ said brave Dunbar, 

‘ True Thomas, tell now unto me, 
What man shall rule the isle Britain, 
Even from the north to the southern 
seaP 

* A French Queen shall bear the son, 

Shall rule all Britain to the sea , 

He of the Bruce’s blood shall come. 
As near as in the ninth degree 

‘ The waters worship shall his race , 
Likewise the waves of the farthest 
sea. 

For they shall ride over ocean wide, 
With hempen bridles, and horse of 
tree ’ 


Part III (Modern ) 

When seven years more were come 
and gone, 

Was war through Scotland spread, 
And Ruberslaw show’d high Dunyon 
• His beacon blazing red 

Then all by bonny Coldingknow, 
Pitch d palliouns took their room. 
And crested helms, and spears a rowe, 
Glanced gaily through the broom 

The Leader, rolling to the Tweed, 
Resounds the ensenzie , 

They roused the deer from Cadden- 
head. 

To distant Torwoodlee 
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The feast was spread in Ercildoune, | 
In Learmont’s high and ancient hall ! 
And there were knights of great re 
nown, 

And ladies laced m pall 

Noi lacked thc;y , while they sat at dine, 

1 he music nor the tale, 

Nor goblets of the blood led wine. 

Nor mantling quaighs of ale 

True Thomas lose with harp m hand 
When as the feast was done 
(In minstrel strife in Fairy Land 
The elfin hai p he won ) 

Hush d were the thiong, both limb 
and tongue, 

And harpers foi en\y pale , 

And armed lords lean d on their sw ords, 
And hearken d to the tale 

In numbers high, the witching tale 
The prophet pour’d along, 

No aftci bard might e’er a\ail 
Those numbers to prolong 

Yet fiagments of the lolt 3 ’’ stiam 
Float down the tide of yeais, 

As, buoyant on the stoi my main, 

A parted wreck appears 

He sung King Arthur’s 1 able Round 
The Warrior of the Lake , 

How courteous Gawaine met the 
wound, 

And bled for ladies’ sake 

But chief, m gentle Tnstrem’s piaise, 
The notes melodious swell , 

Was none e\cell d in Arthur’s days. 
The knight of Lionelle 

For Marke, his cowardly’' uncle’s ngnt, 
A venom’d wound he bore , 

When fierce Morholde he slew in fight 
Upon the Irish shore 


No art the poison might withstand , 

No medicine could be found, 

Till lovely Isolde’s lily hand 

Had probed the rankling wound 

With gentle hand and soothing tongue 
She bore the leech’s part , 

And, while she o’er his sick-bcd hung, 
He paid hei with his heart 

O fatal was the gift, I ween ’ 

For, doom d m evil tide, 

The maid must be rude Cornwall s 
queen 

His cowardly uncle’s bride 

Their loves, their w^'oes, the gifted bard 
In fairy tissue wove , 

Where lords and knights and ladies 
bright 

In gay confusion strove 

The Garde Joyeuse amid the tale 
High rear d its glitteimg head , 

And Avalon s enchanted vale 
In all Its wonders spread 

Biangwain was theie, and Segiamorc, 
And fiend born Meilin s giamarye, 
Of that famed wizard s mighty lore, 

O who could sing but he ? 

Through many a maze the winning song 
In changeful passion led, 
lill bent at length the listening throng 
O’er Tnstrem’s dying bed 

Hisancient wounds their scarsexpand, 
With agon^" his heart is wrung 
O where is Isolde’s lilye hand. 

And where her soothing tongue ^ 

She comes i she comes > like flash of 
flame 

Can lovers’ footsteps fly , 

She comes* she comes* Sheonlycame 
I To see her Tnstrem die 
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She saw him die , her latest sigh 
Join’d in a kiss his parting breath , 
The gentlest pair that Britain bare 
United are in death 

There paused the harp its lingering 
sound 

Died slowly on the ear, 

The silent guests still bent around, 
For still they seem’d to hear 

Then woe broke forth in murmurs 
weak 

Nor ladies heaved alone the sigh , 
But, half ashamed, the rugged cheek 
Did many a gauntlet dry 

On Leader’s stream and Learmont’s 
tower 

The mists of evening close , 

In camp, in castle, or in bower 
Each warrior sought repose 

Lord Douglas in his lofty tent 
Bream’d o’er the woeful tale , 
When footsteps light across the bent 
The warrior s ears assail 

He starts, he wakes ‘ What, Richard, 
ho * 

Arise, my page, arise t 
What venturous wight at dead of night 
Dare step where Douglas lies ^ ’ 

Then forth they rush’d by Leader’s 
tide, 

A selcouth sight they see — 

A hart and hind pace side by side. 

As white as snow on Fairnalie 

Beneath the moon with gesture proud 
They stately move and slow , 

Nor scare they at the gathering crowd. 
Who marvel as they go 

To Learmont’s tower a message sped, 
As fast as page might run , 

And Thomas started from his bed. 
And soon his clothes did on 


First he woxe pale, and then woxe red * 
Never a word he spake but three , — 
' sand is run , my thread is spun , 
This sign regardeth me ’ 

The elfin harp his neck around. 

In minstrel guise, he hung, 

And on the wind in doleful sound 
Its dying accents rung 

Then forth he went , yet turn’d him oft 
To view his ancient hall 
On the grey tower in lustre soft 
The autumn moonbeams fall , 

And Leader’s waves like silver sheen 
Danced shimmering in the ray , 

In deepening mass, at distance seen, 
Broad Soltra’s mountains lay 

‘ Farewell, my fathers’ ancient tower f 
A long farewell,’ said he 
‘ The scene of pleasure, pomp, or power 
Thou never more shalt be 

^To Learmont s name no foot of earth 
Shall here again belong. 

And on thy hospitable hearth 
The hare shall leave her young 

‘Adieu ’ adieu ’’ again he cried, 

All as he turn’d him roun’ — 

‘ Farewell to Leader’s silvei tide ^ 
Farewell to Ercildoune 

The hart and hin d approach'd the place, 
As lingering yet he stood , 

And there, before Lord Douglas’ face. 
With them he cross’d the flood 

» 

Lord Douglas leap’d on his berry- 
brown steed, 

And spurr’d him the Leader o’er. 
But, though he rode with lightning 
speed, 

He never saw them more 

Some said to hill, and some to glen. 
Their wondrous course had been , 
But ne’er m haunts of living men 
Again wms Thomas seen 
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CLENFINLAS, 

OR, 

LOR© RONALD»S CORONACH 

or them the viewless forms of air obey 
1 heir biddins, heed and it their beck repiir, 

‘hey know whit spirit bre^^s the stormful diy 
And htirtless oft like moody madness stare 
'o see the phantom tram their secret work prepare 
COLLI vs 

' HONE a rie’ ^ O hone a rie’ » 

The pride of Albm’s line is o’er, 
nd fall’n Glenartney 's stateliest ti ee , 
We ne’er shall see Lord Ronald 
more ’ 

sprung from great Macgillianore, 
The chief that never fear’d a foe, 
[ow matchless was thy broad clay- 
more, 

How deadly thine unerring bow f 

/ell can the Saxon widows tell, 

How on the T eith’s resoundingsliore 
he boldest Lowland warnors fell, 

As down from Lenny s pass you bore 

ut o’er his hills, m festal day. 

How bla/ed Lord Ronald’s beltane- 
tree, 

/hile youths and maids the light 
strathspey 

So nimbly danced with Highland 
glee I 

Iheer’d by the strength of Ronald’^ 
shell, 

E’en age forgot his tresses hoar , 
tut now the loud lament we swell, 

O ne’er to see Lord Ronald more > 

'rom distant isles a chieftain came, 
The joys of Ronald’s halls to find, 
md chase with him the dark-brown 
game. 

That bounds o’er Albin’s hills of 

wmd 


’Twas Moy , whom m Columba’s isle 
The seer s prophetic spirit found, 

As, with a minstrel’s fire the while, 
He waked his harp’s harmonious 
sound 

Full many a spell to him was known, 
Which wandering spirits shrink to 
hear , 

And many a lay of potent tone, 

Was never meant for mortal ear 

For there, ’tis said, in mystic mood, 
High converse with the dead they 
hold, 

And oft espy the fated shroud, 

That shall the future corpse enfold 

O So it fell, that on a da>, 

To rouse the red deer from their den, 

The Chiefs have ta’en their distant way. 
And scour d the deep Glenfinlas glen 

No vassals wait their sports to aid, 

To watch their safety, deck their 
board , 

Their simple diess the Highland plaid, 
Their trusty guard the Highland 
sword 

Three summer days, through brake 
and dell, 

Their whistling shafts successful 
flew , 

And still, when dewy evening fell, 
The quarry to their hut they drew 

In grey Glenfinlas’ deepest nook 
1 he solitary cabin stood. 

Fast by Moneira's sullen brook, 
Which murmurs through that lonely 
wood 

Soft fell the night, the sky was calm, 
When three successive days had 
flown , 

And summer mist in dewy balm 
Steep’d heathy bank and mossy 
stone 





66i 


The moon, half hid m silvery flakes, 
Afar her dubious radiance shed, 
Quivering on Katrine’s distant lakes 
And resting on Benledi’s head 

Now in their hut, in social guise, 
Their silvan fare the Chiefs enjoy , 
And pleasure laughs in Ronald’s eyes, 
As many a pledge he quaffs to Moy 

•What lack we here to crown our bliss, 
While thus the pulse of joy beats 
high^ 

What, but fair woman’s yielding kiss, 
Her panting breath and meltingeye ^ 

*To chase the deer of yonder shades, 
This morning left their father’s pile 
The fairest of our mountain maids, 
The daughters of the proud Glengyle 

‘ Long have IsoughtsweetMary’s heart, 
And dropp’d the tear, and heaved 
the sigh 

But vam the lover’s wily art, 

Beneath a sister s watchful eye 

‘ But thou mayst teach that guardian 
fair. 

While far with Mary I have flown. 
Of other hearts to cease her care, 
And find it hard to guard her own 

•Touch but thy harp — thou soon shalt 
see 

The lovely Flora of Glengyle, 
Unmindful of her charge and me, 
Hang on thy notes twixt tear and 
smile 

• Or, if she choose a melting tale, 

All underneath the greenwood 
bough, 

Will good Saint Oran’s rule prevail, 
Stern huntsman of the rigid brow ^ ’ 

•Since Ennck’s fight, since Morna's 
death. 

No more on me shall rapture rise. 
Responsive to the panting breath. 

Or yielding kiss, or melting eyes 


• E’en then, when o’er the heath ofwoe, 

Where sunk my hopes of love and 
fame, 

I bade my harp’s wild wailings flow, 
On me the Seer s sad spirit came 

• The last dread curse of angry heaven. 

With ghastly sights and sounds of 
woe. 

To dash each glimpse of joy, was given, 
The gift — the future ill to know 

• The bark thou saw’st yon summermorn 

So gaily part from Oban’s bay, 

My eye beheld her dash’d and torn, 
Far on the rocky Colonsay 

• Thy Fergus too, thy sister’s son, — 

Thou saw’st with pride the gallant’s 
power, 

As marchmg’gainstthe Lordof Downe 
He left the skirts of huge Benmore 

• Thou only saw’st their tartans wave, 

As down Benvoirlich’s side they 
wound, 

Heard’st but the pibroch answenng 
brave 

To many a target clanking round 

‘ I heard the groans, I mark’d the tears, 
I saw the wound his bosom bore. 
When on the serried Saxon speais 
He pour d his clan’s resistless i oar 

• And thou who bidst me think of bliss, 

And bidst my heart awake to glee, 
And court like thee the wanton kiss — 
That heart, ORonald,bleedsfor thee • 

• I see the death-damps chill thy brow , 

I hear thy Warning Spirit cry , 

The corpse lights dance I they’re gone* 
and now — 

No more is given to gifted eye * * 

• Alone enjoy thy dreary dreams, 

Sad prophet of the evil hour » 

Say, should we scorn joy’s transient 
beams, 

Because to morrow’s storm may lour* 
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false or sooth th> words of woe 
langillian’s Chieftain ne’er shall 
fear , 

blood shall bound at rapture’s glow, 
hough doom d to stain the Sa'von 
spear 

in now, to meet me in y on dell, 

[y Mary’s buskins brush the dew ’ 
spoke, nor bade the Chief farewell, 
>ut called his dogs, and gay with- 
drew 

thin an hour return d each hound , 
n rush d the rouseis of the deer, 
iy howl’d in melancholy sound, 
'hen closely couch’d beside the 
Seer 

Ronald ^et — though midnight 
came, 

Liid sad wtie Moy’s piophetic 
dreams, 

bending o’er the dying flame, 
le fed the watch file’s quivering 
gleams 

Idcn the hounds eiect their ears, 
uid sudden cease their moaning 
howl , 

se press’d to Moy, they mark their 
fears 

ly shivering limbs and stifled gi owl 

touch’d, the harp began to img, 

U softly, slowly, oped the door , 
d shook lesponsive every string, 
U, light, a footstep press d the floor 

d by the watch fire’s glimmering 
light, 

i^loseby the minsti el s side was seen 
huntress maid m beauty bi ight, 

U1 dropping wet her robes of green 

dioppmg wet her garments seem , 
tiill’d washer cheek,herbosombare, 
, bending o’er the dying gleam, 

>he wrung the moisture from her 
hair 


With maiden blush, she softly said, 

O gentle huntsman, hast thou seen, 
In deep Glenfinlas’ moonlight glade, 

A lovely maid in \ est of green 

^ With her a Chief in Highland pride , 
Hrs shoulders bear the hunter’s bow , 
The mountain diik adorns his side, 
Far on the wind his tartans flow ” ^ 

'And who art thou 2 and who are the j ” 
All ghastly gazing, Moy replied 
‘ And why beneath the m oon’s pale i ay. 
Dare yc thus i oam Glenfinlas’ side ’ 

' Where wild Loch Katrine pours her 
tide. 

Blue, dark, and deep round many 
an isle, 

Our father’s towers o erhang her side, 
The castle of the bold Glengyle 

‘ To chase the dun Glenfinlas deer 
Our woodland couise this morn we 
boie, 

And haply met, while wandering here, 
Ihe son of great Macgillnnore 

‘ O aid me, then, to seek the pair, 
Whom, loitering in the woods, I 
lost , 

Alone, I dare not ventuie theie, 
Where w^alks, they say, the shrieking 
ghost ’ 

‘ Yes, many a shrieking ghost walks 
there , 

Then, first, my own sad vow to keep, 
Here will I pour my midnight prayer, 
Which still must rise w’^hen mortals 
sleep 

' O first, for pity’s gentle sake, 

Guide a lone wanderer on her way f 
For I must cross the haunted brake, 
And reach iny father’s towers ere 
day ’ 
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* First, three times tell each A\ e bead, 
And thnte a Pater noster say, 
Then kiss with me the holy rede , 

So shall we safely wend our way ’ 

‘ O shame to knighthood, strange and 
foul ’ 

Go, dotf the bonnet from thy brow, 
And shi oud thee in the monkish cowl. 
Which best befits thy sullen vow 

‘Not so, by high Dunlathmon*s fire, 
Thy heart was froze to love and joy, 
When gaily rung thy raptured lyre 
To wanton Morna’s melting eye ’ 

Wild stared the minstrel’s eyes of 
flame, 

And high his sable locks arose. 

And quick his colour went and came, 
As fear and rage alternate rose 

‘ And thou ' when by the blazing oak 
I lay, to her and love resign’d, 

Say, rode ye on the eddying smoke. 
Or sail’d ye on the midnight wind ^ 

•Not thine a race of mortal blood, 
Nor old Glengyle’s pretended line, 
Thy dame, the I ady of the Flood — 
Thy sire, the Monarch of the Mine ’ 

He mutter’d thrice Saint Oran’s rhyme, 
And thrice Saint Fillan’s powerful 
prayer , 

Then turn’d him to the eastern clime, 
And sternly shook his coal blackhair 

And, bending o’er his harp, he flung 
His wildest witch-notes on the wind, 
And loud and high and strange they 
rung, 

As many a magic change they find 

Tall wax’d the Spirit s altering form, 
Fill to the roof her stature grew , 
Then, mingling with the rising storm, 
With one wild yell away she flew 


Ram beats, hail rattles, whirlwinds 
tear 

The slender hut in fragments flew , 
But not a lock of Moy’s loose han 
Was waved by wind, or wet by dew 

Wild mingling with the howling gale, 
Loud bursts of ghastly laughter rise , 
High o’er the minstrel s head they sail. 
And die amid the northern skies 

The voice of thunder shook the wood, 
As ceased themore than mortal yell, 
And, spattering foul, a shower of blood 
Upon the hissing firebrands fell 

Next dropp’d from high a mangled arm. 
The fingers strain’d an half drawn 
blade 

Andlast, thelife-bloodstreammgwarm. 
Torn from the trunk, a gasping head 

Oft o’er that head, in battling field, 
Stream’d the proud crest of high 
Benmore , 

That arm the broad claymore could 
wield, 

Which dyed the Teith with Saxon 
gore 

Woe to Moneira’s sullen rills ’ 

Woe to Glenfinlas dreary glen • 
There never son of Albm’s hills 
Shall di aw the hunter’s shaft agen * 

E en the tired pilgrim s burning feet 
At noon shall shun that sheltering 
den, 

Lest journeying in their rage, he meet 
» The wayward Ladies of the Glen 

And we — behind the Chieftain’s shield 
No moie shall we in safety dwell , 
None leads the people to the field — 
And we the loud lament must swell 

O hone a rie’ < O hone a rie’ ' 

The pride of Albm s line is o’er t 
And fall’n Glenartney’s stateliest tree, 
We ne’er shall see Lord Ronald 
more ’ 
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THE EVE OF SAINT JOHN 

E Baron of Smaylho’me rose with 
<iay, 

le spurr’d his courser on, 
thout stop or stay, down the rocky 
way, 

[hat leads to Brotherstone 

went not with the bold Buccleuch, 
dis banner broad to rear , 

; went not ’gainst the English yew 
To lift the Scottish spear 

t his plate-jack was braced, and 
his helmet was laced 
^nd his vaunt-brace of pi oof he 
wore, 

his saddle-gerthe was a good steel 
sperthe, 

Pull ten pound weight and more 

e Baron return’d m three days’ space, 
\nd his looks were sad and sour , 
d weary was his courser’s pace, 

\s he leach’d his rocky tower 

; came not from where Ancram Moor 
R.an red with English blood , 
here the Douglas true and the bold 
Buccleuch 

Gainst keen Lord Evers stood 

:t was his helmet hack’d and hew’d, 
His acton pierced and tore, 
s axe and his dagger with blood 
imbrued, — 

But it was not English gore 

; lighted at the Chapellage, 

He held him close and still , 
id he whistled thnce for his little 
foot page, 

His name was English Will 

[ome thou hither, my little foot-page. 
Come hither to my knee , 
tough thou art young, and tender 
of age, 

I think thou art true to me 


* Come, tell me all that thou hast seen, 

And look thou tell me true « 

Since I from Smaylho’me tower have 
been, 

What did thy lady do ^ ’ 

‘ My lady each night sought the lonely 
light 

That burns on the wild Watchfold , 
For, from height to height, the beacons 
bright 

Of the English foemen told 

‘ The bittern clamour d from the moss, 
The wind blew loud and shrill , 

Yet the craggy pathway she did cross 
To the eiry Beacon Hill 

‘ I watch’d her steps, and silent came 
Where she sat her on a stone , 

No watchman stood by the dreary 
flame, 

It burned all alone 

^ The second night I kept her in sight 
Till to the fire she came, 

And, by Mary’s might • an armed 
Knight 

Stood by the lonely flame 

‘ And many a word that warlike lord 
Did speak to my lady there , 

But the ram fell fast, and loud blew 
the blast, 

And I heard not what they were 

* The third night there the sky was fair, 

And the mountain-blast was still, 
As again I watch’d the secret pair 
On the lonesome Beacon Hill 

‘And I heard her name the midnight 
hour, 

And name this holy eve, 

And say ‘ ‘ Come this night to thy lady’s 
bower , 

Ask no bold Baron’s leave 
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lifts his spear with the bold 
Buccleuch , 

His lady is all alone , 

The door she ’ll undo to her knight so 
true 

On the eve of good Saint John " 

‘ I cannot come, I must not come, 

I dare not come to thee , 

On the eve of Saint John I must 
wander alone, 

In thy bower I may not be 

* “ Now out on thee fainthearted 

knight f 

Thou shouldst not say me nay , 

For the eve is sweet, and when lovers 
meet 

Is worth the whole summer’s day 

And I’ll chain the blood hound, and 
the warder shall not sound, 

And rushes shall be strew’d on the 
stair , 

So, by the black rood stone, and by 
hol3> Saint John, 

I conjure thee, my love, to be there 

* “ Though the blood hound be mute, 

and the rush beneath my foot, 

And the warder his bugle should not 
blow, 

Yet there sleepeth a priest in the 
chamber to the east. 

And my footstep he would know 

‘ “ O fear not the priest, who sleepeth 
to the east, 

For to Dryburgh the way he has 
ta’en , 

And there to say mass, till three days 
do pass, 

For the soul of a knight that is 
slayne 

‘ He turn’d him around, and grimly he 
frown’d, 

Then he laugh’d right scornfully — 

‘*He who says the mass-nte for the 
• soul of that knight 

May as well say mass for me 


“‘At the lone midnight houi, when 
bad spirits have power, 

In thy chamber will I be ” 

With that he was gone, and my lady 
left alone, 

And no more did I see ’ 

Then changed, I trow, was that bold 
Baron s brow, 

From the dark to the blood red 
high— 

‘ Now tell me the mien of the knight 
thou hast seen, 

For, by Mary, he shall die ' ’ 

‘ His arms shone full bright in the 
beacon’s red light , 

His plume it was scarlet and blue , 

On his shield was a hound in a silver 
leash bound, 

And his crest was a branch of the 
yew ’ 

‘ Thou best, thou best, thou little foot- 
page, 

Loud dost thou be to me < 

For that knight is cold, and low laid 
m the mould, 

All under the Eildon tree ’ 

‘Yet hear but my word, my noble lord * 
For I heard her name his name , 

And that lady bright, she called the 
knight 

Sir Richard of Coldingharae ’ 

Ihe bold Baron’s brow then changed, 
» I trow, 

From high blood-red to pale — 

‘ The grave is deep and dark, and the 
corpse is stiff and stark. 

So I may not trust thy tale 

‘ Where fair Tweed flows round holy 
Melrose, 

And Eildon slopes to the plain. 

Full three nights ago, by some secret 
foe. 

That gay gallant was slam 
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The varying light deceived thy sight, 
And the wild winds drown’d the 
name, 

or the Dryburgh bells ring and the 
white monks do sing 
For Sir Richard of Coldmghame >’ 

[e pass’d the court gate, and he oped 
the tower grate. 

And he mounted the narrow stair 
b the bartizan seat, where, with 
maids that on her wait 
He found his lady fair 

’hat lady sat in mournful mood. 
Look’d o\ er hill and vale, 

)ver Tweed’s fair flood and Mertoun’s 
wood 

And all down Teviotdale 

Now hail, now hail, thou lady bright 
* Now hail, thou Baron tiue ’ 

Vhat news, what news from An cram 
fight? 

What news from the bold Buc- 
cleuch ?’ 

The Ancram Moons red with gore, 
For many a southron fell , 
knd Buccleuch his charged us ever- 
more 

To watch our beacons well ’ 

'he lady blush’d red, but nothing she 
said , 

Noi added the Baron a word • 
'hen she stepp’d down the stair to 
her chamber fair, 

And so did her moody lord 

n sleep the lady mourn’d, and the 
Baron toss’d and turn’d, 

And oft to himself he said, 

The worms around him creep, and 
his bloody grave is deep — 

It cannot give up the dead I’ 


It was near the nngmg of matin bell, 
The night was wellnigh done, 
When a heavy sleep on that Baton fell, 
On the eve of good Saint John 

The lady look’d thiough the chamber 
fair, 

By the light of a dying flame, 

And she was aware of a knight stood 
there — 

Sir Richard of Coldmghame ^ 

‘ Alas ’ away, away •’ she cried, 

‘ For the holy Virgin’s sake • ’ 

‘ Lady, I know who sleeps by thy side , 
But, lady, he will not awake 

‘ By Eildon tree, for long nights three, 
In bloody grave have I lam , 

The mass and the death prayer are 
said foi me, 

But, lady, they are said in vain 

‘ By the Baron’s brand, near Tweed’s 
fair strand, 

Most foully slain I fell , 

And my restless sprite on the beacon’s 
height 

Tor a space is doom’d to dwell 

‘At our trysting-place, foi a certain 
space 

I must wander to and fro , 

But I had not had power to come to 
thy bower 

Had’st thou not conjured me so ’ 

Love master’d fear, her brow she 
cross’d — 

* How, Richard, hast thou sped ? 
And art thou saved, or art thou lost ?’ 
The vision shook his head * 

‘ Who spilleth life shall forfeit life , 

So bid thy lord believe 
That lawless love is guilt above, ^ 
This awful sign receive ’ 
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He laid his left palm on an oaken beam, 
'His right upon her hand — 

The lady shrunk, and fainting sunk, 
For it scorch’d like a fiery brand 

The sable score of fingers four 
Remains on that board impress’d , 
And for evermore that lady wore 
A covering on her wrist 

There is a nun in Dryburgh bower, 
Ne’er looks upon the sun , 

There is a monk in Melrose tower. 
He speaketh word to none , 

That nun who ne’er beholds the day, 
That monk who speaks to none — 
That nun was Smaylho’me’s Lady gay. 
That monk the bold Baron 


CADYOW CASTLE 

ADDRESSED TO 
THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

LADY ANNE HAMILION 

When princely Hamilton’s abode 
Ennobled Cadyow’s Gothic towers. 
The song went round, the goblet flow’d 
And revel sped the laughing hours 

Then, thrilling to the harp’s ga> sound. 
So sweetly rung each vaulted wall. 
And echoed light the dancer’s bound 
As mirth and music cheer'd the hall 

But Cadyow’s towers, in rums laid. 
And vaults, by ivy mantled o’er. 
Thrill to the music of the shade, 

Or echo Evan’s hoarser roar 

Yet still of Cadyow’s faded fame 
You bid me tell a minstrel tale. 
And tune my harp of Border frame 
On the wild banks of Evandale 


For thou, from scenes of courtly pride. 
From pleasure’s lighter scenes, 
canst turn. 

To draw oblivion’s pall aside. 

And mark the long-forgotten urn 
Then, noble maid ’ at thy command. 
Again the crumbled halls shall rise , 
Lo < as on Evan’s banks we stand, 
The past returns — the present flies 

Where with the rock’s wood cover’d 
side 

Were blended late the ruins green, 
Rise turrets in fantastic pride. 

And feudal banners flaunt between 

Where the rude torrent’s brawling 
course 

Was shagg’d with thorn and tang- 
ling sloe, 

The ashler buttress braves its force. 
And ramparts frown in’battledrow 

Tis night the shade of keep and spire 
Obscurely dance on Evan’s stream, 
And on the wave the waider’s fire 
Is chequering the moonlight beam 

Fades slow their light — the east is grey, 
The weary warder leaves his tower, 
Steeds snort, uncoupled stag hounds 
bay, 

And merry hunters quit the bower 

The drawbridge falls — they hurry 
out — 

Clatters each plank and swinging 
chain 

As, dashing o’er, the jovial rout 
’Urge the shy steed, and slack the 
rein 

First of his troop the Chiefs rode on, 
His shouting merry men throng 
behind , 

The steed of princely Hamilton 
Was fleeter than the mountain wind 

1 The head of the family of Hirmlton at this period, 
was James Enrl of Arran Duke of Chatelherault m 
Prince and first peer of the Scottish realm In 1569 
he was appointed by Queen Mary her lieutenant- 
general m Scotland, 
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Piom the thick copse the roebucks 
bound, 

The startled led deer scuds the 
plain, 

For the hoaise bugle’s warrior sound 
Has roused then mountam haunts 
again 

Through the huge oaks of Evandale, 
Whose limbs a thousand years ha\ e 
worn, 

What sullen roar comes down the 
gale 

And drowns the hunter’s pealing 
horn ? 

Mightiest of all the beasts of chase 
That roam in woody Caledon, 

Crashing the forest in his race. 

The Mountain Bull comes thunder 
ing on 

Fierce on the hunter’s quiver’d band 
He rolls his c;^es of swaithy glow 

Spurns with black hoof and horn the 
sand, 

And tosses high his mane of snow 

Aim’d well the Chieftain s lance has 
flown—' 

Struggling in blood the savage lies, 

His roar is sunk in hollow groan — 
Sound, merry huntsmen ’ sound 
the pryse 

^Tis noon against the knotted oak 
The hunters rest the idle spear , 

Curls through the trees the slender 
smoke. 

Where yeomen dight the woodland 
cheer 

Proudly the Chieftain mark d his clan, 
On greenwood lap all careless 
thrown, 

Yet miss’d his eye the boldest man 
That bore the name of Hamilton 


'Why fills not Bothwellhaugh his 
place. 

Still wont our weal and woe to share ? 

Why comes he not our sport to grace? 
Why shares he not our hunters 
fare?’ 

Stern Claud replied with darkening 
face 

(Grey Paisley ’s haughty, lord w as he) 

' At merrj- least or buxom chase 
No more the warrior wult thou see 

' Few suns have set since Woodhouse 
lee 

Saw Bothwellhaugh’s bright goblets 
foam, 

When to his hearths in social glee 
The war-worn soldier turn’d him 
home 

' There, wan from her maternal throes, 
His Margaret, beautiful and mild, 

Sate in her bower, a pallid rose, 

And peaceful nursed her new-born 
child 

'O change accuiscd' past are those 
days, 

False Murray’s ruthless spoilers 
came, 

And, foi the health’s domestic blaze, 
Ascends destruction’s volumed 
flame 

' Whatsheeted phantom wanders wild, 
Where mountain Eske through 
woodland flows, 

Her arms enfold a shadow;y child — 
Oh ’ IS It she, the pallid rose ? 

‘ The wilder’d traveller sees her glide, 
And hears her feeble voice with awe, 

" Revenge,” she cries, " on Murray’s 
pride I 

And woe for injured Bothwell- 
haugh i”’ 
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He ceased , and cries of rage and grief 
Burst mingling from the kindred 
band, 

And half arose the kindling Chief, 

And halfunsheathed his Arran brand 

But who, o’er bush, o’er stream and 
rock, 

Rides headlong, with resistless 
speed, 

Whose bloody poniard’s frantic stroke 
Drives to the leap hi:s jaded steed, 

Whose cheek is pale, whose eyeballs 
glare, 

As one some vision’d sight that saw, 

Whose hands are bloody, loose his 
hair 2 — 

’Tis he * ’tis he » ’tis Bothwellhaugh 

Fiom gory selle, and reeling steed, 
Sprung the fierce horseman with a 
bound, 

And, reeking from the recent deed, 
He dash’d his carbine on the ground 

Sternly he spoke ‘ ’Tis sweet to hear 
In good greenwood the bugle blown. 

But sweeter to Revenge’s ear, 

To drink a tyrant’s dying groan 

‘Your slaughter’d quarry proudly 
trode. 

At dawning morn, o’er dale and 
down, 

But prouder base-born Murray rode 
Through old Linlithgow s crowded 
town 

‘ From the wild Boi der s humbled side. 
In haughty triumph marched he, 

While Knox relax’d his bigot pride 
And smiled the traitorous pomp to 
see 

* But can stern Power, with all his 
vaunt, 

Or Pomp, with all her courtly glare, 

The settled heart of Vengeance daunt. 
Or change the purpose of Despair ^ 


‘ With hackbut bent, my secret stand. 
Dark as the purposed deed, I chose, 
And mark’d where, mingling in his 
band, 

Troop’d Scottish pikes and English 
bows 

‘ Dark Morton, girt with many a spear, 
Murder s foul minion, led the van , 
And clash’d their broadswords in the 
rear 

The wild Macfarlanes’ plaided clan 

‘ Glencairn and stout Parkhead were 
nigh. 

Obsequious at their Regent’s rein. 
And haggard Lmdesay’s iron eye, 
That saw fair Mary weep in vain 

‘ ’Mid pennon’d spears, a steely grove, 
Pioud Murray’s plumage floated 
high, 

Scarce could his trampling charger 
move, 

So close the minions crowded nigh 

‘ From the raised vizor s shade, his eye 
Dark rolling glanced the ranks along. 
And his steel truncheon, waved on 
high, 

Seem’d marshalling the iron throng 

‘ But yet his sadden’d brow confess d 
A passing shade of doubt and awe , 
Some fiend was whispering m his 
breast , 

‘‘ Beware of injured Bothwell- 
^ haugh ' ” 

‘ — The death shot parts ’ the charger 
springs, 

Wild rises tumult's startling roar, 
And Murray’s plumy helmet rings — 
Rings on the ground, to rise no more. 

* What joy the raptured youth can feel 
To hear her love the loved one tell ♦ 
Or he who broaches on his steel 
The wolf by whom his infant fell * 
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But dearer to my injured eye 
To see m dust proud Murray roll , 

Lnd mine w as ten times trebled joy, 
To hear him groan his felon soul 

My Margaret's spectre glided near, 
With pride her bleeding victim saw, 

ind shriek’d in his death deafen'd ear 

’ Remember injured Bothwellhaugh • ” 

Then speed thee, noble Chatlerault 
Spread to the wind thy banner’d 
tree ’ 

^ach warrior bend his Clydesdale 
bow * — 

“Murray is fall’n, and Scotland 
free ' 

faults every warrior to his steed , 
Loud bugles join their wild acclaim 

Murray is fall’n, and Scotland freed ’ 
Couch, Airan* couch thy spear of 
flame ’ * 

lut, sec ' the minstrel vision fails — 

1 he glimmering spears are seen no 
more , 

'he shouts of war die on the gales, 
Or sink in Evan’s lonely roar 

'or the loud bugle, pealing high, 

The blackbird whistles down the 
vale, 

(ind sunk in ivied rums he 
1 he banner’d towers of Evandalc 

^or Chiefs, intent on bloody deed, 
And Vengeance shouting o er the 
slam, 

-o * high-born Beauty rules the steed. 
Or graceful guides the silken rein 

kndlong may Peace and Pleasure own 
The maids who list the minstrel's 
tale, 

Sfor e’er a ruder guest be known 
On the fair banks of Evandale ^ 


THE GRAY BROTHER 

The Pope he was saying the high, 
high mass, 

All on Saint Peter’s day, 

With the power to him given, by the 
saints in heaven, 

To wash men's sins away 

The Pope he was saying the blessed 
mass, 

And the people kneel’d around, 
And from each man’s soul his sms did 
pass, 

As he kiss’d the holy ground 

And all, among the crowded throng, 
Was still, both limb and tongue, 
While, through vaulted roof and aisles 
aloof, 

The holy accents rung 

At the holiest word he quiver’d for fear, 
And falter’d in the sound, 

And, when he would the chalice rear, 
He dropp’d it to the ground 

' The breath of one of evil deed 
Pollutes our sacred day , 

He has no poition in our creed. 

No part m what I say 

* A being, whom no blessed word 

To ghostly peace can bring , 

A wretch, at whose approach abhorr’d. 
Recoils each holy thing 

* Up, up, unhappy * haste, arise ’ 

My adjuration fear * 

I charge thee not to stop my voice. 
Nor longer tarry here ’ ’ 

Amid them all a pilgrim kneei’d, 

In gown of sackcloth grey , 

Far journeying from his native field. 
He first saw Rome that day 
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For forty days and nights so drear, 

I ween he had not spoke, 

And, save with bread and water clear, 
His fast he ne’er had broke 

Amid the penitential flock, 

Seemed none more bent to pray , 
But, when the Holy Father spoke, 

He rose and went his way 

Again unto his native land ' 

His weary course he drew, 

To Lothian’s fair and fertile strand. 
And Pentland’s mountains blue 

His unblest feet his native seat, 

’Mid Eske’s fair woods, regain , 
Thro’ woods more fair no stream more 
sweet 

Rolls to the eastern mam 

And lords to meet the pilgrim came. 
And vassals bent the knee , 

For all ’irid Scotland s chiefs of fame, 
Was none more famed than he 

And boldly for his country still 
In battle ne nad stood, 

Ay, even when on the banks of Till 
Her noblest pour’d their blood 

Sweet are the paths, O passing sweet, 
By Eske’s fair streams that run. 
O’er airy steep, through copsewood 
deep, 

Impervious to the sun , 

There the rapt poet’s step may rove 
And yield the muse the day, 

There Beauty led by timid Love 
May shun the tell-tale ray, — 

From that fair dome where suit is paid 
By blast of bugle free. 

To Auchendmny’s hazel glade 
And haunted Woodhouselee 


Who knows not Melville’s beechy 
grove, 

And Roslm’s rocky glen, 

Dalkeith w hich all the virtues love, 
And classic Hawthornden ^ 

Yet never a path, from day to day, 
The pilgrim’s footsteps range. 

Save by the solitary way 
To Burndale’s ruin’d grange 

A woful place was that, I ween. 

As sorrow could desire , 

For nodding to the fall was each 
crumbling wall, 

And the roof was scathed with fire 

It fell upon a summer’s eve, 

While, on Carncthy’s head, 

The last faint gleams of the sun’s low 
beams 

Had streak’d the grey with red , 

And the convent bell did vespers tell 
Newbattle’s oaks among, 

And mingled with the solemn knell 
Our Ladye’s evening song 

The heavy knell, the choir’s faint swell. 
Came slowly down the wind, 

And on the pilgrim’s ear they fell 
As his wonted path he did find 

Deep sunk m thought, I ween, he was, 
Nor ever raised his eye, 

Until he came to that dreary place, 
Which did all in rums he 

H*e gazed on the walls so scathed 
with fire, 

With many a bitter groan — 

And there was aware of a Gray Fnar, 
Resting him on a stone 

‘Now, Christ thee save<* said the 
Gray Brother , 

‘ Some pilgrim thou seemest to be ’’ 
Butm sore amaze did Lord Albert gaze, 
i Nor answer again made he 
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^ O come ye from east, or come ye 
from west, 

Or bung reliques from o\er the sea? 
Or come ye from the shrine of 
Saint James the divine. 

Or Saint Tohn of Beverley?’ 

I come not from the shiine of 
Saint James the divine. 

Nor bring reliques from o\ er the sea , 
I bring but a curse from our father, 
the Pope, 

Which for ever will cling to me ’ 

'Now, woful pilgrim, say not so * 

But kneel thee down to me. 

And shrive thee so clean of thy deadly 
sm, 

That absolved thou mayst be ’ 


‘ And who art thou, thou Gray Bi other 
That I should shrwe to thee, 

When He, to whom are given the keys 
of earth and hcav en, 

Has no power to pardon me?’ 

‘ O I am sent from a distant clime, 
Five thousand miles away, 

And all to absolve a foul foul crime, 
Done /u>e ’twixt night and day ’ 

The pilgrim kneel’d him on the sand. 
And thus begin his saye — 

When on his neck an ice cold hand 
Did that Gray Brother laye — 


END OF IMIIATIONS 01- IHE ANCIENT DALLAD 
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THOMAS THE RHYMER 


INTRODUCTORY NOTE 

Part I —Ancient 

Few personages are so renowned in tra 
dition as Thomas of Ercildoune, known by 
the appellation of 7 he Rhymer Uniting, or 
supposed to unite, in his person, the powers 
of poetical composition, and of vaticination, 
his memory, even after the lapse of five 
hundred >ears, is regarded with veneration 
by his countrymen To give anything like 
a certain history of this remarkable man 
would be indeecl difficult, but the curious 
may derive some satisfaction from the par 
ticulars here brought together 

It IS agreed on all hands that the residence, 
and probably the birthplace, of this ancient 
bard, was Ercildoune, a v illa^fe situated upon 
the iLeader, two miles above its junction with 
the Tweed The ruins of an ancient tower 
are still pointed out as the Rhymer s castle 
The uniform tradition bears that his sirname 
was Lermont, or Learmont, and that the 
appellation of The Rhymer \N2i% conferred on 
him in consequence of his poetical composi 
tions There remains, nevertheless, some 
doubt upon the subject In a charter, which 
IS subjoined at length the son of our poet 
designed himself ‘Thomas of Ercildoun, son 
and heir of Thomas Rymour of Ercildoun,’ 
which seems to imply that the father did not 
bear the hereditary name of Learmont , or 
at least, was better known and distinguished 
by the epithet which he had acquired by his 
personal accomplishments I must, however, 
remark that, down to a v ery late period, the 
practice of distinguishing the part es, even 
in formal writings by the epithets which had 
been bestow ed on them from personal circum 
stances, instead of the proper sirnames of 
their families, was common, and indeed 
necessary, among the Border clans So early 


as the end of the thirteenth century, when 
sirnameswere hardly introduced in Scotland, 
this custom must have been universal There 
IS, therefore, nothing inconsistent m suppos 
ing our poet’s name to have been actually 
Learmont although, m this charter, he is 
distinguished by the popular appellation of 
The Rhymer 

We are better able to ascertain the period 
at which Thomas of Ercildoune lived, being 
the latter end of the thirteenth century I am 
inclined to place his death a little farthei 
back than Mr Pinkerton, who supposes that 
he was alive in 1300 {List of Scottish PQets\ 
which lb hardly, I think, consistent with the 
charter alieady quoted by which his son, in 
1299, for himself and his heirs, conveys to the 
convent of the Trinity of Soltra, the tenement 
which he possessed by inheritance {keredi 
tarie) m Ercildoune, with all claim which 
he or his predecessors could pretend thereto 
From this we may infer that the Rhymer was 
now dead, since we find the son disposing of 
the family property Still, however the argu 
ment of the learned historian will remain 
unirapeached as to the time of the poet’s 
birth For if, as we learn from Barbour, his 
prophecies w ere held in reputation as early 
as 1306, when Bruce slew the Red Cummin, 
the sanctity, and (let me add to ]Mr Pinker 
tonVs words) the uncertainty of antiquity, 
must have already inv olved his character ana 
writings In a charter of Peter de Haga de 
Bemersyde, which unfortunately wants a date, 
the Rhymer, a near neighbour, and, if we 
may trust tradition, a friend of the family, 
appears as a witness — Chartulary of Mel 
rose 

It cannot be doubted that Thomas of 
Ercildoune was a remarkable and important 
person in his own time, since, veiy shortly 
after Ins death, we find him celebrated as 
a prophet and as a poet Whether he himself 
made any pretensions to the first of these 
characters, or whether it was gratuitously 
conferred upon him by the credulity of pos 

z 


1 Note I, p 680 
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tc ntj , it Si ems difficult to decide If we may 
b«.lic\e Mackenzie, Lcxrmont only cerbifud 
the prophecies delivered bj Eliza, an inspired 
mm of a conv ent at Haddington But of this 
there seems not to b( the most distant proof 
On the contrary, all ancunt authors, who 
quote the Rhymer s prophecies, uniformly 
suppose them to hav e bi cn emitted by him 
stlf Ihus, m Wmton s Chro7ttcle — 

‘ Of this fycht quilum. spak. 1 homas 
Of Ersj klount that s ij d in derne 
There suld meit stalwirtly starke and sterne 
lie sajd It in his propliecy 
But how he wist it was^e* ly 

Book \ III chap 3 " 

Theie could have been no (marvel), m 
Winton’b ejes at U ast, how Thomas came by 
his knowledge of future events, had he ever 
heard of the inspired nun of Haddington, 
w Inch, It cannot be doubted w ould hav c been 
a solution of the mastery much to the taste 
of the Prior of Loch1< v en 

Whatever doubts, however the learned 
might have as to the source of the Rhymer’s 
prophetic skill, the vulgar had no hesitation 
to ascribe thewhole to the intercourse betw een 
the bard and the Quten of Faerj The 
popular t lie bears that Thomas w as earned 
ofk at an early age, to the Fairy Land, where 
be acquired all the knowlcdjjc which made 
him afterwards so famous Aftei sev eii years 
I csult nee, he w as permitted to return to the 
earth to enlighten and astonish his country 
men by liis prophetic pow ers , still, howtver, 
remaining bound to nturn to his royal mis 
ticbs when she should mtimaU her pleasure 
Accotdingly, while Ihomas was miking 
meiry witii his liitnds in the Tower of Eicil 
doum a pi rson came tunning m, and told, 
with maiks of fear and astonishment, that 
a hart and hind had left the ntighbourmg 
forest, and wert, composedly and slowly, 
parading the strctlofthe village The pro 
phet irist intly ai ose, left his habitation, and 
followed the wonderful inimals to the foiest, 
w hence he was in vt r se en to return Accord 
ing to the popuUr belief, he still ’drees his 
vv cird ’ m Fairy Land, anti is one day e \pectt d 
to revisit eirth In the meanwhile, his 
menioryr is held m the most profound respect 
Iht Eildontree, fiom beneath the shaae of 
which he delivered his prophecies now no 
longer exists , but the spot is marked by a 
large stone, c tiled Eildon tree Stone A neigh 
bouring nvailet takes the name of the Bogle 
Burn (Goblin Brook) from the Rhymer’s 
supernatural visitants The veneration paid 
to his dwelling place e\ en attached itself in 
some degree to a person, who within the 
memory of man chose to set up his residence 
m the rums of Learraont s tow er The name 
of this man was Murray, a kind of herbalist , 
who, by dint of some knowledge in simples, 
the possession of a musical clock, an electi ical 
machine, and a stuffed alligator, added to 
a supposed communication with Thomas the 


Rhvmcr, lived for many years in very good 
ciedit as a wizard 

It seemed to the Editor unpardonable to 
dismiss a person so import int in Border 
tiadition as the Rhy mer without some farther 
notiee than a simple commentary upon the 
ancient ballad It is given from a copy, 
obtained fi om a 1 idy residing not far from 
Eicildoune correct! d and enlarged by one 
m Mrs Blown s MSS The former copy, 
however, as might be expteted, is far more 
minute as to local descnption To this old 
tale tile Editor h is ventuied to add a Second 
Pai t, consisting of a kind of cento, from the 
printid prophecies vulgarly asenbed to the 
Rhymer , and a Third Part, entirely modem, 
founded upon the tradition of his having 
returned with the hart and hind to the Land 
of Faery To make his peace with the more 
sev ere antiquaries, the Editor has furnished 
the Second Part with some remarks on Lear 
mont's px ophecies 


Part II — Adapted 

Ihe prophecies ascribed to Thomas of 
Ercildoune hav e been the pnncipal means of 
securing to him remombranee * amongst the 
sons of nis people ’ The author of Sir Tris 
irem^Q\x\a long ago have joined, in the vale 
of oblivion, ‘ Clerk of Iranent, who wrote the 
adv entures of Schir Gawain^ if, by good hap, 
tliL same current of ideas respecting antiquity, 
which causes Virgil to be regarded as a 
m ig cun by the Lazaroni of Naples, had not 
exalted the bard of Frcildoune to the pro 
phetic chat acter Pei h ips, indeed, he himself 
affected it during his life We know at K 1st 
for ceitam, that a belief m his supei natural 
knowlidge was cun ent soon after his death 
His prophecKs tri alludtd toby Barbour by 
Wiuton, and by Henry the Minstnl, or BltJid 
Hat as he is usually termed None of 
these luthois, however, give the words of an v 
of the Rhymci’s vaticin itions, but merely 
narrate, historically, his hav mg pre dieted thi 
events of which they speak 1 he earliest of 
the pi ophecies ascribed to him which is now 
extant, isiw quoted by Mr Pinkerton fiom 
a MS It IS supposed to be a response from 
Ihomas of Eieildount, to a question from the 
lu roic Countess of M ireh re nowned for the 
defence of the castle of Dunbar against the 
English, and teimed m the familiar diaU ct 
of her time. Black Agnes of Dunbar This 
prophecy is remarkable, m so far as it bears 
very little resemblance to any v c rsos published 
m the printed copy'^ of the Rhymer’s supposed 
prophecies The verses are as follows — 

* La Countesse de Doitbar deniande a Thomas de 
Lssedoitne quant la ^tterre dEscoce j^rettdreii 
fyn la rejbow dy et dyt 

When man is mad a V^yng of a capped man 
VV hen man is levere other mones thyngthan his owen, 
When londe thoiiys forest ant forest is fUde , 

When hares kencfles o the herstane 
When "W yt and WiUe vvvrres togedere 
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"W hen mon makes stables of kyrkes -md steles castels 
■n ith stye 

When Rokesboroughe nys no buigh ant market is at 
Forwyleye 

AV hen Bamboume is donged with dede men 
W hen men ledes men m ropes to buycn and to sellen 
AV hen a quarter of whaty ivhete is chaungedfor a colt 
of ten markes 

When prude (pride) prikes and pees is kyd in pnsoun 
AVhen a Scot ne me hym liude ase hare in forme that 
the English ne shall hym fynde 
■VVlien rj cht ant wronge astente the togedere 
AVhen laddes weddeth lovedies 
AV hen Scottes flen so faste that for faute of shep, hy 
drowneth hcinselve 
AVhen shal this be ? 

Nouther in thine tyme ne in mine 

Ah comen ant gone 

AVithinne twenty winter ant one 

Pinkerton s Poems from Maitland s MSS 
quoting from Harl Lib 2253 f 127 

As I have never seen the MS from which 
Mr Pinkerton makes this extract and as the 
date of It IS fixed by him (certainly one of the 
most able antiquaries of our age) to the 
reign of Edward I or II, it is with great 
diffidence that I hazard a contrary opinion 
There can, however, I believe, be little doubt 
that these prophetic verses are a forgery, and 
not the production of our Thom as the Rhymer 
But I am inclined to believe them of a later 
date than the reign of Edward I or II 

The gallant defence of the castle of Dunbar, 
by Black Agnes, took place m the year 13^7 
The Rhymer died previous to the year 1299 
(see the charter by his son, Note I, p 680) 
It seems, therefore, verj improbable, that 
the Countess of Dunbar could ever have 
an opportunity of consulting Thomas the 
Rhymer, since that would infer that she was 
married, or at least engaged m state matters, 
previous to 1299 , whereas she is described as 
a young or a middle aged woman at the 
period of her being besieged in the foi ti ess, 
which she so well defended If the editor 
might indulge a conjecture, he w ould suppose 
that the prophecy was contrived for the 
encouragement of the English invaders during 
the Scottish wars , and that the names of the 
Countess of Dunbar, and of Thomas of Ercil 
doune, were used for the greater credit of the 
forgery According to this hypothisis, it 
seems likely to have been composed after the 
siege of Dunbar, which had made the name 
of the Countess w ell know n, and consequently 
in the reign of Edward III The whole ten 
dency of the prophecy is. to aver that there 
shall be no end of the Scottish w ar (concerning 
which the question was proposed) till a final 
conquest of the country by England, attended 
by all the usual seventies of w ar ‘ "W hen the 
cultivated country shall become forest ’ sajs 
the prophecy , — ‘when the wild animals shall 
inhabit the abode of men ,— when Scots shall 
not be able to escape the English, should 
they crouch as hares in their form ’ — all these 
denunciations seem to refer to the time of 
Edward III, upon whose victories the predic 
tion was probably founded The mention of 
the exchange betwixt a colt worth ten marks, 


and a quarter of ‘ whaty [indifferent] wheat,* 
seems to allude to the dreadful famine, about 
the year 1388 The independence of Scotland 
was, however, as impregnable to the mines of 
superstition, as to the steel of our more power- 
ful and more wealthy neighbours The war 
of Scotland is, thank God, at an end , but it 
IS ended without her people having either 
crouched like hares in their form, or being 
drowned in their flight, ‘ for faute of ships,’— 
thank God for that too — ^The prophecy 
quoted n the preceding page is probably of 
the same date, and intended for the same 
purpose 

A minute search of the records of the time 
would, probably, throw additional light upon 
the allusions contained in these ancient 
legends Among various rhymes of prophetic 
import, which are at this day current amongst 
the people of Teviotdale, is one, supposed to 
be pronounced by Thomas the Rhymer, 
presaging the destruction of his habitation 
and family — 

The hare sail kittle [litter] on my hearth stane 
And there will never be a Laird Learmont again 

The first of these lines is obviously borrowed 
from that in the MS of the Harl Library— 

‘ W hen hares kendles o’ the her’stane ’ — an 
emphatic image of desolation It is also 
inaccurately quoted in the prophecy of Wald- 
have, published by Andro Hart, 1613 — 

* This IS a true talking that Thomas of tells, 

The hare shall hirple on the hard [heartli] stane 

Spottiswoode, an honest, but credulous 
historian seems to have been a firm believer 
in the authenticity of the prophetic wares 
vended in the name of Thomas of Ercildoune 
‘Theprophecies, yetextantin Scottishrhy mes, 
whereupon he was commonly called Thomas 
the Rhymer^ may justly be admired , having 
foretola, so many ages before the union of 
England and Scotland m the ninth degree of 
the Bruce’s blood, with the succession of 
Bruce himself to the crown, being yet a child 
and other divers particulars which tlie event 
hath ratified and made good Boethms, in his 
story, relateth his prediction of KingAlexan 
der s death and that hedidforetel the same to 
the Earl of March the day before it fell out , 
sayir^, “ That before the next day at noon 
such a tempest should blow, as Scotland had 
not felt for mpny years before ” The next 
morning, the day being clear, and no change 
appearing in the air, the nobleman did 
challenge Thomas of nis saying, calling him 
an impostor He replied, that noon was not 
yet passed About which time a post came 
to advertise the earl of the king his sudden 
death “Then,” said Thomas, “this is the 
tempest I foretold , and so it shall prove to 
Scotland ” W hence, or how, he had this know 
ledge, can hardly be affirmed , but sure it is, 
that he did divine and answer truly of many 
things to come’— Spoittiswoode, p 47 
Besides that notable voucher Master Hector 
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Boece, the good archbishop might, had he 
been so minded, have referred to Fordun 
for the prophecy of King A.Iexander’s death 
That historian calls our bard '‘rurahs tile 
vates ’—Fordun, hb x, cap 40 
What Spottiswoode calls ‘the prophecies 
extant m Scottish rhyme,’ are the metrical 
productions ascribed to theseer of Ercildoune, 
which, with many other compositions of the 
same naturt, bearing the names of Bede, 
Merlin, Gildas, and other approved sooth 
saycr«, are contaimd in one small lolumc, 
published by Andro Hart at Edinburgh, 161^ 
Nisbct the herald (who claims the prophet of 
Ercildoune as a brother professor of his art 
founding upon the aanous allegorical and 
emblematical allusions to heraldry) intimates 
the existence of some earlier copy of his pro 
phecies than that of Andro Hart, which, how 
ever, he does not pretend to have seen 1 The 
late excellent Lord Hailes made these compo 
sitions the subject of a dissertation published 
m his Remarks on ike History of Scotland 
His attention is chiefly directed to the eele 
brated proplucy of our bard, mentioned by 
Bishop Spottisw oode, bearing that the erow ns 
of England and Scotland should be united in 
the person of a Kin^, son of a French Queen, 
and related to the Bruce in the ninth degree 
Lord Hailes plainly pro\ cs that this prophecy 
IS perierted from its original purpose m 
order to apply it to the succession of James 
VI The groundwork of the forgery is to be 
found 111 the piophecies of Berhngton, con 
tamed m the same collection, and runs thus — 

* Of Bruce s left side slnll sprinj, out a leaft 
As neeic is the ninth cleerec 
And sli ill be fleemtd of i nre Scotland 
In I ranee farre bejond the sei 
And then slnll come again rydmg 
"With eyes th it in my men may set- 
At Alxrl «hc he slnll light 
With hempen heltcres and horse of tre 


However it hippen for to fill 

The lyon slnll be lord of lU 

The 1 rench Quen slnll bt irre the sonne 

Sh ill rule all Bntamne to the sea 

Ane from the Bruce s blood shal tome also, 

As new as the ninth de ret 


Yet shal there come a keenekmght over the salt sea 

A ktene man of courage and bold man of arnl-s , 

A duke s son dowbled (,i e dubbed] a born man 111 
b ranee 

That shall our mirtlis augment and mend all our 
harmes 

After the date of our Lord 1513 and thrice three 
thereafter 

Which shall brooke all the broad isle to himself 

Between thirteen and thrice three the threip shall 
be ended 

The Saxons shall never recover after 

There cannot be any doubt that this pro 
phecy was intended to excite the confidence 
of the Scottish nation m the Duke of Albany, 
regent of Scotland, who arrived from France 

t 

1 See Note XII. p 682 
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m two years after the death of James IV 
m the fatal field of Flodden Ihe Regent 
was descended of Bruce b} the left, i e by the 
female side, withm the ninth degree His 
mother was daughter of the Earl of Boulogne, 
his father banished from his country— ‘fletmtt 
of fair Scotland ’ His arrival must necessarily 
be. by sea, and his landing was expected at 
\btrlad}, m the Frith of Forth He was 
a duke s son, dubbed knight , and nine years, 
from are allowed him by the pre tended 
prophet for tht accomplishment of the salva 
tion ot his country, and the exaltation of 
Scotland over her sister and rival All this 
w as a pious fraud, to excite the confidence and 
spirit of the country 

The prophecy, put in the name of our 
Thomas the Rhymer, as it stands in Hart’s 
book, refers to a later period The narrator 
meets the Rhymer upon a land beside a lee^ 
who shows him many emblematical visions, 
described in no mean strain of poetry They 
chiefly relate to the fields of Flodden and 
Pinkie, to the national distress w hich followed 
these defeats, and to future halcyon days, 
which are promised to Scotland Oneouota 
tion or two will be sufficient to establisn this 
fully - 

Our Scottjhh King sil come ful kcene 
The red Ijon beirtth he 
A feddered arrow sharp i ween 
Shall make him wmke ind warre to see 
Out of the field he sh ill be led 
When he is bludte and woe for blood , 

It et to his men shall he sa> 

I or Cods love turn you againe 
\nd give yon sutherne folk a frey ' 

Why should I lose the right is mint'* 

My date is not to dit this day 

Who can doubt, for a moment, that this 
n fers to the battle of Flodden, and to the 
popular repoits eoncernmg the doubtful fate 
of fames IV ’ Allusion is immediately after 
wards maiie to th< death of Gt orge Douglas 
heir apparent of Angus, who fought and fell 
with his sovereign — 

* The sternes three that day shall die 
1 hat bears the harte m silver sheen 

The well know n arms of the Douglas family 
ate the heart and three stars In another 
place the battle of Pmkie is expressly men 
tioned by name — 

At Pinken Cluch there shall be spilt 
Much gentle blood that day 
1 here shall the bear lose the guilt 
And the eij^ill bear it away 

To the end of all this allegorical and mysti 
cal rhapsody, is interpolated, m the later 
edition by Andro Hart a new edition of Ber 
lingfton’s verses, before quoted, altered and 
manufactured, so as to bear reference to the 
accession of James VI, which had just then 
taken place The insertion is made with 
a peculiar degree of awkwardness, betwixt 
a question, put by the narrator, concerning 
the name and abode of the person who showed 
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liim these strange matters, and the answer 
of the prophet to that question — 

Then to the Beirne could I saj 
Where dwells thou or m ^^hat countrie ’ 

[Or who shall rule the isle of Britane 
From the north to the south sey’ 

A French queene shall bear the sonne 
Shall rule all Britame to the sei 
Which of the Bruce s blood shall come 
As neere as the nint de^free 
I framed fast what was his name 
Where that he came from w hat country ] 

In Erslmgtoun I dwell at hame 
Thomas Rymour men cals me 

There i<? surely no one -who ttill not con 
elude, with Lord Hailes, that the eight lines 
enclosed in brackets are a clumsy interpola 
tion borrovied from Berlington, ■with such 
alterations as might render the supposed pro- 
phecy applicable to the union of the crowns 

While we are on this subject, it may be 
proper briefly to notice the scope of some of 
the other predictions, in Hart s Collection 
As the prophecy of Berlington was intended 
to raise the spirits of the nation during the 
regency of Albany, so those of Sybilla and 
Eltraine refer to that of the Earl of Arran 
afterwards Duke of Chatelherault, during the 
minority of Mary, a period of similar calamity 
This is ob\ lous from the following verses — 

Take a thousand m calculation 
And the longest of the lyon 
Four crescents under one crowne 
With Saint \ndrew s croce thrise 
Then threescore and thnse three 
Take tent to Merlmg truely 
1 hen shall the wars ended be 
\nd ne%er again rise 
In that yere there shall a kingf 
A duke and no crown d king 
Becaus the prince shall be jong 
And tender of yeares 

The date, above hinted at seems to be 1 ^49, 
when the Scottish Re^nt, by means of some 
succours derived from France, was endeavour 
ing to repair theconsequences of the fatal battle 
of Pinkie Allusion is made to the supply 
given to the ‘Moldwarte [England] by the 
famed hart’ (the Earl of Angus) The Regent 
IS described by his bearing the antelope , large 
supplies are promised from France, and com 
plete conquest predicted to Scotland and 
her alhea Thus was the same hackneyed 
stratagem repeated, whenever the interest of 
the rulers appeared to stand in need of it 
The Regent was not, indeed, till after this 
period, created Duke of Chatelherault , but 
that honour was the object ofhis hopes and 
exp^ectations 

The name of our renowned soothsayer is 
liberally used as an authority throughout all 
the prophecies published by Andro Hart 
Besides those expressly put in his name, 
Gildas, another assumed personage, is sup- 
posed to derive his knowledge from him , for 
he concludes thus — 

True Thomas me told m a troublesome time 
In a harvest morn at Eldoun hills 

The Prof hecy oJ'Gtldas 


In the prophecy of Berlington, already 
quoted, we are told, 

Marvellous Merlin that many men of tells 
And 1 homas s sayings comes all at once 

"W hile I am upon the sulyect of these pro 
phecies, maj I be permitted to call the atten 
tion of antiquaries to Merdwynn Wyllt, or 
Merlin ihe Wild, in whose name, and by no 
means in that of Ambrose Merlin, the friend 
of Arthur, the Scottish prophecies are issued ’ 
That this personage resided at Drummelziar, 
and roamed, like a second Nebuchadnezzar, 
the woods of Tweeddale, m remorse for the 
death ofhis nephew, we learn from Fordun 
In the Scotichi o 7 ncon^ lib 111, cap 31, is an 
account of an interview betw ixt St Kentigern 
and Merlin, then m this distracted and miser 
able state He is said to have been called 
Lazloke^t. from his mode of life On being 
commanded by the saint to give an account 
of himself, he says that the penance which 
he performs was imposed on him by a voice 
from heaven, during a bloody contest betwixt 
Lidel andCarwanojow, of which battle hehad 
been the cause According to his own pre 
diction, he perished at once by wood, earth, 
and water , for, being pursued with stones by 
the rustics, he fell from a rock into the river 
Tweed, and was transfixed by a sharp stake, 
fixed there for the purpose of extending a fish 
ingnet — 

Sude perfossus lapide percussus et unda 
Haec tna Merlmum fertur inire necem 
Sicque ruit mersusque fuit lignoque prehensus 
Et fecit vatem per terna pericula verum 
But, in a metrical history of Merlin of 
Caledonia, compiled by Geoffrey of Mon 
mouth from the traditions of the Welsh bards, 
this mode of death is attributed to a page, 
whom Merlin s sister desirous to convict the 
prophet of falsehood, because he had betrayed 
ner intrigues, introduced to him, under three 
various disguises, inquiring each time in what 
manner the person should die. To the first 
demand Merlin answered, the party should 
perish by a fall from a rock , to the second, 
that he should die by a tree , and to the third 
that he should be drowned The youth 
perished, while hunting, in the mode imputed 
Dj Fordun to Merlin himself 
;^rdun, contrary to the French authorities, 
comounds this person with the Merlin of 
Arthur , but concludes by informing u&, that 
many believed him to be a different person 
The grave of Merlin is pointed out at Drum 
melziar, in Tweeddale, beneath an aged 
thorn tree On the east side of the church 
yard the brook called Pausayl falls into the 
Tweed , and the following prophecy is said to 
have been current concerning their union — 

When Tweed and Pausayl join at Merlin s grave 
Scotland and England shall one monarch have 

On the day of the coronation of James VI 
the Tweed accordingly overflowed, and joined 
the Pausayl at the prophet’s grave — Penny 
cuiCK s History of TweeddaU^ p 26 
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These circumstances would seem to infer a 
communicationbetwixtthe south-west of Scot- 
land and Wales, of a nature peculiarly inti- 
mate ; for I presume that Merlin would retain 
sense enough to choose for the scene of his 
wanderings a country having a language 
and manners similar to his own. 

Be this as it may, the memory' of Merlin 
S3’Ivoster, or the Wild, was fresh among the 
Scotsduringthe reign of James V. Wahihave', 
under whose name a set of prophecies was 
published, describes himself as lying upon 
Lomond Law ; he hears a voice, which bids 
him stand to his defence; he looks around, 
and beholds a flock of hare^ and foxes - pui‘- 
sued over the mountain b)' a savage figure, to 
whom he can hardly give the name of man. 
At the sight of Waldhave, the apparition 
leaves the objects of his pursuit, andf assaults 
him with a club. Waldhave defends himself 
with his sword, throws the savage to the earth, 
and refuses to let liim arise till he swear, b}^ 
the law and lead he lives upon, ‘to do him no 
harm.’ This done, he permits him to arise, 
and marvels at his strange appearance : — 

‘ He was formed like a freikefman] all his four quarters ; 
And then his chin and his face haired so thick, 

With haire growing' so grime, fearful to see.' 

He answers briefly to Waldhave's inquiry 
concerning his name and nature, that he 
‘drees his weird,’ i.e. does penance in that 
wood ; and, iiaving hinted that que.stions as 
to his own state are offensive, he pours forth 
an obscure rhapsody concerning fiiturit}', and 
concludes : — 

‘Co musing uixin Merlin if thou wilt : 
l-'or I mean no more, man, at this time.’ 

This is exactly’' similar to the meeting 
betwixt Merlin and Kcntigern in Fordun. 
These propliecicsof Merlin seem to have been 
in request in the minority of James V; for 
among the amusements with which Sir David 
Lindsay diverted that prince during his in- 
fancy, are, 

‘ The prophecies of Ryiner, liedc, and Merlin. 

Sir David Linds.w’s J-fistie to the A'/V/.f. 

And we find, in Waldhave, at lea.st one allu- 
sion to the very ancient prophecy, addr^hsed 
to the Countess of Dunbar : — 

* This is a true token that Thomas of tells, 

When a ladcie with a ladye shall go over the fields.* 

The original stands thus : — 

* When laddes weddeth lovedies.* 

Another prophecy of Merlin seems to have 
been current about the time of the Regent 
Morton’s execution. When that nobleman 


1 I do not know ■whether the person here meant be 
Waldhave, an abbot of Melrose, who died in the 
odour of sanctity about 1160. 

2 See Note TV, p. 682. 


was committed to the charge of his accuser, 
Captain James Stewart, newly created Earl 
of Arran, to be conducted to his trial at 
Edinburgh, Spottiswoodesays that he asked, 
‘“Who was Earl of Arran?” and beino- 
answered that Captain Janies was the man* 
after a short pause, he .said, “And is it so? 

I know then what I may look for ? ” meaning, 
as was thought, that the old prophecy of the 
“ Falling of the heart bj' the mouth of’Arran” 
should then be fulfilled. Whelher this was 
his mind or not. it is not known ; but some 
spared not, at tlie time wlien the. Hamiltons 
were banished, in which business he was held 
too earnest, to say. that he stood in fear of 
that prediction, ancl went that course only to 
disappoint it. But if so it was, he did find 
himself now deluded ; for he fell by the mouth 
of another Arran than he imagined.’-— 
SfOTTiswdode, p. 313, The fatal words 
alluded to seem to be these in the pro- 
phecy of Merlin ; — 

‘ In tlie inouthe of Arrane a selclouth shall fall, 

Two blootiic hearts shall be taken ivitha false traine, 
And dertly dung down without any dome.’ 

To return from these desultory remarks, 
into which I have been led by the celebrated 
name of Merlin, the style of all these pro- 
phecies, published b>^ Hart, is very much the 
same. The measure is alliterative, and some- 
what similar to that of Pierce Plowmafi $ 
Visions ; a circumstance which miglit entitle 
us to ascribe to .some of them an earlier date 
tlian tlie reign of James V, did we not know 
tliat Sir Galloran of Galltnvay Gazvaine 
and GoIagi'aSy two fmnance.s rendered alrno.st 
unintelligible by live extremity of affected 
alliteration, are perhaps not prior to that 
period. Imleed, althougli we may allow that, 
during much earlier tirne.s, prophecies, under 
the names of tliose celebrateci soothsayers, have 
been current in Scotland, yet those published 
by Hart liave obviously been so often vamped 
and re-vamped, to serve tlie political purposes 
of different periods, that it may be shrewdly 
suspected, that, as in the case of Sir John 
Cutler’s transmigrated stockings, very little 
of the original materials now remains. I can- 
not refrain from indulging my readers with 
tlie publisher’s title to tlie last prophecy, as it 
contains certain curious inforination concern- 
ing the Queen of Sheba, who is identified with 
the Cumaean Sibjd : ‘ Here followeth a pro- 
phecie, pronounced by a noble quecne and 
matron, called Sybilla, Regina Au.stri, that 
came to Solomon. Through the which she 
compiled four bookes, at the instance of the 
said King Sol, and others divers: and the 
fourth book was directed to a noble king, 
called Baldwine, King of the broad isle of 
Britain ; in the which she maketh mention of 
two noble princes and emperours, the which 
is called Leones. How these two shall subdue 
and overcome all earthlie princes to their 
diadenie and crowne, and also be glorified 
i and crowned in the heaven among saints. The 
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first of these two is Constantinus Magnus, 
that was Leprosus, the son of Saint Helena, 
that found the croce The second is the sixt 
king of the name of Steward of Scotland, the 
which is our most noble king’ With such 
editors and commentators, what wonder that 
the te\t became unintelligible, e\en beyond 
the usual oracular obscurity of prediction ’ 

If there still remain, therefore, among these 
predictions, any i erses having a claim to real 
antiquity, it seems now impossible to discover 
them from those which aie comparatively 
modern Nevertheless, as there aie to be 
found, m these compositions, some uncom 
monly wild and masculine expressions, the 
Editor has been induced to throw a few 
passages together, into the sort of ballad to 
w hich tins disquisition is prefixed It would, 
indeed, have been no difficult matter for him, 
by a judicious selection, to have excited, in 
favour of Thomas of Ercildoune, a share of 
the admiration bestowed by sundry wise 
persons upon Mass Robert Fleming For 
example — 

But then thehlye shil be loused when they least think 
Then clear king s blood shal quake for fear of death 
r or churls slial chop olT heads of their chief beirns 
And carfe of the crowns that Christ hath appointed 


Thereafter on every side sorrow shal arise 
The barges of clear barons down shal be sunken 
Seculars shall sit in spiritual seats 
Occupying offices anointed as the\ were 

Taking the lily for the emblem of France, 
can there be a more plain prophecy of the 
murder of her monarch, the destruction of 
her nobility, a^id the desolation of her hier 
archy ’ 

But, without looking farther into the signs 
of the times the Editor, though the least of 
all the prophets, cannot help thinking that 
every true Briton will approve of his apph 
cation of the last prophecy quoted in the 
ballad 

Hart’s collection of prophecies was fre 
quently reprinted during the last century 
probably to favour the pretensions of the 
unfortunate family of Stuart For the pro 
|)hetic renown of Gildas andBede, seeForaun, 

Before leaving the subject of Thomas’s 
predictions, it may be noticed that sundry- 
rhymes, passing for his prophetic effusions, 
are still current among the vulgar Thus, he 
IS said to have prophesied of the very ancient 
family of Haig of Bemerside, 

Betide betide whate er betide 
Haig shall be Haig of Bemerside 

The grandfather of the present proprietor 
of Bemerside Had twelve daughters before 
his laay brought him a male heir The com 
mon people trembled for the credit of their 
favourite soothsayer The late Mr Haig was 
at length bom, and their belief in the pro 
phecy confirmed beyond a shadow of douDt 


Another memorable prophecy bore, that 
the Old Kirk at Kelso, constructed out of the 
rums of the Abbey, should ’ fall when at the 
fullest ’ At a V ery crow ded sermon, about 
thirty years ago, a piece of lime fell from the 
roof of the church The alarm for the fulfil 
ment of the words of the seer became univer 
sal , and happy were they who were nearest 
the door ot the predestined edifice The 
church was in consequence deseited, and 
has never since had an opportunity of turn 
blmg upon a ful I congregation I hope, for the 
sake of a beautiful specimen of Sa\o-Gothic 
architecture, that the accomplishment of this 
prophecy is far distant 
Another prediction, ascribed to the Rhymer, 
seems to have been founded on that sort of 
insight into futurity, possessed by most men 
of a sound and combining judgment It runs 
thus — 

‘ At Eldon Tree if you shall be 
A bngg ower Tweed you there maj see 

The spot in Question commands an extensive 
prospect of tne course of the river, and it 
was easy to foresee that when the country 
should become m the least degree improved, 
a bridge would be somewhere thrown over 
the stream In fact, you now see no less 
than three bridges from that elevated situa 
tion 

Corspatrick (Comes Patrick), Bail of 
March, but more commonly taking his title 
from his castle of Dunbar, acted a noted part 
during the wars of Edward I m Scotland 
As Thomas of Ercildoune is said to have 
delivered to him his famous prophecy of 
King Alexander s death, the Editor has 
chosen to introduce him into the ballad 
^11 the prophetic verses are selected from 
Hart’s publication 


Part III — Modern 

Thomas the Rhymer was renowned 
among his contcmjDoranes as the author of 
the celebrated romance of Sir" Trtsir-em 
Of this once admired poem only one copy is 
now known to exist, w hich is in the Advocates 
Library The Editor, m 1804, published 
a small edition of this curious work , which, 
if it does not revive the reputation of the 
bard of Ercildoune, is at least the earliest 
specimen of Scottish poetry hitherto published 
Some account of this romance has already 
been given to the world in Mr Ellis s Speet- 
mens of Anctent Poetry, vol 1 p 16*;, ni 
p 410, a work to which our predecessors ami 
our posterity are alike obliged , the former: 
for the preservation of the best selected 
examples of their poetical taste , and the. 
latter tor a history of the English languaj^e, 
which will only cease to be interesting with, 
the existence of our mother tongue, and aU 
that genius and learning have recorded in it* 
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It IS sufficient here to mention, that so g^reat 
was the reputation of the romance of Sir 
Trtstt enty that few were thought capable of 
reciting it after the manner of the author— 
a circumstance alluded to by Robert de 
Brunne, the annalist — 

‘ r sec m song in sedgeyngf tale 
Of Lrceldoun md ot Kend ile 
Isovv thame says as thej thame wroght. 

And m tlnre siymg it semts nocht 
Tint thou may here in. Sir 1 ristreir 
Over gestes it has the steme 
Over all that is or w as 
If men it said as made Thomas * &.c 

It appears, from a \ery curious MS of the 
thirteenth centurj , penes Mr Douce of Lon 
don, containing a French metrical romance 
of Sir Tnstyem^ that the work of our 
Thomas the Rhymer w as know n, and referred 
to, by the minstrels of Normandj and Bre 
tagne Having arrived at a part of the 
romance where reciters were wont to differ 
in the mode of telling the stor^, the French 
bard expressly cites the authority of the poet 
ofErciIdoune — 

Plusurs de nos gratiter ne i olent 
Co que del naim dire se solent 
I\ ^ "11"'* \ ’ J a c 

3 Li a I a " 

E entuscht par grant engm 
Quant il afolc kaherdm 
1 ur cest plat e pur cost mal 
1 meiad Instram Guvcmal 
3 n } ngleterre pur Tisolt 
1 HOMAb ICO grinter ne a oil 
rt SI a olt par raisun mostrer 
Qu ICO ne put pas estecr &.c 

The tale of Str as narrated m 

(he Edinburgh MS , is totally diffi lent from 
the aoluminous romance in piose, originally 
compiled on the same sulnect by Rusticicn de 
Puise and atialjndby M dt Tressan but 
agiees in cat ry essential particular with the 
metrical performance just quoted, which is 
a work of much liigher antiquity 


NOTES 


Note I — P 6/^ 

Pfom ihe Chartiilary of ihe Pt tmty House 
of Soltra Advocates' Library y W 4 14 

ERSYLTON 

Omnibus has bteras aisuns a el audituris 
Thomas de Ercildoun films et heres Thomae 
Rjmour de Ercildoun salutem in Domino 
Noveritis me per fustem et baculum m pleno 
judicio resignasse ac per presentes quietem 
clamasse pro me et heredibus meis Magistro 
domus SanctaeTnnitatis de Soltre et fratnbus 
ejusdem domus totam terram meam cum 
omnibus pertmentibus suisquara m tenemento 


de Ercildoun hereditarie tenui renunciando 
detoto pro me et heredibus meis omnijureet 
clameo quae ego seu antecessorcs mei m eadem 
terra alioque tempore de perpetuo habuimus 
sue de future habere possumus In cujus 
rei testimonio presentibus his sigjllum meum 
apposui data apud Frcildoun die Martis 

g i oximo post ft stum Sanctorum Apostolorum 
\monis et Jude Anno Domini Millesimo cc 
Nonagesimo Nono 


Note II 

Thomas the Rhyme t , Pat 1 1 — P 6^5 

The reader is here presented, from an old, 
and unfortunatelj an imperfict MS , with the 
undoubted original of Thomas the Rhymer s 
intrigue with the Queen of Faery It will 
afford great amusement to those who would 
stiid> the nature of traditional poetry and 
the changes effected by oral tiadition, to 
compare this ancient romance w ith the ballad 
of the text 1 he same incidents are narrated, 
e\ en the expression is often the same , yet the 
poems are as differentia appearance as if the 
older tale had been regular!} and s}stemati 
cally modernised b} a poet of the present 
day 

Inctpit Prophesta Tkotnete de Et seldoun 

In 1 linde ns I wns lent 
In the grykmg of the day 
Ay nlone as I >\ent 
In Huntlc bnnkjs me for to pla> 

I saw the throstjl and thejay 

\e m lives moiydc of her song 

Ye wodwnle singe notes g ly 

Tint il he -vvod about range 

In tint longyng ns I hy 

Uiidir nethe n clern tre 

I was i\ar of a lady gaj 

Come rydynt, ouyr a tair le 

/ogh I sufd sitt to domysday 

With my tong to wrabbe and wry 

Certenly allhyraray 

It belh neuyer discryuvd for me 

Hyr palfra was dippjll gray 

S j eke on say nciier none 

As the sou in somtrs day 

All abow to th it lady schone 

Ilyr sadel w is of a iewt.1 bone 

A seinly syght it was to se 

llryht with niony i precyous stone 

And compasyd all with crapste 

Stones of oryens gret plente 

Her hair about her hecic it hang 

She rode ouer the farnyle 

A while she blew a while she sang 

Her girths of nobil silke they were 

Her boculs were of bery 1 stone 

Sadyll and brydil war 

With sylk and sendel about bedone 

Hyr patyrel was of a pall fyne 

And hyr croper of the arase 

Her brydil was of gold fine 

On euery syde forsothe hang bells thre, 

Her bry dil reynes 
A semly syzt 
Crop and patyrel 
In eiery joynt 

She led thre grew houndes in a leash 
And ratches cowpled by her ran 
She bar an horn about her halse 
And undir her gyrdil mene ileue 
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Thomas lay and sa « 

In the bankcs of 

He saj d Yonder is Miry of Might 

That bar the child that died for me 

Certes bot I may speke with that lady bright 

Myd my hert will breke in three 

I schal me hje with all my might 

Hyr to mete at Eldyn Tre 

Thomas rathly up her rase 

And ran ouer mountayn hye 

If It he sothe the story says 

He met her euyn at Eldyn Tre 

Thomas knelyd down on his kne 

Undir nethe the grenewood spray, 

And sayd Lovely lady thou rue on me 

8 ueen of Heiven as you may well be 
ut I am a lady of another countne, 

If I be pareld most of prise 
I ride after the wild fee 
My ratches rinnen at my devys. 

If thou be pareld most of prise 
And ndes a lady in strang foly 
Lovely lady as thou art wise 
Glue you me leue to lige ye by 
Do way Thomas that were loly, 

I pray ye Thomas late me be 

That sm will fordo all my bew tie 

Lovely ladye rewe on me 

And euer more I shall with ye dwell 

Here my trowth I plyght to thee 

Where you belieues m heum or hell 

Thomas and you myght lyge me by 

Undir nethe this grene wood spray 

Thou would tell full hastely 

That thou had layn by a lady gay 

Lady mote I lyge by the 

Undir nethe the grene wode tre 

For all the gold in chrystenty 

Suld y ou neuer be wryede lor me 

Mm on molde you will me inarre 

And yet bot you may haf your will 

Trow you well Thomas you cheuyst yc ■warre 

For all my bew tie wilt you spill 

Down ly^htyd that hdy bryat 

Undir nethe the grene wode spray 

And as ye story sayth full ry at 

Seuyn ty ines by her he lay 

She sayd Mm you lyst thi play 

What berde m bouyr may dele with thee 

That manes me all this long clay , 

I pray ye Thomas let me be 
Thomas stode up m the stede 
And behelde the lady gay 
Her heyre hang dow n about hyr hede 
The tane was bl k the other gray 
Her ey n semyt onte before was gray 
Her gay clethyng was all away 
That he before had sene in that stede 
Hyr body as blow as ony becle 
Thomas sighede and sayd Allas, 

Me thy nice this a dullfull syght 

That thou art fadyd in the face 

Before you shone as son so br at 

Tak thy leue T. homas at son and mone 

At gresse and at euery tre 

This twelmonth sail you with me gone 

Medyl erth you sail not se 

Alas he seyd ful wo is me 

I trow my dedes will werke me care 

Jesu ray so e tak to ye 

Whedir so euyr my body sal fare 

She rode furth with all her my at 

Undir nethe the derne lee 

It was as derke as at midmjt 

And euyr m water unto the kne 

Through the space of days thre 

He herde but swowyng of a (lode 

Thomas sayd Ful wo is me 

Now I spyll for fawte of fode 

To a garden she lede him tyte 

There was fruyte m grete plente 

Peyres md appless ther were rype 

The date and the damese 


The figge and als fylbert tre 

The nyghtyngale bredyng m her neste 

The pipiguye about gan ne 

The tnrostylcock sang wnld hafe no rest. 

He pressed to pullc fruyt wi li his hand 
As man for faute that was faynt , 

She seyd Thomas let al stand 
Or els the deuyl wil the ataynt 
Sche seyd Thomas I the hyjt 
To lay th ihecle upon my kne 
And thou shalt see fayrer syght 
Than euyr sawe man m their kintie. 

Sees thou Thomas yon fayr way 
That lyggs ouyr yone fayr playn { 

Yonder is the way to heuyn for ay 
Whan synful sawles haf derayed their payne 
Sees thou Thomas yon secund way 
That lyg^es lawe undir the rysc? 

Streight is the way sothly to say 
To the joyes of paradyce 
Sees thou Thomas yon thyrd way 
That hgge-s ouyr yone how ? 

Wide IS the w ay sothly to say 
To the brynyng fyres of hel'e 
Sees thou Thomas yone fayr castell, 

That standes ouyr yone fair hill? 

Of town and tower it beereth the belle 
In imddell erth is none like theretill 
Whan thou comyst hi yone castell gaye 
I pray thee curteis man to be , 

What so any man to you say 
Loke thu answer none but me 
My lord is servyd at yche messe 
With XXX knistes feir and fre , 

I shall say syttyng on the dese 
I toke thy speche beyonde the le 
1 homas stode as still as stone 
And behelde that ladye gaye 
1 han was Sche fayr and ryche anone, 

A.nd also ryal on hir palfrej e 

The grewhoundes had fylde tlnim on the dere, 

The raches coupled b> my f xy 

She blewe her home 1 homas to chere 

To the castell she went her way 

The ladye into the hall went 

Thomas folowyd at lier hand 

Thar kept her mon> a lady gent 

\\ ith curtasy and lawe 

Harp and fedyl both he fande. 

The getern ind the sawtry 

I ut and rybid ther gon gan 

Thair was tl maner of mynstralsy 

The most fertly that Thomas thoght 

When he com emyddes the flore 

Fourty htrtes to quarry were brOt.ht 

That had been befor both long and store 

Lymors lay lappyng blode 

And kokes stanuyng with dressyng knyfe 

And clrcssyd clere ts thai wer wodc 

And rewell was thair wonder 

Knyghtes dansyd by two and thre 

All that leue long day 

Ladj es that were gret of gre. 

Sat and sang of rych aray 

Thomas s iwe much more m that place 

Than I can descry\e 

Til on a day alas alas 

My lovelye ladj e sayd to me 

Busk ye 1 homas you must agayn. 

Here you may no longer be 

Hy then aerne that you were at hame, 

I sal ye bryng to Eldjm Tre 
Thomas answerd with heuy cher 
And said Lowely ladye lat ina be 
For I say ye certenly here 
Haf I be bot the space of dayes three. 

Sothlj Thomas, as I telle ye 
You hath ben here thre yeres 
And here you may no longer be , 

And I sal tele ye a skele 
1 o morrowe of helle ye foule fende 
Amang our folke shall chuse his fee 
For you art a larg man and an hende 
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1 ro^tre \ou welc he wiU chuse thcc 
1 ore all the golde that may be 
Fro hens unto the worldes ende 
Sail you not be betraj ed by me 
And tlnirfor sail you hens wende 
She broght hym euyn to Eldyn 1 re 
XJndir nethe the grene wode spray 
In Huntle bankes 'was fayr to be 
Ther breddes syng both nj-st and day 
berre oujr yon montayns gray 
Ther hatlie my facon 
I are wele Thomas I wende my way 

The Flfin Queen after restoring Thomas 
to earth pours forth a string ot prophecies, 
m a\hich we distinguish lefercncts to the 
events and personages of the Scottish wars 
of Edward III The battles of Dupplin and 
Halidon are mentioned, and also Black Agnes, 
Countess of Dunbar There is a copy of 
this poem m the Museum of the Cathedral 
of Lincoln, another in the collection in 
Peterborough but unfortunately they are all 
m an impertect state Mr Jamieson, in his 
curious Collection of Scottish Ballads and 
Songs, has an entire copy of this ancient 
poem, with all the collations The /acunae 
of the former editions have been supplied 
from Ins cop}' 


Note III 


ALLUSIONS TO HERALDRY ~P 676 

‘The muscle is a square figure like a 
lozenge, but it is always voided ot the field 
They are cained as piinctpal figures by the 
name of Lcarmont Ltarmont of Bails 
toun, in the Merss, carried or on a bend 
azure three muscles, of which fxmily was 
Sit Thomas Lcaimont, who is well known 
by the name of 1 hoinas the Rhymer, because 
he wrote his piophcctcs in rhime Tins 
prophetick herauld lived in the days of King 
Alexander the Third and piophesud of Ins 
death, and of many other remarkable occur 
lences , particularly of the union of Scotland 
with England, which was not accomplished 
until the reign of James the Sixth, some 
hundred years after it was foretold by ’this 
gentleman, whose prophecies are much es 
teemed by many of the vulgar even at this 
day I was promised by a friend a sight of 
his prophecies, of which there is everyw here 
to be had an epitome, which, I suppose, is 
erroneous, and differs* m manj things from 
the original, it having been oft reprinted by 
some unskilful persons Thus many things 
are amissing in the small book which are to 
be met with m the original, particularly these 
two lines concerning his neighbour, Bemer- 
side — 

" Tyde what may betide 
Haig shall be laird of Beiuerside ** 


And indeed Ins* prophtcies concerning that 
ancient family have hitherto been true , for. 
Since that time to this day, the Haigs have 
been lairds of that place 1 hey came, A,zure 
a saltier cantoned with two stars in chief 
and in base argent, as many crescents in the 
flanques or , and for crest a rock proper, w ith 
this motto, taken from the above written 
rhyme — “ lide what inaj ” ’ — Nisbet On 
Marks of Cadenc% p 158 — He adds, ‘that 
Ihomas* meaning may be understood bv 
hcraulds when he speaks of kingdoms whose 
insignia seldom vary, but that individual 
families cannot be discovered, cither because 
they have altered their bearings, or because 
they are pointed out by their crests and 
exteiior ornaments, which are changed at 
the pleasure of the bearer ’ Mr Nisbet, how 
ever, comforts himself for this obscurity by 
reflecting that ‘we may certainly conclude 
from his writings, that herauldry was in good 
esteem in lus days, and well known to the 
vulgar ' — Ibtd p 160— It maj be added, 
that the publication of predictions, either 
printed or hieroglyphical, m which noble 
families were pointed out by their armorial 
bearings, was m the time of Queen Eliza 
beth, extremely common , and the influence 
of such predictions on tlie minds of the com 
raon people was so great as to occasion a 
prohibition, b} statute of prophecy b} refep 
ence to heraldic emblems Lord Henry 
Howard also (afterwards Earl of Northamp 
ton) directs against this practice much of the 
leasoning m his learned treatise, entitled, 
‘A Deftnsation against the Poyson of pre- 
tended Prophecies 


Note IV -P 678 

Thi strange occupation m w Inch Waldhave 
beholds Merlin engaged, derives some illus 
tration from a cuiious passage m Geoffrey 
of Monmouth s life of Merlin above quoted 
The poem, after narrating that the prophet 
had fled to the forest in a state of distraction, 
proceeds to mt ntion, that, looking upon the 
stars one clear evening, lie discerned from 
his astrological knowledge, that his w fe, 
Guendolen, h id resolved, upon the nt xt 
morning, to take another husband As he 
had presaged to her that this would happen, 
and had promised her a nuptial gift (caution 
mg her however, to keep the ondegroom 
out of Ins sight), he now resolved to make 
good his word Accordingly, he collected 
all the stags and lesser game m his neigh 
bourhood , and, hav ing seated himself upon 
a buck, drove the herd before him to the 
capital of Cumberland, where Guendolen 
resided But her lover’s curiosity leading 
him to inspect too nearly this extraordinary 
cavalcade. Merlin’s rage was awakened, and 
he slew him with the strike of an antler of 
the stag The original runs thus — 
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* Dixerat et silvas et saltus circuit omnes 
Cervorumque greges asfmen collegit in unum 
Et damas capreasque simul cervoque resedit 
Et veniente die compellens agmini prae se 
Festmans vidit quo nubit Guendolaena 
Postquarn venit eo pacienter ipse coegit 
Cervos ante fores proclamans Guendolaena 
Guendolaena veni te talia munera spectant " 
Ocius ergo vemt subndens Guendolaena 
Gestarique virum cervo miratur et ilium 
Sic parere viro tantum quoque posse ferarura 
Unin numerum quas prae se solus agebat 
Sicutf pastor oves quas ducere suevit ad herbas 
Stabat ab e\celsa sponsus spectando fenestra 
In solio mirans equitem nsumque ino\ebat 
Ast ubi vidit eum vates animoque quis esset 
Calluit e\templo divulsit cornua cervo 


uo gestabatur \ ibrataque jecit m ilium 
t caput illms penitus contrivit eumque 
Reddidit exanimem vitamque fugavit m auras , 
Ocius inde suum talorum verbere ccrv um 
DifFugiens egit silvasque redire paravit 

Fora perusal of this curious poem accu-* 
ratelj copied from a MS in the Cotton 
Library, nearly coe\al with the author, I 
\ias indebted to in> learned friend, the late 
Mr Ritson There is an excellent paraphrase 
of it in the curious and entertaining 
mens of Early English Romances, pub- 
lished by Mr Ellis 


GLENFINLAS, or, LORD RONALD’S CORONACH 


INTRODUCTORY NOTE 

The simple tradition upon which this 
ballad is founded runs thus While two 
Highland hunters were passing the night 
in a solitary dolhy (a nut built for the 
purpose of hunting) and making merry over 
their \enison and whisk>, one of them 
expressed a wish that they had pretty lasses 
to complete their party The words were 
scarcely uttered, when two beautiful joung 
women, habited in green, entered the hut, 
dancing and singing One of the hunters 
was seduced by the siren who attached her 
self particularly to him, to lea\e the hut 
the other remained and, suspicious of the fair 
seducers, continued to play upon a trump, or 
Jew’s harp, some strain, consecrated to the 
Virgin Mary Day at length came, and the 
temptress vanished. Searching in the forest, 
he found the bones of his unfortunate friend, 
who had been torn to pieces and devoured 
^ the fiend into whose toils he had fallen 
The place was from thence called the Glen 
of the Green Women 

Glenfinlas is a tract of forest ground, lying 
m the Highlands of Perthshire, not far from 
Callender m Menteith It was formerly a 
royal forest, and now belongs to the Earl of 
Moray This country, as well as the adja 
cent district of Balquiader, was in tunes of 
jore chiefly inhabited by the Maegregors 
To the west of the Forest of Glenfinlas lies 
Loch Katrine, and its romantic a\enue, 
called the Troshachs Benledi, Benmore, 
and Ben\oirlich, are mountains m the same 
district, and at no great distance from Glen 
finlas The river leith passes Callender and 


I Coronach is the lamentation for a deceased 
warrior sung by the aged of the clan 


the Castle of Doune, and joins the Forth 
near Stirling The Pass of Lenny is imme- 
diately abo\e Callender, and is the principal 
access to the Highlands from that town 
Glenartney is a forest near Bentoirlich 
The whole forms a sublime tract of Alpine 
scenery 

This ballad first appeared in the Tales of 
Wonder The ballad called ’Glenfinlas* 
was, I think, the first original poem which 
I ventured to compose As it is supposed to 
be a translation from the Gaelic, I considered 
myself as liberated from imitating the anti- 
quated language and rude rhythm of the 
Minstrel ballad A %ersitication of an Os- 
sianic fragment came nearer to the idea I had 
formed of my task , for although contTO\ ersy 
may have an&en concerrmg the authenticity 
of those poems, yet I never heard it disputed, 
^ those whom an accurate knowledge of the 
Gaelic rendered competent judges, that in 
their spirit and diction they nearly resemble 
fragments of poetry extant m that language, 
to he genuine antiquity of which no doubt 
can attach Indeed, the celebrated dispute 
on that subject is something like the more 
bloody though scarce fiercer controversy, 
abdht the Popish Plot in Charles the Second s 
time, concerning which Dryden has said— 

Succeeding times will equal folly call 

Believing nolhiui, or believing all 

The Celtic people of Erin and \lbyn had 
in short, a style of poetry properly called 
national, though MaePherson was rather 
an excellent poet than a faithful editor 
and translator This style and fashion of 
poetry, existing m a different language, was 
supposed to give the original of ‘Glenfinlas,’ 
and the author was to pass for one who had 
used his best command of English to do the 
Gaelic model justice. In one point, the inci- 
z <; 
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dents of the poem \ver<. irreconcilable with 
the costume of the tunes in which they were 
Kid The ancient Highland chieftains, when 
they had a mind to ‘ hunt the dun deer down,’ 
did not retreat into solitary bothu s, or trust 
the success of the chase to their own unas 
sisted exertions, without a single gilhe to help 
them , they assembled their clan, and all 
partook of the sport forming a ring, or en 
closure, called the linchell, and driving the 
prey towards tht most distinguished persons 
of the hunt Ihis course would not ha\c 
suited me so Ronald and Moy were cooped 
up in their solitary wigwam, like two mooi 
fowl shooters of the present day 

\ftcr ‘ Glenftnlas,* I undertook another 
ballad, called ‘The E\e of St John The 
incidents are mostly entirely imaginar\, but 
the scene was that of my early childhood 
Some idle persons had of late }ears, during 
the proprietor s absence, torn the iron grated 
door of Smailholm lower from its hinges, 
and thrown it down the rock I was an 
earnest suitor to my friend and kinsman, 
Mr Scott of Harden, alread^ mentioned, 
that the dilapidation might he put a stop to, 
and the mischief repaired Ihis was readily 
piomised, on condition that I should make 
a ballad, of which the scene should he at 
Smailholm Tower, and among the crags 
where it is situated The ballad w as appro\ ed 
of, as well as its companion ‘ Glentinlas , 
and I lenu mber that they procured me many 
marks of attention and kindness from Duke 
John of Roxburghc, who gu^e me the un 
limited use of that celebrated collection of 
\oluiTies fiom which the Roxburghe Club ele 
nvt s its nanit 

Ihus I was set up for a poet, like a p< dlar 
who h Is got two b illads to begin the world 
upon, and I hastened to make the round of 
all my acquaintances, showing my precious 
wares, and requestm]^ eritieism — a boon 
which no author asks in \ain For it may 
be observed, that, in the fine arts, those who 
are in no respect able to produce any spici 
mens themsebes, hold tlieinseUes not the 
less entithd to decide upon the works of 
others, and no doubt, with justice to a cer 
tain degiee, for the merits of composition 
proeluccd foi the expiess purpose of pleasing 
the world at large, can only be judged of by 
the opinion of indnuluals and perhaps, as in 
the case of Molmres old woman, the less 
sophisticated the person consulted so mucli 
the better But I was ignorant, at the time 
I speak of, that though the applause of the 
many may justly appreciate the general merits 
of a piece, it is not so safe to submit such a 
performance to the more minute criticism of 
the same individuals, when each in turn, 
having seated himself m the censor s chair, 
has placed his mind m a critical attitude, and 
delivers his opinion sententiously ana 
cathedra General applause was in almost 
every casefreely tendered, but the abatements 
in the w ay of proposed alterations and cor 


rections weie cruelly puz^llng It was m 
vain the young author, listening with be 
coming modesty and with a natural wish to 
please, cutand carved tinkered andcoopered, 
upon his unfortunate ballads~it was in vain 
that lie placed, displaced, replaced and 
misplaced, e\eiy one of his advisers was 
displeased with the concessions made to his 
CO assessors and the authoi w as blamed by 
some one, m almost every cast, for haiing 
made two holes m attempting to patch up 
one 

At 1 ist, after thinking seriously on tliesub- 
leet, I wrote out a fair cop) (of ‘ GlenCnlas,* 
I think), and marked all the \anous correc 
tions which had been proposed On the 
whole, I found that I had been required to 
alter every \crse, almost every line and the 
onl\ stanzas of the w hole ballad w Inch escaped 
criticism wtie two which could neither be 
termed good nor bad speaking of them as 
poctiy, out we-e of a meie commonplace 
character, absolutely necessary for conducting 
the business of the tale This unexpected 
result, after about a fortnights anxiety, led 
me to adopt a rule ft om which I have seldom 
departed during more than thirty years of 
literal y life When a fnend, whose judg 
ment I respect has decided, and upon good 
ad\ isement told me that a manuscript was 
worth nothing or at least possessed no re- 
dtt ming qualities sufficient to atone for its 
defects I have generally cast it aside, but 
I am little in the custom of p tying attention 
to minute criticisms, or of ofleiing such to 
any Intnd who may do me the honour to 
consult me I im conv meed that, in gt neral, 
in lemoving even ciiors of a trivial or venial 
kind the characUr of originality is lost, 
which, upon the whole, may be th it which is 
most valuable in tlu pioduction 

\bout the time tint I shook hands with 
criticism and reduced my ballads back to 
the origin il form, stripping them vviihout 
remorse of those ‘lendings which I had 
adoptid at the suggestion of others, an 
opportunity unexpectedly offered of intro 
duemg to the world what had hitherto been 
confiiud to a circle of friends Lewis had 
announced a collection, first intenih d to beir 
the title of Talcs of Icrror^ and afterwards 
published under that of 7 ales of VI onder 
A-s this was to be a collection of tales turning 
on the preternatural, there were risks in the 
plan ot which the ingenious editor was not 
aware The supernatural, though appealing 
to Certain powerful emotions very widely and 
deeply sown amongst the human race, is, 
nevertheless, a spring which is peculiarly apt 
to lose Its elasticity by being too much 
pressed on, and a collection of ghost stories 
IS not more likely to be terrible, than a col- 
lection of jests to be merry or entertaining 
But although the very title of the proposed 
work carried in it an obstruction to its effect, 
this was far from being suspected at the 
time, for the popularity of the editor, and 
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of his compositions seemed a \i arrant for 
his success The distinguished favour 'Aith 
which the ‘Castle Spectre’ \\as recei\ed 
upon the stage, seemed an additional pledge 
for the safety of his new attempt I readily 
agreed to contribute the ballads of ‘ Glenfin 
Hs’ and of ‘The E\e of Saint John, iMth 
one or two others of less merit, and my 
friend Dr Leyden became also a contributor 
Ml Southey, a tower of strength, added 
‘The Old \Voman of Berkeley,’ ‘Lord 
William,’ and several other interesting bal 
lads of the same class, to the proposed 
collection 

In the meantime, mv friend Lewis found it 
no easy matter to di'scipline his northern 
recruits He was a martinet, if I may so term 
him, m the accuracy of rh\ mes andf of num 
bers , I may add, he had a right to be so, 
for few persons have exhibited more mastery 
of rhyme or greater command over the 
melody of verse He w as, therefore rigid m 
exacting similar accuracy from others, and 
as I w as quite unaccustomed to the mechan 
ical part of poetry, and used rhymes which 
were merely permissible, as readily as those 
which were legitimate, contests often arose 
amongst us, wnich were exasperated by the 
pertinacity of my Mentor, who, as all who 
knew him can testify, was no granter of 
propositions The lectures which I under 
went from mj friend Lewis did not at the 
time produce any effect on my inflexibility, 
though I did not forget them at a future 
period 

The proposed publication of the Ta/*^s of 
"Wonder was, from one reason or another, 
postponed till the year i^^oi, a circumstance 
by W'^hich, of itself, the success of the work 
was considerably impeded, for protracted 
expectation always leads to disappointment 
But besides, there were circumstances of 
various kinds which contributed to its depre 
ciation, some of w hich were imputable to the 
editor, or author, and some to the book 
seller 

The former remained insensible of the 
assion for ballads and ballad mongers 
avmgbeen for some time on the wane and 
that with such alteration in the public taste, 
the chance of success in that line was di 
minished W hat had been at first receiv ed as 
simple and natural, was now sneered at as 
puerile and extravagant Another objection 
was, that my friend Lewis had a high but 
mistaken opinion of his own powers of 
humour The truth was, that though he could 
throw some gaiety into his lighter pieces, 
after the manner of the French writers, his 
attempts at what is called pleasantry in 
English wholly w anted the quality of humour, 
and were generally failures But this he 
w ould not allow , and the Tales of Wonder 
were filled m a sense, with attempts at 
comedy, which might be generally accounted 
abortive 

Another objection, which might have been 


more easily foreseen subjected the editor to 
a charge of which Mat Lewis was entirely 
incapable — that of collusion with hispublisher 
m an undue attack on the pockets of the 
public Ihe 2 ales of Wonder formed a 
work in royal octavo, and were, by large 
printing, driven ouf^ as it is technically 
termei^ to tw o volumes, which were sold at 
ahighpnce Purchasers murmured atfinding 
that this size had been attained by the in 
sertion of some of the best known pieces of 
the English language, such as Dryden’s 
‘ Theodore and Honoria,’ Parnell s ‘ Hurmit,’ 
Lisle s ‘ Porsenna, King of Russia,’ and many 
other popular poems of old date, and gener- 
ally known which ought not in conscience 
to nave made part of a set of tales ‘written 
and collected’ by a modern author His 
bookseller was also accused m the public 
prints, whether truly or not I am uncertain, 
of having attempteci to secure to himself the 
entire profits of the large sale which he ex- 
pected, by refusing to his brethren the allow- 
ances usually, if not in all cases, made to the 
retail trade 

Lewis, one of the most liberal as well as 
benevolent of mankind, had not the least 
participation in these proceedings of his 
bibliopolist , but his work sunk under the 
obloquy which was heaped on it by the 
offended parties The book was termed 
‘Tales of Plunder,’ was censured by re 
viewers, and attacked m newspapers and 
magazines A very clever parody was 
made on the style and the person of the 
author, and the w orld laughed as willingly as 
if it had never applauded 

Thus, owing to the failure of the vehicle 
I had chosen, my efforts to present myself 
before the public as an original writer proved 
as \ am as those by w hich I had previously 
endeavoured to distinguish myself as a trans 
lator Like Lord Home, however at the 
battle of Flodden, I did so far well, that 
I was able to stand and save myself, and 
amidst the general depreciation of the Tales 
of Wonder^ my small share of the obnoxious 
publication was dismissed without much 
censure, and m some cases obtained praise 
from the critics 

The consequence of my escape made me 
na'urally more daring and I attempted, in 
my own name, a collection of ballads of 
various kinds, both ancient and modern, to 
be connected by the common tie of re’ation 
to the Border districts in which I had 
gathered the materials The original pre 
face explains my purpose, and the assistance 
of various kinds which I met with The 
edition w as curious, as being the first work 
printed by iny friend and schoolfellow, Mr 
James Ballantyne, who, at that period, was 
editor of a provincial new spaper, called The 
Kelso Mail When the book came out, in 
1802, the imprint, Kelso, was read with 
wonder by amateurs of typography who 
had never heard of such a place, and were 
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astonished at the example of handsome 
printing; which so obscure a town pro 
duced 

As for the editorial part of the task, my 
attempt to imitate the plan and st>lo of 
Bishop Percy, observing only more strict 
fidelity concerning my originals was favour 
ably received by the public, and there was 
a demand within a short space for a second 
edition, to which I proposed to add a third 
volume Messrs Cadell and Davies the 
first publishers of the work declined the 
publication of this second edition, which was 
undertaken, at a very liberal price, by the 
well known firm of Messrs J^ongman and 
Rees of Paternoster Row My progress in 
♦he literary career, in which I might now be 
considered as seriously engaged, the rtadc r 
will find briefly traced in the Introduction 
to ‘The Lay of the Last Minstrel ’ 

In the meantime, the editor has accom 
plished his proposed task of acquainting the 
reader with some particulars respecting the 
modern imitations of the Ancient Ballad, 
and the circumstances which gradually, ana 
almost insensibly, engaged himself in that 
species ofliteraiy employment 

Walter Scott 
Abbotsford, Aprils ib^o 


NOTES 

Note I 

/low blazed Lot d Ronald's bdlant tfec 
~P 660 

The firts lighted by the Highlanders, on 
the first of May in complnnct with a custom 
derived from the Pag in tunes are termed 
The JSellane tree It is a festiv il ct lebrated 
with various superstitious rites, both in the 
north of Scotland and in Walts 


Note II 

The seer's prophetic spirit found — P 660 

I can only describe the second sight bj 
adopting Dr Johnson’s definition, who calls 
It ‘ An impression, either by the mind upon 
the eye, or by the eye upon the mind, by 
which things distant and future are perceived 
and seen as if they were present ’ To which 
I would only add, that tne spectral appear 
ances, thus presented, usually presage mis 
fortune , that the faculty is painful to those 
who suppose they possess it , and that they 
usually acquire it while themselves under the 
pressure of melancholy 


Note III 

Will good St Orad s rule pt evail —P 661 

St Oran was a fntnd and follower of 
St Columba and was buried at Icolmkill 
His pretensions to be a saint were rather 
dubious According to the legend, he con 
sente d to be buried aliv e, m order to propitiate 
certain demons of the soil, who obstructed 
the attempts of Columba to builei a chapel 
Columba caused the bodv of Ins friend to be 
dug up afte r three davs had elapsed, when 
Oran, to the horror and scandal of the 
issistants dec! i red that there was neither 
a God, a judgment, nor a future state' He 
had no time to make further discoveries, 
for Columba caused the earth once more 
to be shovelled over him with the utmost 
despatch The chapel however, and the 
cemetery, was called Relt^ Oitran ^ and, 
n memory of his rigid cchbacj, no female 
was permitted to pay her devotions, or be 
buried m that place Ihis is the lule alluded 
to m the poem 


Note IV 

And thrice St Fillaii's powerful prayer 
— P 66^ 

St Fillan has given his name to many 
chapels, holy fountains, Ac , m Scotland He 
was, according to Camerarms, an Abbot of 
Pittenweem in Fife , fiorn which situation he 
ntind, and died a hermit m the wilds of 
Glcnurchy, 4 D 649 While engaged m 
transcribing the Scriptures, his Lit hand was 
observed to send forth such a spkndour, as 
to affoid light to that with vvliicli he wrote, 
a miriek which saved manv e indies to the 
convent, is St Fillan used to spend whole 
nights in that exercise The Qth of January 
was dtdieated to this saint, who gave his 
name to Kilfillan, in Renfrew and St Phil 
lins, or Forgend in Fif( Lesky, lib 7. 
tells us, that Robert the Bruct was possessed 
of Fillan s miiaeulous and luminous arm, 
which Ik tnclosed in a silver shrine, and had 
It earned at the head of his army Prt vious 
to the battle of Bannockburn, the king’s 
chaplain, a man of little faith, ibstracted 
the relic, and deposited it in a place of 
security, lest it should fall into the hands of 
the English But, lo’ while Robert was 
addressing his prayers to the empty casket, 
it w as observed to open and shut suddenly , 
and, on inspection the saint was found to 
have himself deposited his arm in the shrine 
as an assurance of victory Such is the tale 
of Lesley But thoi^h Bruce little needed 
that the arm of St Fillan should assist his 
own, he dedicated to him, m gratitude, a 
priory at Killin, upon Loch Tay 

In the Scots Magazine for July, 1802, there 
is a copy of a very curious crown grant, 
dated July ii 1487, by which James HI 
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confirms, to Malice Doire, an inhabitant of 
Strathfillan, in Perthshire, the peaceable 
exercise and enjoyment of a relic of St F illan, 
being apparently the head of a pastoral staff 
called the Quegrich which he and his prede 
cessors are said to have possessed since the 
days of Robert Bruce As the Quegnch was 
used to cure diseases, this document is prob- 


ably the most ancient patent ever granted 
for a quack medicine The ingenious corre- 
spondent, by whom it is furnished, farther 
observes, that additional particulars con- 
cerning St Fillan are to be found in 
Bellenden s Book 4, folio CCXlll, 

and Pennant’s Tear tn Scotlctnd^ 1772* 
PP 11. i‘> 


THE EVE OF SAINT JOHN 


SmaYLHO’me, or Smallholm Tower, the 
scene of ‘The Eve of Saint John ’ is situated 
on the northern boundary of Roxburghshire 
among a cluster of wild rocks, called Sandi 
know Crags, the property of Hugh Scott, Esq 
ot Harden (afterw ards Lord Poiwarth) The 
tower IS a high square building, surrounded 
by an outer wall, now ruinous The circuit 
of the outer court, being defended on three 
sides, by a precipice and morass, is accessible 
only from the west, by a steep and rocky path 
The apartments, as is usual in a Border keep, 
or fortress, are placed one above anothei, 
and communicate by a narrow stair , on the 
roof are two bartizans, or platforms, for 
defence or pleasure The inner door of the 
tower IS wood, the outer an iron gate, the 
distance between them being nine feet, the 
thickness, namely, of the wall From the 
elevated situation of Smaylholme Tower, it 
is seen many miles in every direction 
Among the crags by which it is surrounded, 
one, more eminent is called the Watchfold^ 
and IS said to havebeen thestation of a beacon 
in the tunes of war with England Without 
the tower court is a ruined chapel Brother 
stone IS a heath in the neighbourhood of 
Smaylho me Tower 

This ballad was first printed in Mr Lewis’s 
Tales of Wonder It is here published, w ith 
some additional illubtrations, particularly an 
account of the battle of Ancram Moor, 
which seemed proper in a work upon Border 
antiquities Tne catastrophe of the tale is 
founded upon a well known Irish tradition 
This ancient fortress and its vicinity formed 
the scene of the Editor’s infancy, and seemed 
to claim from him this attempt to celebrate 
them in a Border tale 


Note I 

BATTLE OF ANCR 4 M MOOR — P 664 

Lord Evers and Sir Brian Latoun, during 
the y ear 1 544, committed the most dreadful 
ravages upon the Scottish frontiers, com 
pelling most of the inhabitants, and especially 


the men of Liddesdale, to take assurance 
under the King of England Upon the 
17th November, in that year, the sum total 
of their depredations stood thus, in the 
bloody ledger of Lord Evers — 


Towns, towers, barnekynes, paryshe 
churches bastill houses, burned 
and destroyed 
Scots slam 
Prisoners taken 
Nolt (cattle) 

Shepe 

Nags and geldings 
Gayt 

Bolls of corn 

Insight gear, S^c (furniture) an incal- 
culable quantity 

Murdin’s Siaie Papers^ vol 1 


I9c2 

40^ 

816 

10,^86 

12,492 

1296 

200 

S50 


P 51 


For these services Sir Ralph Evers was 
made a Lord of Parliament See a strain of 
exulting congratulation upon his promotion 
poured forth oy some contemporary minstrel, 
in vol 1 p oi 1 he Border Minstrelsy 
The King of England had promisee! to 
these two barons a feudal grant of the country, 
w hich they had thus reduced to a desert , 
upon hearing which, Archibald Douglas, the 
seventh Earl of Angus, is said to have sworn 
to write the deed of investiture upon their 
skins, with sharp pens and bloody ink, in 
resentment for their having defaced the 
tombs of his ancestors at Melrose — Gods 
ciJOFT In 154 1,, Lord Evers and Latoun 
again entered Scotland, with an ari^ con 
sisting of 3000 mercenaries, 1500 English 
Borderers, and 700 assured Scottish men, 
chiefly Armstrongs, Turnbulls and other 
broken clans In this second incursion, the 
English generals even exceeded their former 
cruelty Evers burned the tower of Broom 
house, with its lady (a noble and aged 
woman, says Lesley) and her whole family 
The English penetrated as far as Melrose, 
which they had destroyed last year, and 
which they now again pillaged As they 
returned towards Tedburgh, they were fol 
lowed by Angus at the head of 1000 horsey 
who was shortly after joined by the famous 
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Norman Lesley- , viith a body of Fife men 
1 hcFnghsh, bcingprobably unwilhngto cros<! 
the Tcviot -tthile the Scots hung upon thetr 
rear, halted upon Ancram Moor, above the 
village of that name, and the Scottish 
general was deliberating whether to advance 
or retire, when Sir WalUr Scott, of Buccleuch, 
came up at full speed with a small but chosen 
body of his retainers, the rest ot whom were 
near at hand By the advice of this expert 
enced warrior (to whose conduct Pitscottie 
and Buchanan ascribe the success of the 
engagement), Angus withdrew fiom the 
height which he occupied, and drew up his 
forces behind it, upon a piece of low flat 
ground, called Paniei heugn, or Paniel 
neugh The spare horses being sent to an 
eminence m their rear, appeared to the 
English to be the mam Dod> of the Scots in 
the act of flight Under this pei suasion, 
Evers and Latoun hurried precipitately for 
ward, and having ascended the hill, which 
their foes had abandoned, were no less dis 
mt^ed than astonished to find the phalanx 
of Scottish speai men drawn up, m firm airay 
upon the flat ground btlow The Scots in 
their turn became the assailants A heron, 
roused from the marshes b> the tumult, 
soared aw ay betw ixt the encountering armies 
‘O'* exclaimed Angus, ‘ that I had here 
my white goss hawk, that we might all yoke 
at once ' ’ — CfODSCROFT The English, breath 
less and latigued, having the setting sun and 
wind full m their faces, were unable to 
withstind the resolute and desperate charge 
of the Scottish lances No sooner had they 
begun to waver, than tluir own alius, the 
assured Bordc reis, who had l)t.en waiting the 
event, threw asuU their red crosses, and, 
joining tluu countrymen, made a most 
m< iciless slaughti r among the English fugi 
tives, the pursuers cUhng upon each other 
to ‘Remember Bioomhouse' — Lesle\, 
P 478 

In the battle fell Lord Evers and hts son, 
together with Sir Biian Latoun, and 800 
Englishmen, many of whom were ptrsons of 
raiiK A thousand pnsoneis were taken 
Among these was a patiiotie alderman of 
I-,ondon, Read by name, who, having con 
tumaciousjy refused to pay his portion of 
a benevolence demanded fiom the city Py 
Henry VIII, was sent by royal authority 
to serve against the Scots These, at settling 
his ransom, he found still more exorbitant 
m their exactions than the monarch — Red 
path’s Border Htsioty, p 563 

Evers was much re ^retted by King Henry , 
who swore to avenge his death upon \ngus, 
against whom he conceived himself to have 
particular grounds of resentment, on account 
of favours received by the earl at his hands 
Theanswer of Angus w as w orthy of a Douglas 
*Is our brother inlaw offended,’ said he 
‘that I, as a good Scotsman, have avenged 
my ravaged country, and the defaced 
tombs of my ancestors, upon Ralph Evers ’ 


They were bitter men than he and I was 
bound to do no less — and will he take my 
life for that ’ Little knows King Henry the 
skirts of Kirnctabk I can keep mysclt there 
against all his English host Godsckoft 
Such was the noted battle of Ancram 
Moor Ihe spot on which it was fought 
is called Lihards Edge, from an Ama 
zonian Scottish woman ot that name, who is 
report! d, by tradition, to have distinguished 
btiself in the same manner as Squire 
Witheiington Tht old people point out 
her monument, now bioktn and detacecl 
The inscription is said to have been legible 
within this centui-y and to have run thus 

Fair nnulen Ljllnrd lies under this stme 
I ittlc wns hti stiture but ?reit ■wis her famt 
Upon the Entrhsli louns she laid inony thumps 
Vnd ^\hen her let,s were cutted of! she fought upon 
ht,r stumps 

\ 1 Je Iccouni oftj t Parish of Meb ose 

It appears, from a passage in Stowe, that 
an ancistoi of Lord Evers held also a grant 
o^ Scottish lands from an English monarch 
‘ I have seen,’ says the historian, ‘ under the 
broad Seale of the said King Edward I, 
a manor, called Ketnes m the county of 
Forfare, m Scotland and neere the furthest 
art ot the same nation noitliward, given to 
ohn Ure and his heires, anci stor to the Lord 
Ure, that now is, for his service done in thtse 
partes, with inaiket, Kc dated at Lanercost, 
the 20th day of October, anno regis, 34 
Stowe’s Armahy p 210 This grant, like 
that of Htnry, must have been dangerous 
to the receu er 


Note II 

That nim who ne'er beholds the day — P 667 

The circumstance of the nun, ‘who never 
saw the diy is not entirely imaginary 
A-bout fifty yt ars ago an unfortunate female 
wanderer took up her residence in a dark 
vault among the ruins of Dryburgh Abbey, 
which, during the day, she ntvtr quitted 
When night iell, she issued trom this miser 
able habitation, and went to the house of 
Mr Haliburton of Ntwmams the Editor’s 
great grandfather, or to that of Mr Erskine 
of Sheilfield, two gentlemen of the neighbour 
hood From their charity, she obtained such 
necessaries as she could be prevailed upon to 
accept At twelve, each night she lighted her 
candle, and returned to her vault, assuring 
her friendly neighbours, that, during her 
absence, her habitation was arranged by 
a spirit to whom she gave the uncouth name 
of Fathps , describing him as a little man, 
wearing heavy iron shoes, with which he 
trampled the clay floor of the vault, to dispel 
the damps This circumstance caused her to 
be regatded, by the well informed, with com 
passion, as deranged m her understanding, 
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and by the vulgar, v ith some degree of terror 
The cause of her adopting this extraordinary 
mode of life she would never explain It as, 
however, believed to have been occasioned by 
a \ow, that during the absence of a man to 
Vr horn she was attached, slie w ould never look 
upon the sun Her lover never returned 
He fell during the ci\il viar of 1745-6, and 


she never more would behold the light of 
da'\ 

The vault, or rather dungeon, m which this 
unfortunate woman lived and died passes still 
by the name of the supernatural being, with 
w hich its gfloom w as tenanted by her disturbed 
imagination, and few of the neighbouring 
peasants dare enter it by night — 1803 


CADYOW 


The rums of Cadyow, or Cadzow Castle, 
the ancient baronial residence of the family 
of Hamilton, ares tuatedupon the precipitous 
banks of the river Evan, about two miles 
aboie Its junction with the Clyde It was 
dismantled, in the conclusion of the Civil 
Wars, during the reignof theun o-tanateMary 
to whose cause the house of Hami ton devoted 
themselves with a generous zeal, which oc 
casioned their temporary obscurity, and, very 
nearly, their total rum The situation of the 
rums, embosomed in wood, darkened by ivy 
and creeping shrubs, and overhanging the 
brawling torrent, is romantic in the highest 
degree In the immediate vicinity of Cadyow 
IS a grove of immense oaks, the remains of 
the Caledonian Forest, which anciently 
extended through the south of Scotland, 
from the eastern to the Atlantic Ocean 
Some of these trees measure twenty five feet, 
and upwards in circumference , and the state 
of decay in w Inch tne) now appear shows that 
they have w itnessed the rites of the Druids 
The whole scenery is included in the magnifi 
cent and extensive park of the Duke of 
Hamilton There was long preserved m this 
forest the breed of the Scottish wild cattle, 
until their feroci^ occasioned their being ex 
tirpated, about forty years ago ^ Their ap 
pearance was beautilul, being milk white 
with black muzzles, horns, and hoofs The 
bulls are described by ancient authors as 
having white manes , but those of latter days 
had lost that peculiarity, perhaps by inter 
mixture w ith the tame breed 
In detailing the death of the Regent Murray, 
which IS made the subject of the ballad, it 
would be injustice to nw reader to use other 
words than those of Dr Robertson, whose 
account of that memorable event forms a 
beautiful piece of historical painting 

‘ Hamilton of Bothwellhaugh was the 
person who committed this barbarous action 
He had been condemned to death soon after 


1 Countingf from the appearance of The Border 
Mmsti elsy 1802-3 Lockhart points out that so late 
as ctre 1S30 a herd of those cattle still remained in 
Cadzow Forest 


CASTLE 


the battle of Langside, as we have already 
related, and owed his life to the Regent’s 
clemency But part of his estate had been 
bestowed upon one of the Regent s favourites, 
who seized his house, and turned out his wife, 
naked, in a cold night, into the open fields, 
where, before next morning, she became 
furiously mad This injuiy made a deeper 
impression on him than the benefit he had 
received, and from that moment he vowed to 
be revenged of the Regent Party rage 
strengthened and inflamed his private resent 
ment His kinsmen, the Hamiltons applauded 
the enterprise The maxims of that age 
justified the most debperate course he could 
take to obtain vengeance He followed the 
Regent for some time and watched for an 
oppoi tunity to stride the blow He resolved 
at last to wait till his enemy should arrive at 
Linlithgow, through which he was to pass m 
his way from Stirling to Edinburgh He took 
his stand in a wooden gallery, which had a 
window towards the street, spread a feather- 
bed on the floor to hinder the noise of his 
feet from being heard , hungup a black cloth 
behind him, that his shadow might not be 
observed from without and, after all this 
preparation, calmly expected the Regent’s 
approach, who had lodged, during the night, 
m a house not far distant Some indistinct 
information of the danger which threatened 
him had been conveyed to the Regent, and 
he paid so much regard to it, that he resolved 
t «5 return by the same gate through which he 
had entered, and to fetch a compass round 
the town But, as the crowd about the gate 
was great, and he himself unacquainted with 
fear, he proceeded directly along the street , 
and the throng of people obliging him to 
move very slowly gave the assassin time to 
take so true an aim, that he shot him, with 
a single bullet, through the lower part of his 
belly, and killed the horse of a gentleman 
who rode on his other side His followers 
instantly endeavoured to break into the 
house whence the blow bad come , but they 
found the door strongly barricaded, and, 
before it could be forced open, Hamilton had 
mounted a fleet horse, which stood ready 


” 1 ) ^ 
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for him at a back passajre, and ^as got far 
beyond their reach The Regent died the 
same night of his ^^ound ' — Htsiory oy 
Scotland Book \ 

Bothv\ cllhaugh rode straight to Hamilton, 
where he was recened in triumph, for the 
ashes of the houses m Clydesdale, which had 
been burned by Murray s army, were yet 
smoking, and party prejudice, the habits 
of the age, and the enormity of the pro- 
vocation, seemed to his kinsmen to justify 
the deed After a short abode at Hamilton 
this fierce and determined man left Scotland 
and served in France, under the patronage of 
the family of Guise to whom he ;svas doubtless 
Tt commended by having avenged the cause 
of their niece, Queen Mary, upon her un 
grateful brother De Thou has recorded, that 
an attempt was made to engage him to 
assassinate Caspar de Coligni, the famous 
Admiral of France, and the buckler of the 
Huguenot cause But the character of 
Botluvellhaugh was mistaken He was no 
mercenary trader m blood and rejected the 
offer with contempt and indignation He had 
no authority he said, from Scotland to 
commit muiders in France , he had avenged 
his own just quarrel, but he would neitnti, 
for price nor prayer, avenge that of anothei 
man — Thttanus^ cap 46 

The Regent’s death happened January 2^, 
1569 It IS applauded or stigmatized, b> 
contemporary historians accoraing to their 
religious or partj prejudices The triumph 
of Blackwood is unbounded He not onl> 
evtoK the pious feat of Botliwellhaugh, 
‘who,^ ht observes, ‘satisfied with a single 
ounce ofh id him whose sacrilegious avaruc 
had stnpped the metropolitan church of 
St Andrews ot its cov enng ’ , but he as 
cribos it to immidiate divine inspiration, 
and the escape of Hamilton to little less than 
the miraculous mterfennee ot the Deity — 
Jebb vol 11 p 26^ With equal injustice, It 
was, by others, made the ground of a general 
n itional reflection , for, when Mather urged 
Berne y to assassinate Burleigh, and quoted 
the examples of Poltrot and Bothwellhaugli, 
the other conspirator answered, ‘ that neyther 
Poltrot nor Hambleton did attempt their 
(nterpryse, without some reason or con 
sideration to lead them to it , as the one, By 
hyre, and promise of preferment or rewarde , 
the other, upon desperate mind of revenge, 
for a lyttle wrong done unto him, as the 
report goethe, accordmgto the vyletrayterous 
dysposysyon of the hoole natyon ot the 
Scottes ’ — Murdin’s State Papers^ vol 1 

p m 

Note I 

Sound the j>ryse P 668 

Pryse — ^The note blown at the death of the 
game ‘In Caledonia ohm frequens erat 
syhestns quidam bos, nunc vero ranor, qui, 
colore candidissimo, jubam densam et de 


missam instar leonis gestat, truculentus ac 
ferus ab humano genere abhorrens, ut quae 
cunque homines \el manibus contrectannt, 
vel hahtu perflaverint, ab 11s multos post dies 
omnino abstmuerunt Ad hoc tanta audaeia 
huic bo\ 1 indita erat, ut non solum irntatus 
equitcs furenter prostemeret, sed ne tantillum 
lacessitus omnes promiscue homines cornibus 
ac unguhs peterit , ac caniim, qm apud nos 
terocissimi sunt, impetus plane contemneret 
Ejus carru s cartilaginosae, sed sapons sua 
vissiini Erat isolim per iJlam vastissimam 
Calcdoniae sylvain frequtns, sed hurnana 
ingluvie jam assumptus tnbus tantuin locis 
est rchquus Stnvihngii, Curnbernaldiae, et 
Kincarntae — Leslvlus Sco/tae Description 
p 13 — LSce a note on Cas^L DangeroitSn 
\\a\erlej Novels] 


Note II 

Stern Claud replied — P 668 

Lord Claud Hamilton, second son of the 
Duke of Chatelherault, and commendator of 
the Vbbtv ofPaisley,actecl a distinguished part 
during the troubles of Queen Mary’s reign, 
and remained unalterably attached to the 
cause ot that unfortunate princess He led 
the van of her army at the fatal battle of 
Langside, and was one of the commandeis 
at the Raid of Stirling which had so nearly 
given complete succi ss to the Qui t n’s faction 
H( w as ancestor of the present [ if:03] Marquis 
of A^bercorn 


Note III 

H oodhouselet — P O08 

This barony, atntching along the banks 
of the Esk ntar Auchi, ndinny , bt longed to 
Bothwellh iugh, in right of fus wife The 
ruins of tilt mansion, fiom whence she was 
expelled in the brut il manner which occa 
sioned her death, are still to be seen in 
a hollow glen beside the river Popular 
It port tenants them with the restless ghost 
of the Lady Bot’>wc llhaugh whom, bow 
e\ei, It confounds with LaciyAnnc Bothwell, 
whose Lament is so popular This spectre 
IS so tenacious of her rights that, apart of 
the stones of the ancient edifice having been 
employed in building or repairing the present 
Woodnouselee, she has deemed it a part of her 
privilege to haunt that house also , and, even 
of V ery late years, has excited considerable 
disturbance and terror among the domestics 
This IS a more remarkable vindication of the 
rights of ghosiSn as the present Woodhouse- 
lee, which gives his title to the Honourable 
Alexander Fraser Tytler, a senator of the 
College of Justice, is situated on the slope 
of the Fentland hills, distant at least four miles 
from her proper abode She always appears 
in white, and with her child m her arms 
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Note IV 

Drives io the leap his jaded steed — P 669 

Btrrel informs us, that Bothwellhaugh. 
beinff closely pursued, ‘ after that spur and 
•wand had failed him, he drew forth hib 
dagger, and strocke his horse behind, whilk 
caused the horse to leap a very brode stanke 
[1 e ditch], by uhilk means he escapit, and 
gat away from all the rest of the horses ’ — 
Birrel’^S Diary, p 18 


Note V 

From the wild Border s humbled side 
~P 669 

Murray’s death took place shortly after an 
expedition to the Borders, which is thus 
com memorated bj the, author oi his Elegy — 

So having stablischt all thing in this sort 
To LiddisdaiU agane he did resort 
Throw Ewisdail Eskdail and all the datUs rode he. 
And also lay three nights in Cannabie 
"Whair na prince lay thir hundred yeiris before 
Nae thief durst stir they did him feir sa sair 
And that thay suld na mair thair thift allege 
Threescore and twelf he brocht of thame m pledge 
Syne wardit thame whilk maid the rest keep ordour 
Than inycht the rasch bus keep ky on the Border 
Scottish Poems, x 6 tft century p 232 


Note VI 

With hackbut bent — P 669 

Hackbut bent — Gun cock’d The carbine 
with which the Regent was shot, is preserved 
at Hamilton Palace It is a brass piece, of 
a middling length, very small in the bore, 
and, what is rather extraordinary, appears to 
hate been rifled or indented m the barrel 
It had a matchlock, for which a modern 
firelock has been injudiciously substituted 


Note VII 

The wild Macfarlaftes' piaided clan 
-P 669 

This clan of Lennox Highlanders were 
attached to the Regent Murray Hollinshed, 
speaking of the battle of Langside, says, In 
this batayle the vallancie of an Heiland 
gentleman, named Macfarlane, stood the 
Regent’s part m great steede , for, in the 
hottest brunte of the fighte, he came up with 
two hundred of his fnendes and countrymen, 
and so manfully gave in upon the flankes of 
the Queen’s people, that he was a great 
cause of the disordering of them This Mac 
farlane had been lately before, as I have 


heard, condemned to die, for some outrage 
by him committed, and obtaymng pardon 
through suy te of the Countess of Murray, he 
recompensed that clemencie by this piece of 
service now at this batayle * Calderwood’s 
account is less fav ourable to the Macfarlanes 
He states that ‘Macfarlane, with his High- 
landmen, fled from the, wing where they were 
set The Lord Lindsav, who stood nearest 
to them in the Regent s battle, said, ‘ Let 
them go ’ I shall fill their place better ' and 
so, stepping forward, with a company of 
fresh men, charged the enemy, whose spears 
were now spent, with long weapons, so that 
they were driven back by force, being before 
almost overthrown by the avaunt ^uard and 
harquebusiers, and so were turnecT to flight ’ 
—Caldervvood’s ms apud Keith, p 480 
Melville mentions the flight of the vangmard, 
but states it to have been commanded by 
Morton, and composed chiefly of commoners 
of the barony of Renfrew 


Note VIII 

Glencairn and stout Parkkead iiere ftiPh 
— P 669 

The Earl of Glencairn was a steady ad 
herent of the Regent George Douglas of 
Parkhead was a natural brother of the Earl 
of Morton, whose horse was killed by the 
same ball by which Murray fell 


Note IX 

haggard Lindesayls iron eye, 

That saw fair Mary weep in vain — P 66g 

Lord Lindsay, of the Byres, was the most 
ferocious and brutal of the Regent s faction, 
and, as such, was employed to extort Mary’s 
signature to the deed of resignation presented 
to her in Lochleven Castle He discharged 
his commission with the most savage rigour , 
and it is even said that when the weeping 
captive in the act of signing averted her 
ejes from the fatal deed, he pinched her arm 
with the grasp of his iron glove 


Note X 

So close the minions crowded mgh ~ P 669 

Not only had the Regent notice of the 
intended attempt upon liis life, but even of 
the very house from which it was threatened 
With that infatuation at which men wonder, 
after such events have happened he deemed 
It would be a sufficient precaution to ride 
briskly past the dangerous spot But even 
this was prevented by the crowd so thai 
Bothwellhaugh had time to take a deliberate 
aim — Spottiswoode, p 233 Buchanan 
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THE GRAY BROTHER 


The imperfect state of this ballad \ihich 
uas ^\rltt(.n seveiil years a^o, is not a cir 
cumstance aifccted for the purpose of gi\ mg 
It that peculiar interest which is often found 
to arise from ungratifitd curiositj On the 
contrary it was the Editor’s intention to ha'v e 
completed the tale, it ht had found himself 
ablt to succeed to his ow iv satisfaction 
Yielding to the opinion of persons, whose 
judgment, if not biassed by the partiality of 
friendship is entitled to deference, he has 
preferrea inserting these \erses as a fragment, 
to his intention of entirely suppressing them 

The tradition, upon which the tab is 
founded, regards a house upon thebaronj of 
Gilmcrton, near Lasswade, in Mid Lothian 
This building now called Gilmerton Grange, 
was onginall) named Bumdale, fiom the 
following tiagic adventure The barony of 
Gilmerton belonged, of yore, to a gentle 
man named Heron, who had one beautiful 
daughter This 5 oung lady was seduced by 
the Abbot of New bank, a nch^ endowed 
ahbej, upon tlie banks of the South Lsk, 
now a scat of the Marquis of Lothian 
Heron came to the knowledge of thiscircum 
stance, and learned also, that the lovers 
can 11(1 on their guilty intercourse b> the 
connivance of the lady s nurse, who lived at 
tins house of Gilmerton Grange ot Burndale 
He formed a resolution of bloody venge ance, 
undeterred by the supposed saiutity of the 
ckncal character or by the stronger cl urns 
ot natural afkction Choosing theicfore 
a dark and windy night, when the objects of 
his vengeance were eng iged in a stolen inter 
view, he set fiie to a stack of diied thorns 
and other comhustibk s, which lu had caused 
to be piled against the house, and reduced to 
a pile of glowing ashes the dwelling, with all 
its inmates t 

Ihe scene with which the ballad opens 
was suggested by the following curious 
passage, evtracted fiora the Life of Alev- 
ander Peden, one of the wandering and pei^ 
stcuted teachers of the sect of Cameron lans, 
during the reign of Charles II and hit> 
successor, J ames 1 his person was supposed 
by his followers, and, perhaps, really believed 
himself, to be possessed of supernatural gifts , 
for the wild scenes which they frequented 
and the constant dangers vv hich w ere incurred 
through their proscription deepened upon 
their minds the gloom of superstition, so 
general m that age 

‘About the same time he [Peden] came to 


1 This tradition was communicated to me bj 
John Clerk tsq of Eldm author of an hssay 
upon Naoal Tactics 


Andrew Normand s house, in the parish of 
Allow ay, in the shire of Ayr, being to preach 
at night in his bam After he came m, he 
halted a little, leaning upon a chair b'lck, 
with his fvet covered , wh< n he lifted up his 
head, he said, “They are in this house that 
I have not one word of salvation unto ’ , he 
halted a littk again, saying, “This is strange 
that the devil will not go out, that we may 
begin our vv ork ' ’ 1 hen there w as a woman 
went out, ill looked upon almost all her life, 
and to her dving hour, for a witch, with 
many presumiitions of the same It escaped 
me, in the former passages, what John Muir 
head [w horn I have often mentioned) told me, 
that vv hen he came from Ireland to Gal low ay , 
he was at family worship, and giving some 
notes upon the Scripture road, when a very 
ill lookingman came, and sat down w ithin the 
door, at the back of the hallan [partition of 
the cottage] immediately he halted and 
said, “ 1 here is some unhappy body just now 
come into this house I charge him to go 
out and not stop my mouth ' “ This person 
w ent out, and lu tu <itsicd\\\ ent on], v et lie saw 
him neither come in nor go out — The Life 
and Prophecies of Mr Alexandet Pede /, 
lafe Minister oj the Go^pelathcw Glenluce^ 
in GallffwaV; part n ^ 26 
A friendly correspondent remarks, ‘that 
the incapacity of piotetding in the perform 
ance of a religious duty , w hen a contaminate d 
person is presc nt, is ot much highe r antiquity 
than the era of the Re verend Mi Alexander 
Peden — Vide Ifyp-im Pabulary cap 26 
‘ Medea Conntho < xul, Athe nas, ad Aegeum 
Panehonis filium devenit in hospitium, etque 
nupsit Postea saeerdos Dianae Medeam 
evagitare coepit, rc'gique negabat sacra caste 
face re posse, eo quod in ea civitate esset 
muher yenefica et scelerata , tunc exulatur ’ 


Note I 

From that fan dome "vhere suit is paid 
By blast of bugle free — P 671 
The barony of Ptnnycuik, the property 
of Sir George Clerk, Bart, is held by a 
singular tenure , the proprietor being bound 
to sit upon a large rocky fragment called the 
Buckstane, and wind three blasts of a horn, 
when the King shall come t© hunt on the 
Borough Muii, near Edinburgh Hence the 
family have adopted as their crest a demi 
forester proper winding a horn, with the 
motto, Free for a Blast The beautiful 
mansion house ofPennycuik is much admired 
both on account of the architecture and 
surrounding scenery 





693 


Note II 

Auchendinny's hasel glade — P 671 

Auchendmny, situated upon the Eske, 
below Pennycuik, the present residence of 
the ingenious H Mackenzie, Esq , author of 
the Man of Feeling^ — Edition 1803 


Note III 

Haunted Woodhouselee — P 671 

For the traditions connected Mith this 
ruinous mansion, see Ballad of ‘Cadyow 
Castle,’ Note III, p 6go 


Note IV 

Melville's ieechy grove — P 671 

Melville Castle the seat of the Right 
Honourable Lord Melville, to %vhom it 
gives the title of Viscount, is delightfully 
situated upon the Eske, near Lasswade 


Note V 

Roshn's rocky glen — P 671 

The rums of Roslm Castle, the baronial 
residence of the ancient family of St Clair 
The Gothic chapel uhich is still m beautiful 
preservation, uith the romantic and woody 
dell in which they are situated, belong to the 
Right Honourable the Earl of Rosslyn, the 
representatiN e of the former Lords of Koslin 


Note VI 
Dalkeith — P 671 

The ^ illage and castle of Dalkeith belonged 
of old to the famous Earl of Morton, but 
IS now the residence of the noble family 
of Buccleuch The park extends along the 
Eske, which is there joined by its sister 
stream of the same name 


No IE VII 

Classic Hawthornden — P 671 

Hawthornden, the residence of the poet 
Drummond \. house of more modern date 
IS enclosed, as it were, by the ruins of the 
ancient castle, and overhangs a tremendous 
precipice upon the banks of the Eske, per 
lorated by winding ca\cs, which m former 
times were a refuge to the oppressed patriots 
of Scotland Here Drummond recei\ ed Ben 
Jonson, who journeyed from London on foot 
in order to visit him The beauty of this 
striking scene has been much injured of 
late yea.rs by the indiscriminate use of the 
axe The tra\ eller now looks la \ am for the 
leafy bower, 

Where Jonson sat m Drummond s socnl shade 
Dpon the whole, tracing the Eske from 
its source till it joins the sea at Musselburgh, 
no stream m Scotland can boast such a ^ aned 
succession of the most interesting objects, 
as well as of the most romantic and beautiful 
scenery 1803 — The beautiful scenery of 

Hawthornden has, since the above note was 
written, recovered all its proper ornament of 
wood 1831 
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(ARRANGED IN CHRONOLOGICAL ORDER) 


HIS FIRST LINES 

(1782 ) 

(Ptescyvcd by hti> Mothet ) 

awful rums JEtna thunders nigph, 

id sends m pitchy whirlwinds to 
the sky 

ack clouds of smoke, which, still as 
the> aspire, 

■om their daik sides there bursts 
the glow mg fire , 

t other times huge balls of fire are 
tossM 

:iat lick the stars, and m the smoke 
are lost 

^nietimes the mount, with vast con- 
vulsions torn, * 

mits huge rocks, which instantly 
are borne 

Tith loud explosions to the starry 
skies, 

he stones made liquid as the huge 
mass flies, 

hen back again with greater weight 
recoils, 

/hile ^tna thundering from the 
bottom boils 


ON A THUNDERSTORM. 

(17S3) 

{Piese^ oed by Ins Schoolmaster ) 

Loud 0 er my head though awful 
thunders roll, 

And vivid lightnings flash from pole 
to pole, 

Ytt ’tis thy voice my God, that bids 
them fly. 

Thy arm directs those lightnings 
through the sky 

Then let the good thy mighty name 
revere, 

And harden’d sinners thy just venge- 
ance fear 

ON THE SETTING SUN 

(i7^^3 ) 

{Preserved by hts Schoolmaster ) 

Those evening clouds, that setting ray, 

And beauteous tints, serve to display 
Their great Creator s praise , 

Then let the short-lived thing call’d 
man, 

Whose life’s comprised within a span, 
To him his homage raise 
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We often praise the evening clouds, 
And tints so gay and bold. 

But seldom think upon our God, 
Who tinged these clouds with gold < 


THE VIOLET 
(1797 ) 

The violet in her greenwood bower, 
Where birchen boughs with hazels 
mingle, 

May boast itself the fairest flower 
In glen, or copse, or forest dingle 

Though fair her gems of azure hue, 
Beneath the dewdrop’s weight re 
dining , 

Pve seen an eye of lovelier blue, 
More sweet through watTy lustre 
shining 

The summer sun that dew shall dry, 
Ere yet the day be past its morrow , 

Nor longer in my false love’s eye 
Remain’d the tear of parting sorrow 


TO A LADY 

WIIH FLOWERS FROM THE ROMAN 
WALL 

(1797 ) 

Take these flowers which, purple 
waving, 

On the ruin’d rampart grew. 
Where, the sons of freedom braving, 
Rome’s imperial standards flew 

Warriors from the breach of danger 
Pluck no longer laurels there , 
They but yield the passing stranger 
Wild-flower wreaths for Beauty’s 
hair 


BOTHWELL'S SISTERS THREE 

A FRAGMENT 

(1799) 

When fruitful Clydesdale’s apple- 
bowers 

Are mellowing in the noon, 

When sighs round Pembroke’s ruin’d 
towers 

The sultry bieath of June, 

When Clyde, despite his sheltering 
wood, 

Must leave his channel dry, 

And vainly o’er the limpid flood 
The angler guides his fly, — 

If chance by Both well’s lovely braes 
A wanderer thou hast been, 

Or hid thee from the summer’s blaze 
In Blantyre’s bowers of green. 

Full where the copse wood opens wild 
Thy pilgrim step hath staid. 

Where B othwell’s to-wers, in ruin piled 
O’erlook the verdant glade, 

And many a tale of love and fear 
Hath mingled with the scene — 

Of Both well’s banks that bloom'd so 
dear, 

And Bothwell’s bonny Jean — 

O, if with rugged minstrel lays 
Unsated be thy ear, 

And thou of deeds of other days 
Another tale wilt hear, — 

^hen all beneath the spreading beech 
Flung careless on the lea, 

The Gothic muse the tale shall teach 
Of Bothwell’s sisters three 

Wight Wallace stood on Deckmoiit 
head, 

He blew his bugle round, 

Till the wild bull in Cadyow’" wood 
Has started at the sound 
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Jaint Geoiges cross, o’er Bothwell 
hung, 

Was waving fai and wide, 

Vnd from the lofty turret flung 
Its crimson bla/e on Cljde, 

Vnd rising at the bugle blast 
lhat marked the Scottish foe, 

31d England s ^ eomen muster d fast, 
And bent the Norman bow 

Tall m the midst Sir Aylijier rose, 

Pi oud Pembroke s Eai 1 w- as he — 
Awhile 


THE COVENANTER’S FATE 
(1799) 


Vnd ne’er but once, my son, he says. 
Was yon sad cavern trod, — 
in peisecutions iron da^s, 

When the land was left by God 

Troin Bewhe bog, with slaughtci red, 
A wanderer hithei di ew, 

Vnd oft he stopt and tiun d his head, 
As by fits the night wind blew , 

?'or trampling round by Cheviot edge 
Wete heard the troopers keen, 

Vnd frequent from the WhiteUw ridge 
Ihe death-shot flash’d between 

The moonbeams through the misty 
shower * 

On yon dark cavern fell , 

Through the cloudy night the snow 
gleam’d white, 

Which sunbeam ne’er could quell 

Yon cavern dark is lOugh and rude, 
And cold its jaws of snow , 

But more rough and rude are the 
men of blood, 

That hunt my life below ! 


* Y on spell-bound den , as the aged tell, 

Was hewn by demon s hands , 

But I had lourd mellc with the fiends 
of hell 

Than w ith Cla\ ers and his band ’ 

He heard the deep mouth d blood- 
hound bark 

He heard the hoiscs neigh, 

He plunged him in the ca\ern dark, 
And downward sped his way 

Now faintly down the wunding path 
Came the ci v of the faulting hound. 
And the mutter d oath of baulked 
w^rath 

Was lost m hollow sound 

He threw him on the flmted floor, 
And held his bi cath for fear , 

He rose and bitter cursed his foes, 

As the sounds died on his ear 

0 bare thine arm, thou battling Lord, 
For Scotland’s wandering band, 
Dash from the oppressoi s grasp the 
swoi cl, 

And sweep him fiom the land * 

*• Forget not thou th> people s gioans 
From daik Dunnotters tower, 
Mi\’d with the scafowFashriily moans, 
And ocean s bursting roar ' 

* O, m fell Clavers’ hour of pride, 

Even in his mightiest da}, 

As bold lie stiides through conquest’s 
tide, 

O stretch him on the clay ^ 

‘ His widow and his little ones, 

O from their tower of trust 
Remove its strong foundation stones, 
And crush them in the dust » ’ 

‘ Sweet prayers to me ' ’ a voice replied , 
' Thrice welcome, guest of mine 
And glimmering on the cavern side 
A light was seen to shine 
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An aged man, in amice brown, 

Stood by the wanderer’s side , 

By powerful charm, a dead man’s arm 
The torch’s light supplied 

Trom each stiff finger, stretch’d 
upright. 

Arose a ghastly flame, 

That waved not in the blast of night 
Which through the cavern came 

O, deadly blue was that taper’s hue, 
That flamed the cavern o’er, 

But more deadly blue was the ghastly 
hue 

Of his eyes who the taper bore 

He laid on his head a hand like lead, 
As hea\y, pale, and cold — 

* Vengeance be thine, thou guest of 

mine. 

If thy heart be firm and bold 

‘ But if faint thy heart, and caitiff fear 
Thy recreant sinews know. 

The mountain erne thy heart shall tear, 
Thy nerves the hooded crow ’ 

The wanderer raised him undismay d 
‘ My soul, by dangers steel’d, 

Is stubborn as my border blade, 
Which never knew to yield 

* And if thy power can speed the hour 

Of vengeance on my foes, 

1 heirs be the fate from bridge and gate 
To feed the hooded crows ’ 

The Brownie look’d him in the face. 
And his colour fled with speed — 

‘ I fear me,’ quoth he, ^uneath it will be 
To match thy word with deed 

* In ancient days when English bands 

Sore ravaged Scotland fair. 

The sword and shield of Scottish land 
Was valiant Halbert Kerr 


* A warlock loved the warrior well, 
Sir Michael Scott by name. 

And he sought for his sake a spell to 
make 

Should the Southern foemen tame 

‘ Look thou,” he said, “ from Cess- 
ford head, 

As the July sun sinks low, 

And when glimmering white on 
Cheviot’s height 

Thou shalt spy a wreath of snow, 
The spell is complete which shall 
bring to thy feet 
The haughty Saxon foe ” 

'For many a year wrought the wizard 
here. 

In Cheviot’s bosom low, 

Till the spell was complete, and in 
July’s heat 

Appear’d December’s snow , 

But Cessford’s Halbert never came 
The wondrous cause to know 

For years before in Bowden aisle 
The warrior’s bones had lam , 

And after short while, by female guile, 
Sir Michael Scott was slam 

' But me and my brethren in this cell 
His mighty charms retain , 

And he that can quell the poweiful 
spell 

Shall o'er broad Scotland reign ’ 

lie led him through an iron door 
And up a winding stair. 

And in wild amaze did the wanderer 
gaze 

On the sight which open’d there 

Through the gloomy night flash d 
ruddy light, — 

A thousand torches glow , 

The caverosehigh, like the vaulted sky, 
O’er stalls in double row 
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[n every stall of that endless hall 
Stood a steed in barbing bright , 

A.t the foot of each steed, ah arm’d 
save the head, 

Lay stretch d a stalwart knight 

In each mail’d hand was a naked brand , 
As they lay on the black bull s hide 
Each visage stern did upwards turn, 
With eyeballs fix’d and wide 

r 

A launcegay stiong, full twelve ells 
long, 

By every warrior hung , 

At each pommel there, for battle jrare 
A Jedw’’ood axe was slung 

The casque hung near each cavalier , 
The plumes waved mournfully 
At every tread which the wanderer 
made 

Through the hall of gi amary e 

1 he ruddy beam of the torches gleam 
lhat glared the warriors on. 
Reflected light from armour bright 
In noontide splendour shone 

And onward seen in lustie sheen, 
Still lengthening on the sight. 
Through the boundless hall stood 
steeds in stall, 

And by each lay a sable knight 

Still as the dead lay each horseman 
dread, ^ 

And moved nor limb nor tongue , 
Each steed stood stiff as an earthfast 
cliff, 

Nor hoof nor bridle rung 

No sounds through all the spacious hall 
The deadly still divide. 

Save where echoes alool from the 
vaulted roof 

To the wanderer’s step replied 


At length before his wondering eyes, 
On an iron column borne, 

Of antique shape, and giant size, 
Appear’d a sword and horn 

' Now choose thee here,’ quoth his 
leader 

‘Thy v^enturoiis fortune try , 

Thy woe and weal thy boot and bale, 
In yon brand and bugle he ’ 

1 o the fatal bi and he mounted his hand, 
But his soul did quiver and quail , 
The life-blood did start to his shudder- 
ing heai t, 

And left him w an and pale 

The brand he forsook, and the hoin 
he took 

To ’say a gentle sound , 

But so wild a blast from the bugle brast, 
That the Cheviot rock d around 

From Forth to Tecs, from seas to seas, 
The awful bugle rung, 

On Carlisle wall, and Berwick withal, 
To arms the vvaideis spuing 

With clank and clang the cavern rang, 
The steeds did stamp and neigh , 
And loud was the 3’’ell as each w^arnor 
fell 

Steite up with hoop and ciy 

‘Woe, woe ’ they cried, ‘ thou caitiff 
coward, 

‘ That ever thou wei t born * 

Why drew y e not the knightly swora 
Before ye blew the horn ? ’ 

The morning on the mountain shone, 
And on the bloody ground. 

Hurl d from the cave with shiver d 
bone, 

The mangled w retch was found 

And still beneath the cavern dread. 
Among the glidders grey, 

A shapeless stone with lichens spread 
Marks where the wanderer lay 
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AT FLODDEN 

A FRAGMENT 

(1799) 

Go sit old Cheviot’s crest below. 

And pensive mark the lingering snow 
In all his scaurs abide, 

And slow dissolving from the hill 
In many a sightless, soundless rill. 
Feed sparkling Bowmont’s tide 

Fair shines the stream b^ bank and lea, 
As wimpling to the eastern sea 
She seeks Till’s sullen bed. 
Indenting deep the fatal plain, 

Where Scotland’s noblest, bra\e in 
vain, 

Around their monarch bled 

And westward hills on hills you see, 
Even as old Ocean’s mightiest sea 
Heaves high her waves of foam. 
Dark and snow-ridged from Cutsfeld s 
wold 

To the proud foot of Cheviot roll’d, 
Earth s mountain billows come 


A SONG OF VICTORY 

(1800) 

{From * The House of Aspen ’) 

Joy to the victors • the sons of old 
Aspen * ^ 

Joy to the race of the battle and 
scar' 

Glory's proud garland triumphantly 
grasping , 

Generous in peace, and victorious 
m war 


Honour acquiring, 

Valour inspiring, 

Bursting, resistless, through foemen 
they go 

War axes wielding, 

Broken ranks yielding. 

Till from the battle proud Roderic 
retiring, 

Yields in wild rout the fair palm to his 
foe 

Joy to each warrior, true follovier of 
Aspen ' 

Joy to the heroes that gain’d the 
bold day ' 

Health to our wounded, m agony 
gasping , 

Peace to our brethren tnat fell in 
the fray I 

Boldly this morning, 

Roderic s power scorning, 
Well for their chieftain their blades 
did they wield 

Joy blest them d;ying, 

As Maltmgen fljniig. 

Low laid his banners, our conquest 
adorning, 

Iheir death clouded eyeballs descried 
on the field ' 

Now to our home, the proud mansion 
of Aspen, 

Bend we, gay victors, triumphant 
away , 

There each fond damsel, her gallant 
youth clasping, 

^ Shall wipe from his forehead the 
stains of the fray 

Listening the prancing 
Of horses advancing , 

E en now on the turrets our maidens 
appear 

Love our hearts warming, 
Songs the night charming. 
Round goes the grape in the goblet 
gay dancing , 

Love, wine, and song, our blithe 
evening shall cheer ' 



700 (nit0affan^ou0 


RHEIN WEIN LIED 

(iSoo) 

(Ftont ‘ The House of A <tpen 

What makes the troopers^ frozen 
courage muster ^ 

Ihe grapes of juice divine 
Upon the Rhine, upon the Rhine they 
duster 

Oh, blessed be the Rhine • 

Let fringe and turs, and many a rabbit- 
skin, sirs, 

Bedeck your Saracen , 

He 11 freeze without what warms our 
hearts within, sirs, 

When the night trost ci usts the fen 

But on the Rhine, but on the Rhine 
they cluster, 

The grapes of juice divine. 

That make our troopers* frozen com age 
muster 

Oh, blessed be the Rhine * 


THE REIVER’S WEDDING 

(1802 ) 

O w ILL ye hear a mirthful bourd 
Or will ye hear of com tesie ^ 

Or will ye hear how a gallant loi d 
Was wedded to a gay ladye? 

Xa’ out the kye,* quo* the village herd, 
As he stood on the knowe, 

‘Ca' this ane*s nine and that ane’s ten, 
And bauld Lord William’s cow * 

‘Ah< by my sooth,* quoth William 
then, 

'And stands it that way now, 
When knave and churl have nine an 
ten, 

That the Lord has but his cow ^ 


‘ I swear by the light of the Michael- 
mas moon, 

And the might of Mary high, 

And by the edge of my braidsword 
brown. 

They shall soon say Harden s kye * 

He took 1 bugle frae his side, 

With names caived o er and o’er, 
Full many a chief of meikle pride 
lhat Border bugle bore, — 

He blew' a note baith sharp and hie, 
Till rock and water rang around — 
Threescore of moss troopers and three 
Have mounted at that bugle sound 

The Michaelmas moon had enter’d 
then. 

And ere she wan the full 
Ye might see by her light in Harden 
glen 

A bow 0’ kye and a bassen’d bull 

And loud ind loud in Harden tower 
Ihe quaigh gaed round wi’ meikle 
glee, 

For the English beef was brought in 
bower 

And the English ale Howl’d mernhe 

And raony a guest from Teviotside 
And Yarrow^’s Braes was there, 
Was never a lord in Scotland wide 
1 hat made more dainty fare 

They ate, they laugh’d, they sang and 
quaff d, 

fill nought on board was seen, 
When knight and squire were boune 
to dine. 

But a spur of silver sheen 

Lord William has ta*en his berry 
brown steed, 

A sore shent man was he , 

' Wait ye, my guests, a little speed , 
Weel feasted ye shall be ’ 
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He rode him down by Falsehope burn, 
His cousin dear to see. 

With him to take a riding turn — 
Wat-draw-the-sword was he 

And when he came to Falsehope glen. 
Beneath the trystmg tree, 

On the smooth green was carved plain, 
To Lochwood bound are we * 

‘ O if they be gane to dark Lochwood 
To drive the Warden’s gear, 
Betwixt our names, I ween, there’s 
feud , 

I ’ll go and have my share 

‘For little reck I for Johnstone’s feud, 
The Warden though he be ’ 

So Lord William is away to dark 
Lochwood, 

With riders barely three 

The Warden’s daughters in Lochwood 
sate, 

Were all both fair and gay. 

All save the Lady Margaret, 

And she was wan and wae 

The sister, Jean, had a full fair skin, 
And Grace was bauld and braw , 
But the leal fast heart her breast within 
It weel was worth them a 

Her father’s pranked her sisters twa 
With meikle joy and pride , 

But Margaret maun seekDundrennan s 
wa’ — 

She ne’er can be a bride 

On spear and casque by gallants gent 
Her sisters’ scarfs were borne. 

But never at tilt or tournament 
Were Margaret’s colours worn 

Her sisters rode to Thirlstane bower, 
But she was left at hame 
To wander round the gloomy tower. 
And sigh young Harden’s name 


* Of all the knights, the knight most 
fair, 

From Yarrow to the Tyne,^ 

Soft sigh’d the maid, ‘is Harden’s heir, 
But ne’er can he be mine, 

‘ Of all the maids, the foulest maid, 
From Teviot to the Dee, 

Ah sighing sad, that lady said, 

‘ Can ne’er young Harden’s be ' 

She looked up the briery glen, 

And up the mossy brae, 

And she saw a score of her father’s men 
Yclad in the Johnstone grey 

O fast and fast they downwards sped 
The moss and briers among, 

And in the midst the troopers led 
A shackled knight along 


WAR SONG OF THE ROYAD 
EDINBURGH LIGHT DRAGOONS 

(1802 ) 

To horse ' to horse ’ the standard flies, 
The bugles sound the call , 

The Gallic navy stems the seas, 

The voice of battle ’s on the breeze, 
Arouse ye, one and all ' 

From high Dunedin’s towers we come, 
A band of brothers true. 

Our casques the leopard’s spoils sur- 
■' round, 

With Scotland’s hardy thistle crown’d , 
We boast the red and blue ^ 

Though tamely crouch to Gallia’s frown 
Dull Holland’s tai dv tram , 

Their ravish’d toys though Romans 
mourn , 

Though gallant Switzers vainly spurn, 
And, foaming, gnaw the chain , 

I The royal colours 
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li ' liad the> mark d the a\engmg: 
call ^ 

1 heir brethren s murder gave, 
isunion ne'er their ranks had mown, 
or patriot valour, desperate grown, 
Sought freedom in the grave • 

hall we, too, bend the stubborn head 
In rrecdom s temple born, 
ress our pale cheek in timid smile, 
o hail a master in our isle. 

Or brook a victor s scorn ’ 

[o ' though destruction o er the land 
Come pouring as a flood, 
he sun, that sees our falling da;y, 
hall mark our sabres deadly swa> 
And set that night in blood 

or gold let Gallia s legions fight, 

Oi plunder s bloody gain , 
fnbnbed, unbought, om swoids we 
draw, 

‘o guard our king, to fence oui law , 
Nor shall their edge be vain 

t e\ cr bi oath of Bi itish g ilc 
Shall fin the tn coloi, 

)r footstep of invadei lude 
V^ith rapine foul, and led with blood, 
Pollute our happ;^ shoic — 

hen farewell home' and faievvell 
friends < 

Adieu each tendei tie * 
lesolvcd, we mingle in the tide, 
Vhere charging squadions fuiious 
ride, 

To conquer or to die 


I The allusion is to the massacre of the Swiss Guards 
n the fatal loth Aug^ust 1792 It is painful but not 
seless to remark that the passive temper with which 
lie Swiss regarded the death of their bravest country 
len mercilessly slaughtered m discharge of their 
iuty encouraged ana authorized the progressne 
ijustjce by v hich the Alps once the seat of the 
lost virtuous and free people upon the Continent 
ave, at length been converted into the c adel of 
foreign and military despot A state degraded is 
lalf enslaved £18x2 ] 


To horse ’ to horse ^ the sabres gleam, 
High sounds our bugle call , 
Combined by honour s sacred tie, 
Our word is LatVb and Liberty f 
March forward, one and all ' 


THE BARD'S INCANTATION 

^Wiitien tinder threat of an invasion in 
the Autumn of 1804 ) 

The forest of Glenmore is drear, 

It is all of black pine and the dark 
oak-tree , 

And the midnight wind to the moun 
tain deer 

Is whistling the forest lullaby 

The moon looks through the di ifting 
storm 

But the troubled lake reflects not her 
form, 

Foi the waves roll whitening to the 
land, 

And d^sh ag iinst the shelvy stiand 

There is a voice among the trees, 

I hat mingles wuth the groaning 
oak — 

lhat mingles with the stormy breeze, 
And the lake wav es d ishing against 
the lock, 

Ihere is a voice within the wood, 

1 he voice of the bard in fitful mood , 

His song was louder than the blast, 

As the bard of Glenmore through the 
forest past 

‘ Wake yo from your sleep of death, 
Minstrels and bards of other da3'S ' 

For the midnight wind is on the 
heath. 

And the midnight meteors dimly 
blaze 



Q)lt0ceffaneou0 703 


The Spectre with his Bloody Hand 
Is wandering through the wild wood- 
land, 

The owl and the raven are mute for 
dread, 

And the time is meet to awake the 
dead • 

* Souls of the mighty, wake and say, 

To what high strain your harps 
were strung, 

When Lochlin plow d her billowy way, 
And on your shores her Norsemen 
flung ^ 

Her Norsemen train’d to spoil and 
blood, 

Skill’d to prepare the Raven’s food. 
All, by your harpings, doom’d to die 
On bloody Largs and Loncarty 

^ Mute are y e alP No murmurs strange 
Upon the midnight breeze sail by , 
Nor through the pines, with whistling 
change 

Mimic the haip’s wild harmony * 
Muteareyenow^ Ye ne’er were mute, 
When Murder wuth his bloody foot, 
And Rapine with his non hand. 

Were hovering near yon mountain 
strand 

O yet awake the strain to tell, 

By every deed in song enroll d, 

By every chief who fought or fell, 
For Albion’s weal in battle bold 
From Coilgach^, first who roll’d his car 
Through the deep ranks of Roman war, 
To him, of veteran memory dear 
Who victor died on Aboukir 

* By all their swords, by all their scais, 

By all their names, a mighty spell f 
By all their wounds, by all their wars. 
Arise, the mighty stiain to tell • 

For fiercer than fierce Hengist’s strain, 
More impious than the heathen Dane, 
More grasping than all- grasping Rome, 
Gaul s ravening legions hither come *’ 

1 The Galgacus of Taatus 


The Wind is hush’d, and still the lake — 
Strange murmurs fill my tinkling 
ears, 

Bristles my haii, my sinews quake, 
At the dread \oice of other years 

‘ When targets clash’d, and bugles 
rung, 

And blades round warriors heads 
were flung. 

The foremost of the band were we, 

And hymn’d the joys of Liberty 


HELLVELLYN 

(180S) 

I CLIMB D the dark brow of the mighty 
Hellvellyn, 

Lakes and mountains beneath me 
gleam d misty and wide , 

All was still, save by fits, when the 
eagle was yelling, 

And starting around me the echoes 
replied 

On the right, Stnden-edge round the 
Red tarn was bending, 

And Catchedicam its left verge was 
defending, 

One huge nameless rock in the front 
was ascending. 

When I mark’d the sad spot where 
the w^’anderer had died 

Dark green was that spot 'mid the 
brown mountain-heather, 

Where the Pilgrim of Nature lay 
stretch’d in decay, 

Like the corpse of an outcast abandon d 
to weather. 

Till the mountain winds wasted 
the tenantless clay 

Nor } et quite deserted, though lonely 
extended. 

Tor, faithful in death, his mute 
favourite attended. 
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The much loved remains of her master 
defended, 

\nd chased the hill fox and the 
raven away 

How long didst thou think that his 
silence was slumber ^ 

When the wind waved his garment, 
how oft didst thou start ? 

How many long days and long weeks 
didst thou number^ 

Ere he faded before thee, the friend 
of thy heart ? 

And, oh, was it meet, that — no re- 
quiem read o er him — 

No mother to weep, and no friend 
to deplore him, 

And thou, little guardian, alone 
stretch d before him — 
Unhonour’d the Pilgrim from life 
should depart ? 

When a Prince to the fate of the 
Peasant has yielded, 

The tapestry waxes dark round the 
dim-lighted hall , 

With scutcheons of silver the coffin 
IS shielded, 

And pages stand mute b> the cano 
pied pall 

Through the couits, at deep midnight, 
the toi ches are gleaming , 

In the proudly-areh’d chapel the 
banners are beaming, 

Far adown the long aisle sacred music 
IS streaming, 

Lamenting a Chief of the people 
should fall 

But meeter for thee, gentle lover of 
nature, 

To lay down thy head like the meek 
mountain lamb, 

When, wildePd, he drops fiom some 
cliff huge m stature. 

And draws his last sob by the side 
of his dam 


And more stately th> couch by this 
desert lake lying, 

Thy obsequies sun g by the grey plover 
Hying, 

With one faithful friend but to witness 
thy dying, 

In the arms of Hellvellyn and 
Catchcdicam 


THE DYING BARD 

(1806) 

Dinas Emiinn, lament, for the 
moment is nigh, 

When mute m the woodlands thine 
echoes shall die 

No more by sueet Teivi Cadwallon 
shall rave, 

And mix his wild notes w ith the wild 
dashing wave 

In spring and in autumn thy glories 
of shade 

Unhonour d shall flourish, unhonour d 
shall fade , 

For soon shall be lifeless the eye and 
the tongue 

That view d them with lapturc, with 
raptuie that sung 

Thy sons Dinas Lmlinn, may march 
in their pride, 

And chase the proud Saxon fiom 
Prestatyn’s side , 

But wheie is the harp shall give life 
to their name 

And where is the bard shall give 
heroes their fame ? 

And oh, Dinas Emlinn ’ thy daughters 
so fair, 

Who heave the white bosom, and 
wave the dark hair. 

What tuneful enthusiast shall worship 
their eye, 

When half of their charms with Cad* 
wall on shall die ^ 
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Then adieu, silver Teivi ' I quit thy 
loved scene, 

To join the dim choir of the bards who 
have been , 

With Lewarch, and Meilor, and Merlin 
the Old, 

And sage Taliessin, high harping to 
hold 

And adieu, Dinas Emlmn • still green 
be thy shades, 

Unconquer’d thy wariiors, and match 
less thy maids ' 

And thou, whose faint warbhngs my 
weakness can tell, 

Faiewell, my loved Harp » my last 
treasure, farewell t 


THE NORMAN HORSE SHOE 

(iSo6 ) 

Red glows the forge in Striguil’s 
bounds. 

And hammers dm, and anvil sounds, 
And armourers, with iron toil, 

Barb many a steed for battle’s broil 
Poul fall the hand which bends the 
steel 

Around the courser’s thundering heel. 
That e’er shall dint a sable wound 
On fair Glamorgan’s velvet ground 

Prom Chepstow’s towers, ere dawn 
of morn, 

Was heard afar the bugle horn , 

And forth, in banded pomp and pride, 
Stout Clare and fiery Neville nde 
They swore their banners broad 
should gleam, 

In crimson light, on Rymny’s stream , 
They vow’d Caerphili’s sod should 
feel 

The Norman charger’s spurning heel 


And sooth they swore the sun arose, 
And Rymny’s wave with crimson 
glows , 

For Claie’s red banner, floating wide, 
Roll d down the stream to Severn stidel 
And sooth they vow’d the trampled 
green 

Show’d where hot Neville’s charge 
had been 

In every sable hoof tramp stood 
A Norman horseman’s curdling blood > 

Old Chepstow’s brides may curse the 
toil 

That arm’d stout Clare for Cambrian 
broil , 

Their orphans long the art may rue. 
For Neville s war-horse forged the 
shoe 

No more the stamp of armed steed 
Shall dint Glamorgan’s velvet mead , 
Nor trace be there, in early spring, 
Save of the Fairies’ emerald ring 


THE MAID OF TORO 

(1806) 

(An earlier vermon^ of date 1800, 

appears m ‘ The House of Aspen ’) 

O, LOW shone the sun on tfie fair 
lake of Toro, 

And weak were the whispers that 
waved the dark wood, 

All as a f^ir maiden, bewilder d in 
* sorrow. 

Sorely sigh d to the breezes, apd 
wept to the flood 

^ O saints » from the mansions of bliss 
lowly bending , 

Sweet Virgin » who hearest the 
suppliant’s cry, 

Now grant my petition, in anguish 
ascending, 

My Henry restore, or let Eleanor 
die’’ 
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All distant and faint were the sounds 
of the battle. 

With the breezes they rise, with 
the breezes they fail, 

Till the shout, and the gioan, and 
the conflict's dread rattle, 

And the chase's wild clamour, came 
loading the gale 

B reathless she gazed on the woodlands 
so dreary , 

Slowly approaching a^wariior was 
seen , 

Life's ebbing tide mark'd his footsteps 
so weaiy, 

Cleft was his helmet, and woe was 
his mien 

* O save thee, fair maid, for our armies 
are flying ’ 

O save thee fair maid, for thy 
guardian is low * 

Deadly cold on yon heath thy brave 
Henry is lying, 

And fast through the woodland 
approaches the foe ’ 

Scarce could he falter the tidings of 
sorrow. 

And scarce could she hear them, 
benumb’d with despaii , 

And when the sun sank on the sweet 
lake of loro, 

For ever he set to the brave and 
the fair 


THE PALMER 

{1806) 

* O OPEN the door, some pity to show, 

Keen blows the northern wind ' 

1 he glen is white with the drifted snow, 
And the path is hard to find 

* No outlaw seeks your castle gate. 

From chasing the King’s deer, 
Though even an outlaw’s wretched 
state 

Might claim compassion here 


‘ A weary Palmer, worn and weak, 

I wander for my sin , 

O open, lor Our Lady’s sake • 

A pilgrim s blessing win ’ 

‘ I 'll give you pardons fiom the Pope, 
And 1 cliques horn o'er the sea, 

Or il for these you will not ope. 

Yet open lor chanty 

‘ The hare is crouching in her foim, 

1 he hart beside the hind , 

An aged man, amid the stoim, 

No shelter can I find 

‘ \ou hear the Ettrick’s sullen roar, 
Dark, deep, and strong is he. 

And I must lord the Ettrick o er. 
Unless j-ou pity me 

* The iron gate is bolted hard. 

At w hich I knock in vain , 

The owner’s heart is closer barr’d. 
Who hears me thus complain 

* Farewell, farewell ' and Mary grant, 

When old and frail you be, 

You never may the shelter want 
1 hat’s now denied to me ' 

The Ranger on his couch lay warm, 
And heard him plead m vain , 

But oft amid December’s storm 
He ’ll hear that voice again 

For lo, when through the vapours dank. 
Morn shone on Ettrick fair, 

A corpse amid the alders rank. 

The Palmer welter’d there 


THE MAID OF NEIDPATH. 

(i8o6) 

O lovers' eyes are sharp to see. 
And lovers' ears in hearing , 
And love, m life's extremity, 

Can lend an hour of cheering. 
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Disease had been m Mar;y’s bower. 
And slow decay from mourning, 
Though now she sits on Neid path's 
tower, 

To watch her love s returning 

All sunk and dim her eyes so bright, 
Her form decay'd by pining, 

Till through her wasted hand, at night, 
You saw the taper shining, 

By fits, a sultry hectic hue 
Across her cheek was fl} ing , 

By fits, so ashy pale she grew, 

Her maidens thought her dying 

Yet keenest powers to see and hear 
Seem’d in her frame residing , 
Before the watch dog prick’d his ear 
She heard her lover s riding , 

Ere scarce a distant form w as ken’d, 
She knew, and waved to greet him , 
And o’er the battlement did bend, 

As on the "w mg to meet him 

He came — he pass’d — an heedless 
gaze, 

As o’er some stranger glancing , 
Her welcome, spoke in faltenngphrase, 
Lost in his courser’s prancing 
The castle arch, whose hollow tone 
Returns each whisper spoken. 
Could scarcely catch the feeble moan 
Which told her heart was broken 


WANDERING WILLIE 

(1806 ) 

All joy was bereft me the day that 
you left me, 

And climb’d the tall vessel to sail 
yon wide sea , 

O weary betide it * I wander’d beside it 
And bann’d it for parting ray Wilhe 
and me* 
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Far o’er the wave hast thou follow’d 
thy fortune, 

Oft fought the squadrons of France 
and of Spam , 

Ae kiss of welcome 's worth twenty 
at parting, 

Now I hae gotten my Willie again 

When the sky it was mirk, and the 
winds they were wailing, 

I sat on the beach wi the tear 111 
my ee. 

And thought o' the bark where my 
Willie was sailing. 

And wish’d that the tempest could 
blaw on me 

Now that thy gallant ship rides at her 
mooring, 

Now that my wanderer’s in safety 
at hame, 

Music to me were the wildest wands’ 
roaring. 

That e er o er Inch-Keith drove the 
dark ocean faem 

When the lights they did blaze, and 
the guns they did rattle, 

And blithe was each heart for the 
great victory, 

In secret I wept for the dangers of 
battle, 

And thy glory itself was scarce 
comfort to me 

But now shalt thou tell, while I 
, eagerly listen. 

Of each bold adventure, and every 
brave scar , 

And trust me, I 11 smile, though my 
een they may glisten , 

For sweet after danger’s the tale 
of the war 

And oh, how we doubt when there ’s 
distance ’tween lovers, 

When there ’s naething to speak to- 
the heart thro' the ee , 
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How often the kindest and warmest 
pro\ e io\ CIS 

And the love of the faithtullcst ebbs 
like the sea 

1 ill, at times — could I help it ’ I pined 
and I pondei d, 

If love could change notes like the 
bud on the tree, 

Now I 11 ne’er ask if thine eves mav*' 
hae wander’d. 

Enough, thy leal he^rt has been 
constant to me 

Welcome, from sweeping o ci sea 
and thiough channel. 

Hardships and danger despising for 
fame, 

Furnishing story for glor^ s bright 
annal 

Welcome, w anderer, to Jeanie 
and hame > 

Enough, now thy story in annals of 
glory 

Has humbled the pride of France, 
Holland, and Spain , 

No more shalt thou grieve me, no 
more shalt thou leave me, 

I nev er wnll part with my W ilhe again 

HEALTH TO LORD MELVILLE 

(iSo6) 

Since here we are set m array round 
the table. 

Five hundred good fellows well met 
in a hall, ^ 

Come listen, brave boys, and I II sing 
as I 'm able 

How innocence triumph’d and pride 
got a fall 

But push round the claret — 
Come, stewards, don’t spare it — 

With rapture j ou’ll drink to the toast 
that I give , 

Here, boys, 

Off with It merrily — 

Melville for ever, and long may he liv'e* 


What were the Whigs doing, when 
boldly pui suing 

Pitt banish d Rebellion, gave 
Tieison a stiing ’ 

Why, they sw oi e on then honour, 
foi Arthui O Connoi , 

And fought haid lor Despard 
against countiv?’ and king 
Well, then, we knew boys, 

Pitt and Melville were tiue boys, 
And the tempest was laised the 
fi lends of Reform 
Ah, w oe ' 

Weep to his memory , 

Low lies the pilot that w eather’d the 
stoi m > 

And pray, don t 3, ou mind when the 
Blues first were raising, 

And we scarcely could think the 
house safe o’er our heads ? 
When villains and coxcombs, Fiench 
politics praising, 

Drove peace from our tables and 
sleep from out beds ? 

Our hearts they grew bolder 
When, musket on shoulder, 
Stepp’d forth our old Statesmen 
example to give 
Come, boys, never fear, 

Drink the Blue grenadier — 

Here ’s to old Harry, and long may he 
live ’ 

They would tuin us adrift, though 
rely, sir, upon it — 

Our own faithful chronicles warrant 
us that , 

The free mountaineer and his bonny 
blue bonnet 

Have oft gone as far as the regular’/ 
hat 

We laugh at their taunting, 

For all we are wanting 
Is licence our life for our country to give 
Off with it merrily. 

Horse, foot, and artillery, 

Each loyal Volunteer, longmay he live ! 
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Tis not us alone, boys — the Anry 
and Navy 

Have each got a slap hind their 
politic pranks , 

Cornwallis cashier d, that watch’d 
winters to save ye, 

And the Cape call d a bauble, 
unworthy of thanks 
But vain is their taunt, 

No soldier shall want 
The thanks that his country to valour 
can give 
Come, boys, 

Drink it off merrily, — 

Sir David and Popham, and long may 
they live ’ 

And then our revenue — Lord knows 
how they view d it, 

While each petty statesman talk’d 
lofty and big, 

But the beer tax was weak, as if 
Whitbread had brew’d it, 

And the pig iron duty a shame to 
a pig 

In vain is their vaunting, 

Too suiely there s wanting 
What judgment, experience, and 
steadiness give 
Come, boys. 

Drink about merrily, — 

Health to sage Melville and long may 
he live • 

Our King, too — our Princess — I dare 
not say more, sir, — 

May Providence watch them with 
mercy and might < 

While there’s one Scottish hand that 
can wag a claymore, sir. 

They shall ne’er want a friend to 
stand up for tneir right 
Be damn’d he that dare not, — 
For my part, I ’ll spare not 
To beauty afflicted a tribute to 
give 


Fill it up steadily, 

Drink it off readily, — 

Here’s to the Princess, and long may 
she live ' 

And since we must not set Auld 
Reekie in glor^/, 

And make her brown visage as 
light as her heart, 

Till each man illumine his own upper 
story, 

Nor law book nor lawyer shall force 
us to part 

In Grenville and Spencer, 

And some few good men, sir, «» 
High talents we honour, slight dif- 
ference forgive , 

But the Brewer w e ’ll hoax, 
lallyho to the Fox, 

And drink Melville for ever, as long 
as we live » 


HUNTING SONG 

(1808) 

(T/tis song appeals m ihe Appetidtx to 
the Gcneial Preface of VVaverley, 1814 ) 

Waken, lords and ladies gay. 

On the mountain dawns the day, 

All the jolly chase is here, 

With hawk, and horse, and hunting 
spear ’ 

Hounds aie 111 their couples yelling, 
Hawks are whistling, horns are 
knelling. 

Merrily, memly, mingle they, 

‘ Waken, lords and ladies gaj' ’ 

Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

The mist has left the mountain grey, 
Springlets m the dawn are steaming. 
Diamonds on the brake are gleaming 
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And foresters have bus> been, 

To track the buck m thicket green , 
Now we come to chant our laj , 

^ Waken, lords and ladies gay ’ 

Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

To the greenwood haste awaj , 

We can show you where he lies, 
Fleet of foot, and tall of size , 

We can show the marks he made. 
When ’gainst the oak his antlers fray'd , 
You shall see him brought to ba^ , 

^ Waken, lords and ladies gay 

Louder, louder chant the la;y , 

W^^ken, lords and ladies gay ’ 

Tell them youth, and mirth, and glee, 
Run a course as well as we , 

Time, stern huntsman » who can baulk, 
Stanch as hound, and fleet as hawk 
Think of this, and rise with da^ , 
Gentle lords and ladies ga^ 


THE RESOLVE 

(i8oS) 

tmtiaiion of an Old English Poem ) 

My wayward fate I needs must ’plam, 
1 hough bootless be the theme , 

I loved, and was beloved again. 

Yet all was but a dream 
For, as her love was quickly got, 

So it was quicUy gone , 

No more I’ll bask in flame so hot,^ 
But coldly dwell alone. 

Not maid moie bright than maid was 
e’er 

My fancy shall beguile, 

By flattering word, or feigned tear, 
By gesture, look, or smile 
No more I ’ll call the shaft fair shot. 
Till it has fairly flown, 

Nor scorch me at a flame so hot , 

I ’ll rather freeze alone 


Each ambush’d Cupid I ’ll def^ , 

In cheek, or chin, or brow, 

And deem the glance of woman’s eye 
As weak as woman’s vow 
I’ll lightly hold the lady’s heart. 

That is but lightly won , 

I ’ll steel my bi east to beauty’s art, 
And learn to live alone 

The flaunting torch soon blazes out, 
The diamond’s ray abides , 

The flame its glory hurls about, 

The gem its lustre hides , 

Such gem I fondly deem’d was mine, 
And glow’d a diamond stone, 

But, since each eye may see it shine, 
ril darkling dwell alone 

No waking dream shall tinge my 
thought 

With dyes so bright and vain, 

No silken net, so slightly wrought, 
Shall tangle me again 
No more I’ll pay so dear for wit, 

I’ll live upon mine own, 

Nor shall wild passion trouble it, 

I’ll rather dwell alone 

And thus I ’ll hush my heart to rest — 
* Th 3 ’' loving labour’s lost , 

Thou shalt no more be wildl^^ blest, 
To be so strangely crost, 

The widow’d tuitlcs mateless die, 
The phoenix is but one , 

The 3 »' seek no loves, no more will I — 
I ’ll rather dwell alone ’ 


EPITAPH 

Foi a momimentm Lichfield Cathedral, 
at the bunal place of the family of 
Miss Seward 

(1808) 

Amid these aisles, where once his 
precepts show’d 

The Heavenward pathway which m 
life he trod, 
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This simple tablet marks a Fathers 
bier, 

And those he loved m life, m death 
are near , 

For him, for them, a Daughter bade 
it rise, 

Memorial of domestic chanties 

Still wouldst thou knovv why o'er the 
marble spread, 

In female grace the willow droops 
her head , 

Why on her branches, silent and 
unstrung, 

The minstrel harp is emblematic hung, 

What poet's \oice is smother'd here 
in dust 

Till waked to join the chorus of the 
just, — 

Lo’ one brief line an answer sad 
supplies, 

Honour'd, beloved, and mourn'd, here 
Seward lies, 

Her woith, her v^armth of heart, let 
friendship say, — 

Go seek her genius m her living lay 

PROLOGtJE 

7b Mtss Batlhe's Play of * The Pamtiy 
Legend ' 

(1809) 

’Tis sweet to hear expiring Summer's 
sigh, 

Through forests tinged with russet, 
wall and die , 

*Tis sweet and sad the latest notes to 
hear 

Of distant music, dying on the ear , 

But far more sadly sweet, on foreign 
strand, 

We list the legends of our native land, 

Link'd as they come with eveiy 
tender tie, 

Memorials dear of youth and infancy 


Chief, thy wild tales, romantic 
Caledon, 

Wake keen remembrance ih each 
hardy son 

Whether on India's burning coasts 
he toil, 

Or till Acadia’s winter-fetter d soil, 

He hears with throbbing heart and 
moisten'd eyes, 

And, as he hears, what dear illusions 
rise ,, 

It opens on his soul his native 
dell, 

The woods wild waving, and the 
water’s swell , 

Tradition's theme, the tower that 
threats the plain, 

The mossy cairn that hides the hero 
slam , 

The cot, beneath whose simple porch 
were told, 

By grey-hair'd patriarch, the tales of 
old, 

The infant group, that hush’d their 
sports the while. 

And the dear maid who listen’d with 
a smile 

The wanderer, while the vision warms 
his brain, 

Is denizen of Scotland once again 

Are such keen feelings to the crow d 
confined, 

And sleep they m the poet's gifted 
mind ? 

Oh no’ For she, withm whose 
^ mighty page 

Each tyrant Passion shows his woe 
and rage, 

Has felt the wizard influence they 
inspire, 

And to your own traditions tuned 
her lyre 

Yourselves shall judge ; whoe er has 
raised the sail 

By Mull s dark coast, has heard this 
evening’s tale 
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The plaided boatman , resting on his oar. 

Points to the fatal rock amid the loar 

Of whitening waves, and tells w hatc'er 
to night 

Our humble stage shall offer to >oui 
sight , 

Proudly preferr’d that first our efforts 
give 

Scenes glowing from her pen to 
breathe and li\e , 

More proudly yet, shojild Caledon 
approve 

The filial token of a Daughter s love 


THE POACHER 

(1809) 

(Jn imitation of Crahbe ) 

Welcome, grave stranger, to our green 
retreats, 

Where health with exercise and 
freedom meets • 

Ihnce welcome, Sage, whose philo- 
sophic plan 

By nature’s limits metes the rights of 
man , 

Generous as he, who now foi freedom 
bawls. 

Now gl\es full value for true Indian 
shawls 

O er court, o’er customhouse, his shoe 
who flings, 

Now bilks eslcisemen, and now bullies 
kings 

Like his, I ween, thy comprehensive 
mind 

Holds laws as mouse-traps baited foi 
mankind 

Thine eye, applausive, each sly vermin 
sees. 

That baulks the snare, yet battens on 
the cheese , 


Ihine ear has heard, ^\lth scorn 
instead of awe, 

Our buckskmn’d justices expound the 
law. 

Wire-draw the acts that fix foi wires 
the pain, 

And for the netted partridge noose 
the swain , 

And thy vindictive arm would tain 
have broke 

The last light fettei of the feudal 
yoke, 

To give the denizens of vv^ood and 
wild, 

Nature’s free race, to each her free- 
born child 

Hence hast thou mark’d, with grief, 
fair London’s race, 

Mock’d with the boon of one poor 
Easter chase, 

And long’d to send them foi th as free 
as when 

Pour’d o’er Chantilly the Parisian tram, 

When musket, pistol, blunderbuss, 
combined, 

And scarce the field-pieces 'W’’ere left 
behind ’ 

A squadron’s charge each leveiets 
heart disma;^ ’d, 

On every covey fired a bold brigade , 

La Douce Humanite approved the 
sport, 

Foi great the alarm indeed, yet small 
the hurt , 

Shouts patriotic solemnized the day. 

And Seme re-echo’d Vivt la Liberti f 

But mad Ciioytn, meek Monsieur 
again, 

With some few added links resumes 
his chain 

Then, since such scenes to France no 
more are know n, 

Come, view with me a hero of thnie 
own f 

One, whose free actions \ indicate the 
cause 

I Of silvan liberty o’er feudal laws 





713 


Seek we yon glades, where the 
proud oak o’ertops 

Wide-waving seas of birch and hazel 
copse, 

Leaving between deserted isles of land, 
Where stunted heath is patch’d with 
ruddy sand , 

And lonely on the waste the yew is 
seen, 

Or straggling hollies spread a brighter 
green 

Here, little worn, and winding dark 
and steep. 

Our scarce mark d path descends yon 
dingle deep 

Follow — butheedful, cautious of atrip , 
In earthly mire philosophy may slip 
Step slow and wary o’er that swampy 
stream. 

Till, guided by the charcoal’s smother- 
ing steam, 

We reach the frail yet barricaded door 
Of hovel form’d for poorest of the 
poor , 

No hearth the fire, no vent the smoke 
receives, 

The walls are wattles, and the cover- 
ing leaves , 

For, if such hut, our foreststatutes say, 
Rise in the progress of one night and 
day, 

(Though placed where still the Con- 
queror’s bests o’erawe, 

And his son’s stirrup shines the badge 
of law,) 

Thebuilder claims the unenviable boon, 
To tenant dwelling, framed as slight 
and soon 

As wigwam wild, that shrouds the 
native frore 

On the bleak coast of frost-barr’d 
Labrador 

Approach, and through the un- 
latticed window peep — 

Nay, shrink not back, the inmate is 
asleep , 


Sunk 'mid yon sordid blankets, till 
the sun 

Stoop to the west, the plunderer's 
toils are done 

Loaded and pinned, and prompt for 
desperate hand, 

Rifle and fowling piece beside him 
stand , 

While round thehutare in disorderlaid 

The tools and booty of his lawless trade, 

Foi force or fraud, resistance or escape, 

The crow, the saw, the bludgeon, and 
the crape 

His pilfer’d powder in yon nook he 
hoards. 

And the filch’d lead the church’s roof 
affords 

(Hence shall the rector’s congregation 
fret. 

That while his sermon’s dry his walls 
are wet) 

The fish-spear barb’d, the sweeping 
net are there, 

Doe-hides, and pheasant plumes, and 
skins of hare, 

Cordage for toils, and wiring for the 
snare 

Barter’d for game from chase or 
warren won, 

Yon cask holds moonlight, run when 
moon was none , 

And late-snatch’d spoils lie stow’d m 
hutch apart, 

To wait the associate higgler’s evening 
cart 

ILook on his pallet foul, and mark 
his rest 

What scenes perturb’d are acting in 
his breast I 

His sable brow is wet and wrung 
with pain. 

And his dilated nostril toils m vam , 

For short and scant the breath eaeh 
efibrt draws, 

And ’twixt each effort Nature claims 
a pause 
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Btyond the loose and sable neckcloth 
stretch’d* 

His sinewy throat seems by con- 
vulsion twitch’d, 

While the tongue falters, as to utter- 
ance loth, 

Sounds of dire import — watchword, 
thieat, and oath 

1 hough, stupified by toil, and drugg’d 
with gin, 

Ihc body sleep, the i;estless guest 
withm 

Now plies on wood and wold his 
lawless trade. 

Now in the fangs of justice wakes 
dismay’d 

* Was that wild start of terror and 
despair, 

Those bursting eyeballs, and that 
wilder’d air, 

Signs of compunction for a murder’d 
hare ^ 

Do the locks bristle and the eyebrows 
arch 

For grouse or partridge massacred in 
March 

No, scoffer, no ' Attend, and mark 
with awe, 

There is no wicket m the gate of law • 

He that would e’er so lightly set ajar 

That awful portal, must undo each bar 

lempting occasion, habit, passion, 
pride. 

Will join to storm the breach, and 
force the barrier wide 

That rudian, whom true men avoid 
and dread, 

Whom bruisers, poachers, smugglers, 
call Black Ned, 

Was Edward Mansellonce, — thehght- 
est heart 

That ever play’d on holiday his part ’ 

The leader he in every Christmas game. 

The harvest-feast grew blither when 
he came, 


And liveliest on the chords the bow 
did glance 

When Edward named the tune and 
led the dance 

Kind was his heait, his passions quick 
and strong, 

Hearty his laugh, and jovial was his 
song, 

And if beloved a gun, his father swore, 

*’Twas but a trick of youth would 
soon be o’er, 

Himself had done the same some 
thirty years before * 

But he whose humours spurn law s 
awful > oke 

Must herd with those by whom law’s 
bonds are broke 

The common dread of j ustice soon allies 

The clown, who robs the warren, or 
excise, 

With sterner felons train’d to act 
more dread, 

Even with the wretch by whom his 
fellow bled 

Then, as m plagues the foul conta 
gions pass, 

Leavening and festering the corrupted 
mass, 

Guilt leagues with guilt, while mutual 
motives draw, 

Their hope impunity, theirfear the law, 

Their foes, their friends, their rendez- 
vous the same, 

Till the revenue baulk’d, or pilfer’d 
game, 

Flesh the young culprit, and example 
leads 

To darker viHany, and direr deeds 

Wild howl’d the wind the forest 
glades along, 

And oft the owl renew d her dismal 
song, 

Around the spot where erst he felt 

I the wound, 

Red William’s spectre walk’d his 

I midnight round 
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When o’er the swamp he cast his 
blighting look, 

From the green marshes of the stag- 
nant brook 

The bittern’s sullen shout the sedges 
shook » 

The waning moon, with storm pre- 
saging gleam, 

Now gave and now withheld her 
doubtful beam , 

The old Oak stoop’d his arms, then 
flung them high, 

Bellowingand groaning to the troubled 
sky, 

’Twas then, that, couch’d amid the 
brushwood sere. 

In Malwood walk young Mansell 
watch’d the deer 

The fattest buck received his deadly 
shot. 

The watchful keeper heard, and sought 
the spot 

Stout were their hearts, and stubborn 
was their strife , 

Overpower’d at length, the Outlaw 
drew his knife 

Next morn a corpse was found upon 
the fell — 

The rest his waking agony may tell ’ 


OH SAY NOT, MY LOVE 

(1810O 

(In imitation of Moofc ) 

Oh say not, my love, with that 
mortified air, 

That your spring- time of pleasure 
is flown, 

Nor bid me to maids that are younger 
repair 

For those raptures that still are 
thine own 


Though April his temples may wreathe 
with the vine, 

Its tendrils in infancy curl’d, 

’Tis the ardour of August matui es us 
the wine, 

Whose lifeblood enlivens the world 

Though thy form, that was fashion’d 
as light as a fay s, 

Has assumed a pioportion more 
round 

And thy glance, that was bright as 
a falcon's at gaze, 

Looks soberly now on the ground , * 

Enough, after absence to meet me 
again. 

Thy steps still with ecstasy move , 

Enough, that those deal sober glances 
retain 

For me the kind language of love 


THE BOLD DRAGOON 

(1S12) 

’Twas a Marechal of France, and he 
fain would honour gam, 

And he long d to take a passing glance 
at Portugal from Spam , 

With his flying guns, this gallant 
gay. 

And boasted corps d armee — 

0 he feard not our diagoons, with 

theirlong swords, boldly ndmg, 
^ Whack, ial dc lal, Ac 

1 o Campo Mayoi corac, he had quietly 

sat down, 

Just a fricassee to pick, while his 
soldiers sack’d the town. 
When, ’twas peste^ morbku* 
men General, 

Hear the English bugle-call ’ 

And behold the light diagoons, with 
their long swords, boldly 1 iding, 
Whack, fal de ral, Ac 

A a 5 
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Ilight about went horse and foot, 
artillery and all, 

And, as the devil leaves a house, they 
tumbled through the wall , 

They took no time to seek the door, 
But, best foot set before — 

O they ran from our dragoons, with 
theirlong swords, boldly riding. 
Whack, fal de ral, &c 

Those valiant men of France they had 
scaicely tied a mile, 

When on their flank there sous’d at 
once the British rank and file , 
For Long, De Gre;^, and Otway, 
then 

Ne’er minded one to ten, 

But came on like light dragoons, with 
their long sw ords, boldly nding, 
Whack, fal de ral, &c 

Three hundred British lads they made 
three thousand reel, 

Their hearts were made of English oak, 
their swoi d& of Sheffield steel, 
Their horses were m Yorkshire 
bred, 

And Beresford them led , 

So hu2za for brave dragoons, with 
theirlong swords, boldly riding, 
Whack, fal de lal, &c 

Then here’s a health to Wellington, to 
Beresford, to Long, 

And a single word of Bonaparte before 
I close my song ^ 

The eagles that to fight he brings 
Should serve his men with wings. 
When they meet the bold dragoons, 
vnth their long swords, boldly 
riding, 

Whack, fal de ral, &c 


ON THE BIASSACRE OF GLENCOE 

i^Pud 1814) 

‘ O TELL me, Harper, wherefore flow 
Thy wayward notes of wail and woe, 
Far down the desert of Glencoe, 

Where none may listtheirmelody ? 
Say, harp’st thou to the mists that 

Or to the dun-deer glancing by. 

Or to the eagle, that from high 

Screams chorus to thy min- 
strelsy^’ — 

< No, not to these, for they have rest, — 
The mist-wreath has the mountain- 
crest. 

The stag his lair, the erne her nest, 
Abode of lone security 
But those for whom I pour the lay, 
Not wild- wood deep, nor mountain 
grey, 

Not this deep dell, that shrouds from 
day. 

Could screen from treach’rous 
cruelty 

* Their flag was furl’d, and mute their 
drum, 

The very household dogs were dumb, 
Unwont to bay at guests that come 
In guise of hospitality 
His blithest notes the piper plied, 

Her gayest snood the maiden tied, 
The dame her dislafi flung aside, 

To tend her kmdiy housewifery 

' Ihe hand that mingled m the meal 
At midnight drew the felon steel, 
And gave the host’s kind breast to feel 
Meed for his hospitality » 

The friendly hearth which warm’d 
that hand, 

At midnight arm’d it with the brand, 
That bade destruction’s flames expand 
Their red and fearful blazonry 
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* Then woman’s shnek was heard m 
vain, 

Nor infancy’s unpitied plain, 

More than the warrior’s groan, could 
gam 

Respite from ruthless butchery * 
The winter wind that whistled shrill. 
The snows that night that cloked the 
hill, 

Though wild and pitiless, had still 
Far more than Southern clemency 

' Long have my harp’s best notes been 
gone, 

Few are its strings, and faint their tone. 
They can but sound in desert lone 
Their grey-hair’d master’s misery 
Were each grey hair a minstrel string 
Each chord should imprecations fling. 
Till startled Scotland loud should 1 ing, 
'‘Revenge for blood and trea- 
chery 


FOR A' THAT AN» A* THAT 
(1814 ) 

(A New Softg^ io an Old Tune ) 

Though right be aft put down by 
strength, 

As mony a day we saw that, 

The true and leilfu’ cause at length 
Shall bear the gne for a’ that 
For a’ that an’ a’ that, 

Guns, guillotines, and a’ that, 

The fleur de-lis, that lost her right, 

Is queen again for a’ that < 

We ’ll twine her in a friendly knot 
With England’s rose, and a’ that , 
The shamrock shall not be forgot, 
For Wellington made braw that 
The thistle, though her leaf be rude. 
Yet faith weTl no misca’ that. 

She shelter’d in her solitude 
The fleur- de-lis, for a’ that 


The Austrian vine, the Prussian pine 
(For Blucher’s sake, hurra that), 
The Spanish olive, too, shall join, 
And bloom in peace for a’ that 
Stout Russia’s hemp, so surely twined. 
Around our wreath we ’ll draw that. 
And he that would the cord unbind 
Shall have it for his gra \at ! 

Or, if to choke sae puir a sot, 

Your pity scorn to thraw that, 

The devil’s dibow be his lot 

Where he ma> sit and claw that 
In spite of slight, in spite of might, 

In spite of brags, an’ a’ that. 

The lads that battled for the right 
Have won the day, an’ a’ that » 

There’s ae bit spot I had forgot, 
America they ca’ that * 

A coward plot her rats had got 
Their father’s flag to gnaw that 
Now see it fly top-gallant high, 
Atlantic winds shall blaw that, 

And Yankee loon, beware your croun, 
There’s kames in hand to claw that’ 

For on the land, or on the sea, 
Where er the breezes blaw that, 
The British flag shall bear the gne, 
And win the day for a’ that ’ 


SONG 

FOR THE ANNIVERSARY MEETING OF 
' THE PITl CLUB OP SCOTLAND 

(1814) 

O, DREAD was the time, and more 
dreadful the omen, 

When the brave on Marengo lay 
slaughter'd in vain, 

And beholding broad Europe bow’d 
down by her foemen, 

Pitt closed in his anguish the map 
of her reign ’ 







Not the fate of broad Europe could 
bend his brave spirit 

To take for his country the safety of 
shame , 

O, then in her triumph remember Ins 
merit, 

And hallow the goblet that flows to 
hib name 

Round the husbandman’s head, while 
he traces the furro^, 

The mists of the winter may mingle 
with ram, 

He may plough it with labour, and 
sow it in sorrow, 

And sigh while he fears he has 
sow’d it in \am, 

He ma^ die ere his children shall reap 
m their gladness, 

But the blithe harvest home shall 
remember his claim , 

Andtheirjubilee-shoutshall be soften’d 
with sadness, 

While they hallow the goblet that 
flows to his name 

Though anxious and timeless his life 
was expended, 

In toils for our country preserved 
by his care, 

Though he died eie one ray o’er the 
nations ascended, 

To light the long darkness of doubt 
and despair , 

The storms he eridured in our Britain’s 
December, 

The penis his w isdom foresaw dhd 
o’ercame, 

In her glory’s rich harvest shall 
Britain remember, 

And hallow the goblet that flows to 
his name 

Nor forget His grey head, who, all 
dark in affliction, 

Is deaf to the tale of our Mctones 


And to sounds the most dear to 
paternal affection, 

The shout of his people applauding 
his Son , 

B> his firmness unmoxed in success 
and disaster, 

By hislong reign of \ irHie, remember 
his claim ’ 

With our tribute to Pitt join the praise 
of his Master, 

Though a tear stain the goblet that 
flows to his name 

Yet again fill the wnne-cup, and 
change the sad measure, 

The rites of our grief and our 
gratitude paid. 

To our Prince, to our Heroes, dexote 
the bright treasure. 

The wisdom that plann’d, and the 
zeal that obey’d 

Fill Wellington’s cup till it beam like 
his glory, 

Forget not our ow n brax^e Dalhousie 
and Graeme , 

A thousand years hence hearts shall 
bound at their story, 

And hallow the goblet that floxxs 
to their fame 


PHAROS* LOQUITUR 

(1814) 

Far in the bosom of the deep, 

O cr these wild shelves my watch 
I keep , 

A ruddy gem of changeful light, 
Bound on the dusky brdw of night, 
The seaman bids my lusti e hail, 

And scorns to strike his timorous sad 


won. 
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ADDRESS 

TO RANALD MACDONALD OF STAFFA 

(1814) 

Staffa, sprung from high Macdonald, 
Worthy branch of old Clan Ranald, 
Staffa, king of all kind fellows. 

Well befall thy hills and valleys, 
Lakes and inlets, deeps and shallows, 
Cliffs of darkness, caves of wonder, 
Echoing the Atlantic thunder , 
Mountains which the grey mist covers, 
Where the Chieftain spirit hovers, 
Pausing while his pinions quiver, 
Stretch’d to quit our land for ever * 
Each kind influence reign above thee » 
Warmer heart, Hwixt this and Jaffa 
Beats not, than in heart of Staffa » 


EPISTLE 

TO HIS grace the DUKE OF 
BUCCLEUCH 

Lighthouse Ttacht m the Sound of LenMck, 
August 8 1814 

Health to the chieftain from his 
clansman true ' 

From hei true minstrel, health to fair 
Buccleuch ' 

Health from the isles, where dewj 
Morning weaves 

Her chaplet with the tints that Iwi- 
hght leaves , 

Where late the sun scaice vanish’d 
from the sight. 

And his bnght pathway graced the 
short lived night, 

Though darker now as autumn’s shades 
extend, 

The north winds whistle and the mists 
ascend * 


Health from the land where eddying 
whirlwinds toss 

The storm-rock’d cradle of the Cape 
of Noss , 

On outstretch’d cords the giddy engine 
slides, 

His own strong arm the bold adven- 
turei guides, 

And he that lists such desperate feat 
to tiy, 

May, like the sea mew, skim ’ twixt 
surf and sky, 

And feel the mid air gales around him 
blow, 

And see the billows rage five hundred 
feet below 

Here, by each stormy peak and 
desert shore, 

The hardy islesman tugs the daring 
oar. 

Practised alike his venturous course 
to keep 

Through the white breakers or the 
pathless deep, 

By ceaseless peril and by toil to 
gam 

A wretched pittance from the niggard 
m-un 

And when the worn out drudge old 
ocean leaves 

What comfort greets him, nnd what 
hut receives 

Lady ^ the worst yonr picsence ere 
has cheer’d 

(When want and soi 1 ow fled as yen 
Tppear’d) 

Weie to a Zetlandei as the high domt 

Of pioud Drumlanng to my humble 
home 

Here rise no groves, and here no 
gardens blow, 

Here even the hardy heath scaiee 
dares to gi ow , 

But rocks on locks, m mist and storm 
array’d, 

Stretch far to sea their giant colonnade, 
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With many a cavern seam’d, the | 
dreary haunt 

Of the dun seal and swarthy cormo- 
rant 

Wild round their lifted brows, with 
frequent cry 

As of lament, the gulls and gannets 

fly. 

And from their sable base, with sullen 
sound. 

In sheets of whitening foam the waves 
rebound 

Yet even these coasts a touch of 
envy gain 

From those whose land has known 
oppression’s chain , 

For here the industrious Dutchman 
comes once more 

To moor his lishmg craft by Bressay’s 
shore , 

Greets every former mate and brother 
tar, 

Marvels how Lerwick ’scaped the rage 
of war. 

Tells many a tale of Gallic outrage 
done, 

And ends by blessing God and Wel- 
lington 

Here too the Greenland tar, a fiercer 
guest, 

Claims a brief hour of not, not of 
rest, 

Proves each wild frolic that m wine 
has birth. 

And wakes the land with brawls and 
boisterous mirth 

A sadder sight on yon poor vessels 
prow — 

The captive Norseman sits in silent 
•woe, 

And eyes the flags of Britain as they 
flow 

Hard fate of war, which bade her ter- 
rors sway 

His destined course, and seize so mean 
a prey. 


A bark with planks so warp d and 
seams so riven, 

She scarce might face the gentlest airs 
of heaven 

Pensive he sits, and questions oft if 
none 

Can list his speech, and understand 
his moan , 

In vain no Islcsman now can use the 
tongue 

Of the bold Norse, from whom their 
lineage sprung 

Not thus of old the Norsemen hither 
came, 

Won by the love of danger or of fame , 

On every stormbeat cape a shapeless 
tower 

Tells of their wars, their conquests, 
and their power , 

For ne’er for Grecia’s vales, nor Latian 
land, 

Was fiercer strife than for this barren 
strand , 

Arace severe — ^the isleand ocean lords 

Loved for its own delight the strife of 
swords , 

With scornful laugh the mortal pang 
defied, 

And blest their gods that they m battle 
died 

Such were the sires of Zetland’s 
simple race, 

And still the eye may faint resemblance 
trace 

In the blue eye, tall form, proportion 
fair, 

The limbs athletic, and the long light 
hair 

(Such was the mien, as Scald and Min- 
strel sings, 

Of fair- hair’d Harold, first of Norway’s 
Kings) , 

But, their high deeds to scale these 
crags confined. 

Their only warfare is with waves and 
wind 
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Why shou!^d I talk of Mousa's castled 
coasts 

Why of the horrors of the Sumburgh 
Rost^ 

Hay not these bald disjointed lines 
suffice, 

Penned while *my comrades whirl the 
rattling dice — 

While down the cabin skylight lessen- 
ing shine 

The rays, and eve is chased with mirth 
and wine ^ 

Imagined, while down Mousa’s desert 
bay 

Our well trimm’d vessel urged her 
nimble way, 

While to the freshening breeze she 
leaned her side. 

And bade her bowsprit kiss the foamy 
tide ? 

Such are the lays that Zetland Isles 
supply, 

Drench’d with the drizzly spray and 
dropping sky. 

Weary and wet, a sea-sick minstrel I 
W Scott 


P S 

Kirkw-il] Orkney , August 13 1S14 

In respect that your Grace has com- 
mission’d a Kraken, 

You will please be inform’d that they 
seldom are taken , 

It is January two years, the Zetland 
folks say, 

Since they saw the last Kraken in 
Scalloway bay , 

He lay in the offing a fortnight or 
more, 

But the devil a Zetlander put from the 
shore. 


Though bold in the seas of the North 
to assail 

The morse and the sea horse, the 
grampus and whale 

If your grace thinks I’m writing the 
thing that is not, 

You may ask at a namesake of ours, 
Mr Scott 

fHe’s not from our clan, though his 
merits deserve it, 

But springs^ I’m informed, from the 
Scotts of Scotstarvetl , 

He question’d the folks who beheld it 
with eyes. 

But they differ’d confoundedly as to 
Its size 

For instance, the modest and diffident 
swore 

That it seem’d like the keel of a ship, 
and no more , 

Those of eyesight more clear, or of 
fancy more high, 

Said it rose like an island ’twixt ocean 
and sky , 

But all of the hulk had a steady opinion 

That ’twas sure a hve subject of Nep- 
tune’s dominion 

And I think, my Lord Duke, your 
Grace hardly would wish, 

To cumber your house, such a kettle 
of fish 

Had your order related to nightcaps 
or hose, 

Or mittens of worsted, there ’s plenty 
of those 

Or would you be pleased but to fancy 
^ a whale ? 

And diiect me to send it — by sea or 
by mail ’ 

The season, I *m told, is nigh over, but 
still 

I could get you one fit for the lake at 
Bowhill 

Indeed, as to whales, there ’s no need 
to be thrifty, 

Since one day last fortnight two 
hundred and fifty. 
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Pursued b> seven Orkney men s boats 
and no moie, 

Betw i\t Truffness and Luffness were 
drawn on the shore » 

\ou'll ask if I saw this same won- 
derful sight , 

I own that I did not, but easily’’ might — 

For this mighty shoal of leviathans 

lav 

On our lee-beam a mile, m the loop 
of the bay, ^ 

And the islesmen of Sanda were all 
at the spoil, 

And flinching (so term it') the blubber 
to boil , 

(Ye spirits of lavender, drown the 
reflection 

That awakes at the thoughts of this 
odorous dissection) 

To see this huge marvel full fain would 
we go, 

But Wilson, the wind, and the current, 
said no 

We ha\e now got to Kirkwall, and 
needs I must stare 

When I think that in verse I ha\e 
once call’d it fair, 

’Tis a base little borough, both dirt^ 
and mean 

There is nothing to hear, and there ’s 
nought to be seen, 

Save a church, where, of old times, a 
prelate harangued, 

And a palace that’s built by an earl 
that was bang’d 

But, farewell to Kirkwall — aboard we 
are going, 

The anchor ’s a-peak, and the breezes 
are blowing, 

Our commodore calls all his band to 
their places, 

And His time to release 3 ^ou — good 
night to your Graces * 


THE A OF WA 

I A ttihor of Wavet ley ) 

No, John, I will not own the book — 
I wonH, you Piccaroon 
When next I try Saint Grubby’s brook, 
* 1 he A of Wa — ’ shall bait the hook — 
And flat fish bite as soon 
As if befoi e them they had got 
The worn out wriggler 

Walter Scott 


FAREWELL TO MACKENZIE, 

HIGH CHIEF OF KINTAIL 

OSiS) 

{From the Gaelic ) 

‘ Farewell to Mackenneth, great Earl 
of the North, 

The Lord of Lochcarron, Glenshiel, 
and Seaforth , 

To the Chieftain this morning his 
course who began, 

Launching forth on the billows hxs 
baik hkc a swan 

For a far foreign land he has hoisted 
his sail, 

Farewell to Mackenzie, High Chief 
of Kintail ’ 

O swift be the galley, and haid^ her 
Cl ew, 

May her captain be skilful, her man- 
ners true, 

In danger undaunted, unwearied by 
toil, 

Though the whirlwind should use, 
and the ocean should boil 

On the bra\e vessel’s gunnel I diank 
his bonail H 

And farewell to Mackenzie, High 
Chief of Kintail • 


1 Bon adea 
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Awal^e m thy chamber, thou sweet 
southland gale * 

Like the sighs of his people, breathe 
soft on his sail , 

Be prolong'd as regret, that his vassals 
must know, 

Be fair as their faith, and sincere as 
their woe 

Be so soft, and so fair, and so faithful, 
sweet gale, 

Wafting onward Mackenzie, High 
Chief of Kintail ' 

Be Ills pilot experienced, and trusty, 
and wise, 

To measure the seas and to study 
the skies 

May he hoist all his canvas from 
streamer to deck, 

But O * crowd it higher when wafting 
him back — 

Till the cliffs of Skooroora, and Conan's 
glad vale, 

Shall welcome Mackenzie, High Chief 
of Kintail < ' 


So sung the old Bard, m the grief 
of his heart, 

When he saw his loved Lord from 
his people depart 

Now mute on thy mountains, O Albyn, 
are heard 

Nor the voice of the song, nor the 
harp of the bard , 

Or Its strings are but waked by the 
stern winter gale, 

Asthe> mourn for Mackenzie, last Chief 
of Kintail 

Flora the far Southland Border a 
Minstrel came forth, 

And he waited the hour that some 
Bard of the north 

His hand on the harp of the ancient 
should cast, 

And bid its wild numbers mix high 
with the blast , 


But no bard was there left in the land 
of the Gael 

To lament for Mackenzie, last Chief 
of Kintail 

And shalt thou then sleep, did the 
Minstrel exclaim, 

Like the son of the lowly, unnoticed 
by fame ? 

No, son of Fitzgerald* in accents of 
woe 

The song thou hast loved o’er thy 
coffin shall flow, 

And teach thy wild mountains to join 
in the wall 

That laments for Mackenzie, last Chief 
of Kintail 

In vain, the bnght course of thy 
talents to wrong, 

Fate deaden'd thine ear and imprison’d 
thy tongue , 

For brighter o’ei all her obstructions 
arose 

The glow of the genius they could 
not oppose , 

And who in the land of the Saxon or 
Gael 

Might match with Mackenzie, High 
Chief of Kintail ? 

Thy sons rose around thee in light 
and in love, 

All a father could hope, all a friend 
could approve , 

What 'vails it the talc of thy sorrows 
to tell,— 

In the spring-time of youth and of 
piomise the> tell > 

Of the Ime of Fitzgerald lemams 
not a male 

To bear the proud name of the Chief 
of Kmtail 

And thou, gentle Dame, who must 
beai , to thj. gnet, 

For thy clan and thy country the 
cares of a Chief, 
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Whom brief rolling moons in six 
changes have left, 

Of thy husband, and father, and 
brethren bereft, 

To thine ear of aifection, how sad 
IS the hail, 

That salutes thee the Heir of the 
line of Kmtail ’ 


WAR SONG OF LAC&LAN, 

HIGH CHIEF OF MACLEAN 

(1815) 

(From the Gaelic ) 

A WEARY month has wander’d o’er 
Since last we parted on the shore , 
Heaven ^ that I saw thee, love, once 
more, 

Safe on that shore again ’ 

’Twas valiant Lachlan gave the word — 
Lachlan, of many a galley lord 
He call’d his kindred bands on board, 
And launch’d them on the mam 

Clan Gillian is to ocean gone — 
Clan-Gilhan, fierce m fora> known , 
Rejoicing m the glory won 
In many a bloody broil 
Foi wide IS heard the thundering fi ay, 
The rout, the ruin, the dismay, 

When from the twilight glens away 
Clan Gillian drives the spoil 

Woe to the hills that shall rebound 
Our banner’d bagpipes maddening 
sound , 

Clan-Gillian’s onset echoing round 
Shall shake their inmost cell 
Woe to the bark whose crew shall gaze 
Where Lachlan’s silken streamer plays » 
The fools might face the lightning’s 
blaze 

As wisely and as well ’ 


SAINT CLOUD 

(Pnm, Septembers, 1815) 

SoPTspread the southern summer night 
Her veil of darksome blue , 

Ten thousand stars combined to light 
The terrace of Saint Cloud 

The evening breezes gently sigh’d. 
Like breath of lover true, 
Bewailing the deserted pride 
And wreck of sweet Saint Cloud 

The drum’s deep roll was heard afar, 
The bugle wildly blew 
Good-night to Hulan and Hussar, 
That garrison Saint Cloud 

The startled Naiads from the shade 
With broken urns withdrew. 

And silenced was that proud cascade, 
The glory of Saint Cloud 

We sate upon its steps of stone, 

Nor could Its silence rue. 

When waked, to music of our own, 
The echoes of Saint Cloud 

Slow Seinemight hear each lovely note 
Fall light as summer dew, 

While through the moonless air they 
float, 

Prolong’d from fair Saint Cloud 

And sure a melody more sweet 
His waters never knew, 

Though music’s self was wont to meet 
With Princes at Saint Cloud 

Nor then, with more delighted ear, 
The circle round her drew, 

Than ours, when gather’d round to hear 
Our songstress at Saint Cloud 

Few happy hours poor mortals pass, — 
Then give those hours their due. 
And rank among the foremost class 
Our evenings at Saint Cloud, 





THE DANCE OF DEATH 

(iSis) 

Night and morning were at meeting 
Over Waterloo , 

Cocks had sung their earliest greeting , 
Faint and low they crew, 

For no paly beam yet shone 
On the heights of Mount Saint John , 
Tempest-clouds prolong'd the sway 
Of timeless darkness ovei day , 
Whirlwind, thunder-clap, and shower. 
Mark’d it a predestined houi 
Bioad and frequent through the night 
Flash’d the sheets of levm-iight , 
Muskets, glancing lightnings back, 
Show’d the dreary bivouac 
Where the soldier lay, 

Chill and stiff, and drench’d with 
ram, 

Wishing dawn of morn again, 

Though death should come with day 

’Tis at such a tide and hour, 

Wizard, witch, and fiend have power, 
And ghastly forms through mist and 
shower 

Gleam on the gifted ken , 

And then the affrighted prophet’s ear 
Drinks whispers strange of fate and 
fear, 

Presaging death and i uin near 
Among the sons of men , — 

Apart from Albyn’s war array, 

’IVas then grey Allan sleepless lay , 
Grey Allan, who, for many a day, 
Had follow’d stout and stern. 
Where, through battle’s rout and reel, 
Storm of shot and hedge of steel. 

Led the grandson of Lochiel, 

Valiant Fassiefern 

Through steel and shot he leads no 
more, 

Low laid 'mid friends’ and foemen's 
gore — 


But long his native lake s wild shore, 
And Sunart rough, and high Ard* 
gower, 

And Morven long shall tell, 

And proud Bennevis hear with awe, 
How, upon bloody Quatre-Bras, 
Brave Cameron heard the wild hurra 
Of conquest as he fell 

Lone on the outskirts of the host 
The weaiy sentinel held post, 

And heard, "thi ough darkness fai aloof, 
The frequent clang of courser’s hoof, 
Where held the cloak’d patrol their 
course, 

And spurr’d 'gainst storm the swerv- 
ing horse 

But there are sounds in Allan’s ear 
Patrol nor sentinel may hear, 

And sights before his eye aghast 
Invisible to them have pass’d, 

When down the destined plain, 
’Twixt Britain and the bands of France, 
Wild as marsh borne meteor’s glance, 
Strange phantoms wheel’d a revel 
dance. 

And doom’d the future slain 
Such forms were seen, such sounds 
were heard, 

When Scotland s James his march 
prepared 

For Flodden’s fatal plain , 

Such, when he drew his ruthless sword. 
As Choosers of the Shin, adored 
The >ct unchnsten d Dane 
An indistinct and ph mtom band, 
They wheel’d their nng-dance hand 
in hand, 

Withge&tuies wild and dicad 
The Seer, who watch d them i idc 
the storm, 

Saw through their faint and shadowy 
form 

The lightning’s flash more red , 
And still their ghastly roundelay 
Was of the coming battle-fray, 

And of the destined dead • 
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SONG 

* Wheel the wild dance 
While lightnings glance, 

And thundeis rattle loud, 

And call the biave 
To bloody grave, 

To sleep without a shroud 

* Our aii> feet, 

So light and fleet, 

They do not bend the rye 
That sinks its head when whirlwinds 
rave, 

And swells again in eddying \\a\e 
As each wild gust blows by 
But still the corn, 

At da^^ n of morn, 

Our fatal steps that bore, 

At eve lies waste 
A trampled paste 

Of blackening mud and gore 

* Wheel the wild dance 
While lightnings glance, 

And thunders rattle loud, 

And call the brave 
To bloody grave, 

To sleep without a shroud 

* Wheel the wild dance • 

Brave sons of Fiance, 

For you our iing makes loom , 
Make space full wide 
For martial pride, 

For banner, speai, and plume 
Approach, draw near, 
l^roud cuirassier ’ 

Room for the men of steel 1 
Through crest and plate 
The broadsword’s weight 
Both head and heart shall feel 

‘Wheel the wild dance 
While lightnings glance, 

And thunders rattle loud, 

And call the brave 
To bloody grave, 

To sleep without a shroud 


* Sons of the spear > 

You feel us near 

In many a ghastly dream , 

With fancy’s eye 
Our forms you spy. 

And hear our fatal scream 
With clearer sight 
Ere falls the night, 

Just when to weal or woe 
Your disembodied souls take flight 
On trembling wing— each startled 
sprite 

Our choir of death shall know 

* Wheel the wild dance 
While lightnings glance. 

And thundeis rattle loud. 

And call the biave 
To bloody giave, 

To sleep without a shroud 

‘ Burst, ye clouds, in tempest showers, 
Redder rain shall soon be ours < 

See ’ the east grows wan — 

Yield we place to sterner game, 

Ere deadlier bolts and direr flame 
Shall the welkin’s thunders shame 
Elemental rage is tame 
To the wrath of man * 

At morn, grey Allan's mates with 
awe 

Heard of the vision’d sights he saw, 
The legend heard him say , 

But the Seer’s gifted eye was dim, 
Deafen’d his ear, and stark his hmb, 
Ere closed that bloody day 
He sleeps far from his Highland 
heath, — 

But often of the Dance of Death 
His comrades tell the tale, 

On picquet-post, when ebbs the night, 
And waning watch-fires glow less 
bnght, 

And dawn is glimmering pale 
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ROMANCE OF DUNOIS 

(From the French of Ho7 tense Bean 
kamotSj Ev Queen of Holland') 

It was Dunois the young and brave, 
was bound for Palestine, 

But first he made his orisons before 
Saint Mary’s shrine 
‘And grant, immortal Queen of 
Heaven,’ was still the soldier s 
prayer, 

‘That I may prove the bravest knight, 
and love the fairest fair ’ 

His oath of honour on the shrine he 
graved it with his sword, 

And follow’d to the Holy Land the 
banner of his Lord , 

Where, faithful to his noble \ow, his 
war cry fill’d the air, 

‘ Be honour’d aye the bravest knight, 
beloved the fairest fair ’ 

They owed the conquestto his arm, and 
then his Liege Lord said, 

‘The heart that has for honour beat 
by bliss must be repaid 
My daughter Isabel and thou shall be 
a wedded pair, 

For thou art bravest of the brave, she 
fairest of the fair ’ 

And then they bound the holy knot 
before Saint Mary’s shrine. 
That makes a paradise on earth, if 
hearts and hands combine. 
And every lord and lady bright, that 
were m chapel there. 

Cried/ Honour’d be the bravest knight, 
beloved the fairest fair » ’ 


THE TROUBADOUR 

[From the Ftench of Hortcnse Bean* 
harnots ) 

Glowing with love, on fire for fame, 
A Troubadour that hated sorrow, 
Beneath his I ady s window came, 
And thus he sung his last good- 
morrow 

‘My arm it is my country’s right, 

My heart is in my true-love’s bowei , 
Gaily for love and fame to fight 
Befits the gallant 1 roubadour ’ 

And while he march’d with helm on 
head 

And harp in hand, the descant rung^ 
As, faithful to his favourite maid. 

The minstrel-burden still he sung 
‘ My arm it is my countr^^’s right, 

My heart is in my lady’s bower , 
Resolved for love and fame to fight, 

I come, a gallant Troubadour ’ 

Even when the battle-roar was deep, 
With dauntless heart he hew’d his 
way, 

’Mid splintering lance and falchion- 
sweep, 

And still was heard his warrior-lay 

* My life It IS my country’s right, 

My heart is m my lady’s bower, 
For love to die, for fame to fight, 

,, Becomes the valiant Troubadour’ 

Alas » upon the bloody field 

He fell beneath the foeman’s glaive, 
But still reclining on his shield, 
Expiring sung the exulting stave 

* My life it IS my country’s i ight, 

My heart is in my lady’s bow er , 
For love and fame to fall in fight 
Becomes the valiant Troubadour ’ 
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FROM THE FRENCH 

( 18 * 5 ) 

It chanced that Cupid on a season, 
By Fancy urged, resolved to wed. 

But could not settle whether Reason 
Or Folly should partake his bed 

What does he then^ — Upon my life, 
'Iwas bad example for a deity — 

He takes me Reason for ^ ■wife. 

And Folly for his hours of gaiety 

Though thus he dealt in petty treason, 
He loved them both in equal mea* 
sure, 

Fidelity was born of Reason, 

And F oily brought to bed of Pleasure 


BINES 

ON THE LIFTING OF THE BANNER OF THE 
HOUSE OF BUCCLEUCH, AT A GREAT 
football match on CARTERHAUCH 

(1815) 

From the brown crest of Newark its 
summons extending, 

Our Signal is waving in smoke and 
m tlame , 

And each forester blithe, fiom his 
mountain descending, 

Bounds light o'er the heather to 
join in the game 

chorus 

Then up with the Banner, let forest 
winds fan her, 

She has blazed over Ettrick eight 
ages and more, 

In sport we *11 attend her, in battle 
defend her, 

With heart and with hand, like our 
fathers befol-e. 


When the Southern iinader spread 
waste and disorder, 

At the glance of her crescents he 
paused and withdrew. 

For around them weie marshaird the 
pride of the Border, 

The Flowers of the Forest, the 
Bands of Buccleuch 
Then up with the Banner, &c 

A Stripling’s weak hand to our revel 
has borne her, 

No mail-glove has grasp’d her, no 
spearmen surround , 

But ere a bold foeman should scathe 
or should scoin her, 

A thousand true hearts would be 
cold on the ground 
Then up with the Banner, &c 

We forget each contention of civil 
dissension, 

And hail, like our brethren, Home, 
Douglas, and Car 

And Elliot and Pringle m pastime 
shall mingle, 

As welcome in peace as their fathers 
in war 

Then up with the Bannei, &c 

Then strip, lads, and to it, though 
sharp be the weather, 

And if, by mischance, you should 
happen to fall, 

There are worse things m life than 
a tumble on heather, 

And life is itself buta game at football 
Then up with the Banner, &c 

And when it is over, we’ll drink a 
blithe measure 

To each Laird and each Lady that 
witness’d our fun. 

And to every blithe heart that took 
part in our pleasure, 

To the lads that have lost and the 
lads that have won 
Then up with the Banner, &c 
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M?y the Forest still flouiish, both 
Borough and Landwaid, 

From the hall of the Peer to the 
Herd’s ingle nook , 

And huzza’ my bra\e heaits, for 
Buccleuch and his standard, 
For the King and the Country, the 
Clan and the Duke^f^ 

Then up with the Banner, let forest 
winds fan hei, 

She has blazed over Ettrick eight 
ages and more , 

In sport we’ll attend her, in battle 
defend her. 

With heart and with hand, like our 
fathers before 


LULLABY OF AN INFANT CHIEF 

(ISIS) 

O HUSH thee, my babie, thy sire was 
a knight, 

Thy motner a lady, both lovely and 
bright , 

The woods and the glens, from the 
towers which we see, 

They all are belonging, dear babit, to 
thee 

O ho ro, 1 n n, cadul gu lo, 
O ho ro, 1 11 II, &c 

O fear not the bugle, though loudly 
It blows, 

It calls but the warders that guard thy 
repose , 

Their bows would be bended, their 
blades would be red, 

Ere the step of a foeman drew near 
to thy bed 

O ho ro, 1 ri n, Bcc 


O hush thee, my babie, the time soon 
will come 

When thy sleep shall be broken by 
trumpet and drum , 

Then hush thee, my darling, take re'^t 
while you ma^r, 

For strife comes with manhood, and 
waking with day 
O ho ro, 1 ri ri, S^c 


THE RETURN TO ULSTER 

(iSK) ) 

0 \CE again, — but how changed since 
my wand’rmgs began — 

I have heard the deep voice of the 
Lagan and Bann, 

And the pines of Clanbrassi! resound 
to the roar 

That wearies the echoes of fair Tulla- 
mort 

Alas I my poor bosom, and why 
shouldst thou burn? 

With the scenes ot my youth can 
its lapturcs return? 

Can I live the dear hie of delusion agai n, 

That flow d when these echoes first 
mix d with my strain ? 

It was then that around me, though 
poor and unknown, 

High spells of mysterious enchantment 
were throwm , 

1 Jic sti earns wei e of siK ei , of diamond 
the dew, 

The land was an Eden, for fancy w as 
new 

I had heard of our bards^ and my soul 
was on fire 

At the rush ot their verse, and the 
sweep of their lyre 

To me ’tw^as not legend, nor tale to the 
ear, 

But a \ision of noontide, distinguish'd 
and clear 
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lJkonm*s old heroes awoke at the call. 
And renew'd the wild pomp of the 
chase and the hall, 

And the standard of Fion flash’d fierce 
from on high, 

Like a burst of the sun when the 
tempest is nigh 

It seem’d that the harp of green Erin 
once more 

Could renew all the glories she 
boasted of yore ^ 

Yet why at remembrance, fond heart, 
shouldst thou burn ^ 

They W7ere dajs of delusion, and 
cannot return 

But was she, loo, a phantom, the Maid 
who stood by , 

And listed my lay, while she turn d 
from mine 

Was she, too, a \ision, just glancing to 
\ lew’’, 

Then dispersed in the sunbeam, or 
melted to dew ^ 

Oh! would it had been so, — oh» 
would that her eye 
Had been but a star-glance that 
shot through the sky, 

And her voice, that was moulded to 
melody’s thrill, 

Had been but a zephyr, that sigh’d 
and was still' 

Ch ' would it had been so, — not then 
this poor heait 

Had learn’d the sad lesson, to love 
and to part, 

To bear, unassisted, its burthen of c^re, 
While I toil’d for the wealth I had no 
one to share 

Not then had I said, when life’s 
summer was done, 

And the hours of her autumn were 
fast speeding on, 

*Take the fame and the riches ye 
brought in your tram. 

And restore me the dream of my 
spring-tide again ’ 


JOCK OF HAZELDEAN. 

(i8i6) 

'Why weep yQ by the tide, ladie? 

Wh> Wjjep ye by the tide ? 

I *11 wed ye to my youngest son, 

And ye sail be his bride 
And ye sail be his bride, ladie, 

Sae comely to be seen ’ — 

But aye she loot the tears down fa* 
For Jock of Hazeldean ^ 

< Now let this wilfu grief be done, 
And dry that cheek so pale , 

Young Frank is chief of Ernngton, 
And lord of Langley-dale , 

His step IS first in peaceful ha’, 

His sword in battle keen ’ — 

But aye she loot the tears down fa’ 
For Jock of Hazeldean 

* A Cham of gold ye sail not lack, 

Nor braid to bind your hair , 

Nor mettled hound, nor managed 
hawk. 

Nor palfrey fresh and fair , 

And you, the foremost o’ them a’. 
Shall ride our forest queen ’ — 

But aye she loot the tears down fa* 
For Jock of Hazeldean 

The kirk was deck’d at morning tide, 
The tapers glimmer’d fair , 

The priest and bridegroom wait the 
bride. 

And dame and knight are there 
They sought her baith by bower and 
ha’, 

The ladle was not seen ' 

She’s o er the Border, and awa’ 

Wi’ Jock of Hazeldean 


1 The first stanza is ancient 
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PIBROCH OF DONOU, DHU 

(i8i6) 

Pibroch of Donuil Dhu, 

Pibroch of Donuil, 

Wake thy wild voice anew, 
Summon Clan Conuil 
Come away, come awa3-, 

Hark to the summons ’ 

Come m your war array, 

Gentles and commons 

Come from deep glen, and 
From mountain so rocky, 

The war-pipe and pennon 
Are at Inverlochy 
Come every hill-plaid, and 
True heart that wears one, 

Come every steel blade, and 
Strong hand that bears one 

Leave untended the herd, 

The flock without shelter , 

Leave the corpse unmterr’d, 

The bride at the altar , 

Leave the deer, leave the steer, 
Leave nets and baiges 
Come with your fighting gear, 
Broadswords and targes. 

Come as^the winds come, when 
Forests are rended, 

<!;ome as the waves come, when 
Navies are stranded 
Faster come, faster come, 

Faster and faster, 

Chief, vassal, page and groom, 
Tenant and master 

Fast they come, fast they come , 
See how they gather > 

Wide waves the eagle plume. 
Blended with heather 
Cast your plaids, draw your blades, 
Forward, each man, set » 

Pibroch of Donuil Dhu, 

Knell for the onset • 


NORA'S VOW. 

(1816 ) 

(From the Gaelic') 

He\r what Highland Nora said,— • 
*lhe Earlie s son I wiP not wed, 
Should all the race of nature die. 

And none be left but he and I 
For all the gold, for all the gear, 

And all the lands both far and near 
That ever valour lost or won, 

I would not wed the Earlie’s son ’ 

'A maiden^s vows,’ old Callum spoke, 
'Are lightly made and lightly broke , 
The heather on the mountain’s height 
Begins to bloom m purple light , 

The frost- wind soon shall sweep away 
That lustre deep from glen and brae , 
Yet Noia, ere its bloom be gone, 

May blithely wed the Earhe s son ’ 

‘ The swan,’ she said, * the lake’s clear 
breast ^ 

May baiter for the eagle’s nest ; 

The Awe’s fierce stream may back*- 
ward turn, 

Ben Cruaichan fall, and crush Kil- 
churn , 

Our kilted clans, when blood is high, 
Before their foes may turn and fly , 
But I, were all these marvels done, 
Would never wed the Earhe ’s son ’ 
o 

Still m the water-lily’s shade 
Her wonted nest thewild-swan made , 
Ben-Cruaichan stands as fast as ever, 
Still downward foams the Awe’s fierce 
river , 

To shun the clash of foeman’s steel 
No Highland brogue has turn’d the 
heel , 

But Nora’s heart is lost and won, 

— She ’s wedded to the Earlie’s son ! 






MACGREGOR'S GATHERING 
(iStfi) 

The moon’s on the lake, and the mist’s 
on the brae, 

And the Clan has a name that is 
nameless by day , 

Then gathei, gather, gather, 
Gngalach • 

Gather, gathei , gather, dc 

Oursignal for fight, that from monarchs 
we drew, 

Must be heard but by night m our 
vengeful haloo f 

Then haloo, Gngalach ‘ haloo, 
Gngalach • 

Haloo, haloo, haloo, Gngalach, &c 

Glen Orch^-’s proud mountains, Coal- 
chinrn and her towers, 

Glenstrae and Glenlyon no longer 
are ours , 

We’re landless, landless, landless, 
Gngalach * 

I andless, landless, landless, &c 

But doom’d and devoted by \assal and 
lord, 

MacGiegor has still both his heait and 
his sword ' 

Then courage, courage, courage, 
Gngalach < 

Courage, courage, courage, &c 

If they rob us of name, and puisue us 
with beagles, ^ 

Give their i oofs to the flame, and then 
flesh to the eagles * 

Then vengeance, vengeance, 
vengeance, Gngalach * 

Vengeance, vengeance, ven- 
geance. 

While there 's leaves in the forest, and 
foam on the river, 

MacGregor, despite them, shall flour- 
ish for ever 1 


Come then, Gngalach, come then, 
Gngalach, 

Come then, come then, come 
then, &.C 

1 hrough the depths of Loch Katrine 
the steed shall caieer, 

O’er the peak of Ben-Lomond the 
galley shall steer, 

And the rocks of Craig-Royston like 
icicles melt, 

Ere our wrongs be forgot, or our 
vengeance unfelt ^ 

Then gather, gather, gather, 
Gngalach » 

Gather, gather, gather, <SwC 


VERSES 

ON THE OCCASION OF A BANQUET GIVEN 
BY THE CITV OF EDINBURGH TO THE 
GRAND DUKE NICHOLAS OF RUSSIA 
AND HIS SUITE, DEC I9, 1816 ) 

God protect brave Alexander, 
Heaven defend the noble Czar, 
Mighty Russia s high Commander, 
First in Europe’s banded wai , 

For the realms he did delhrer 
From the tyrant overthrown, 

1 hou, of every good the Giver, 

Grant him long to bless his own ’ 
Bless him, ’mid his land’s disastei, 
For her rights who battled brave , 

Of the land of foemen master, 

Bless him who their wrongs forgave 

O’er his just resentment victor, 
Victor over Europe’s foes, 

Late and long supreme director, 
Grant m peace his reign may close 
Hail ' then, hail ’ illustrious strangei , 
Welcome to our mountain strand , 
Mutual interests, hopes, and danger, 
Link us with thy native land 
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Freemen s force, or false beguiling, 

Shall that union ne’er divide, 

Hand m hand while peace is smiling, 

And in battle side by side 

THE SEARCH AFTER HAPPINESS , 

OR THE QUEST OF SULTAUN SOLIMAUN 

(1817) 

(/« tmtiaiton of Byron ) 

I 

Oh for a glance of that gay Muse’s 
eye 

That lighten’d on Bandello’s laugh- 
ing tale, 

And twinkled with a lustre shrewd 
and sly 

When Giam Battista ^ bade her vision 
hail 

Yet fear not, ladies, the detail 

Given by the natives of that land 
canorous , 

Italian license loves to leap the pale. 

We Britons have the fear of shame 
befoi e us, 

And, if not wise in mirth, at least must 
be decorous 

II 

In the fat eastern clime, no great 
while since, 

|;.ived Sultaun Solimaun, a mighty 
prince, 

Whose eyes, as oft as they perform’d 
then round, 

Beheld all others fix’d upon the ground, 

Whose ears received thesame unvaried 
phrase, 

^ Sultaun * thy vassal hears, and he 
obeys ’ ’ 

All have their taste’s-— this may the 
fancy strike 

Of such grave folks as pomp and 
grandeur like , 

1 The hint of this tale is taken from I a Camiscm 

Jfajg-iea, a novel of Giam Battista Cash 


For me, I lo\e the honest heart and 
w^arm 

Of Monarch who can amble round his 
farm. 

Or, when the toil of state no more 
annoys, 

In chimney corner seek domestic 

I love a pnnee will bid the bottle pass, 

Exchanging with his subjects glance 
and glass , 

In fitting time, can, gayest of the gay, 

Keep up the jest, and mingle in the 
lay 

Such Monaichs best our fiee-born 
humours suit, 

But Despots must be stately, stern, 
and mute 

HI 

This Solimaun, Serendibhad in sway — 

And wheie’s Serendib^ may some 
critic say 

Good lack, mine honest friend, consult 
the chart, 

Scare not my Pegasus before I start f 

If Rennell has it not, you 11 find^ may- 
hap, 

The isle laid down in Captain Sind 
bad’s map, — 

Famed mariner ’ whose merciless nar- 
rations 

Drove eveiy friend and kinsman out 
of patience, 

Till, fain to find a guest who thought 
them shorter, 

IFe deign’d to tell them over to a 
porter 

1 he last edition see, by Long and Co , 

Rees, Hurst, and Orme, our fathers 
in the Row 

IV 

Serendib found, deem not my tale 
a fiction — 

This Sultaun, whether lacking con- 
tradiction — 
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(A sort of Stimulant which hath its uses, 
To raise the spirits and reform the 
juices, — 

Sovereign specific for all sorts of cuilss 
In my wife’s piactice, and perhaps in 
yours,) 

Ihe Sultaun lacking this same whole- 
some bitter, 

Oi cordial smooth for prince’s palate 
fitter — 

Ot if some Mollah had ^hag rid his 
dreams 

With Degial, Ginnistan, and such wild 
themes 

Belonging to the Mollah’s subtle craft, 

I wot not — but the Sultaun never 
laugh’d, 

Scarce ate or drank, and took a 
melancholy 

That scorn’d all remedy— profane or 
holy, 

In his long list of melancholies, mad, 
Or mazed, or dumb, hath Burton none 
so bad ^ 

Y. 

Physicians soon arrived, sage, ware, 
and tned, 

As e’er scrawl’d jai gon m a darken’d 
room , 

With heedful glance the Sultaun’s 
tongue they eyed, 

Peep’d m his bath, and God knows 
where beside. 

And then m solemn accent spoke 
their doom, 

<His majesty is very far from well ’ 
Then each to work with his specific 
fell 

The Hakim Ibrahim tnsianter brought 
His unguent Mahazzim al Zerdukkaut, 
While Roompot, a practitioner more 
wily, 

Relied on his Munaslciral BUSly^ 

i See Bturtoa*S * Anatomy of Melancholy 

a For these hard words see D Herbelot, or the 
learned editor of the * Recipes of Avlcenoa, 


More and yet more in deep array 
appear, 

And some the front assail, and some 
the rear , 

Their remedies to reinforce and vary 

Camesurgeon eke, and eke apothecary , 

Till the tired Monarch, though of 
words grown chary, 

Yet dropt, to recompense their fruit- 
less labour, 

Some hint about a bowstring or a sabre 

There lack’d, I promise you, no longer 
speeches 

To nd the palace of those learned 
leeches 

VI 

Then was the council call’d by their 
advice 

(They deem’d the matter ticklish all, 
and nice, 

And sought to shift it off from their 
own shoulders) 

Tartars and couriers m all speed were 
sent 

1 o call a sort of Eastern Parliament 
Of feudatory chieftains and free- 
holders 

Such have the Persians at this very 
day, 

My gallant Malcolm calls them 
rouliat^ f 

I’m not prepared to show in this slight 
song 

That to Serendib the same forms 
belong, — 

E’en let the learn’d go search, and tell 
me if I ’m wrong 

VII, 

The Omralis*, each with hand on 
scymitar, 

I Gave, like Sempronius, still their voice 

* for war — 


3 See Sir Jolui Malcolais admirable History of 
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* The sabre of the Sultaun m its sheath 

Too long has slept, nor own d the 
work of death , 

LettheTambourgi bid his signal rattle, 

Bang the loud gong, and raise the 
shout of battle • 

This dreary cloud that dims our so\ er- 
eigii’s day 

Shall from his kindled bosom flit away, 

When the bold Lootie wheels his 
courser round, 

And the arm’d elephant shall shake 
the ground 

Each noble pants to own the glorious 
summons , 

And for the charges — lo ! your faith- 
ful Commons 

The Riots who attended m their places 

(Serendib language calls a farmer 
Riot) 

Look’d ruefully in one another’s faces, 

From this oration auguring much 
disquiet. 

Double assessment, forage, and free 
quarters , 

And, fearing these as Chinamen the 
Tartars, 

Or as the whisker'd vermin fear the 
mousers, 

Each fumbled m the pocket of his 
trousers 

VIII 

And next came forth the reverend 
Convocation, 

Bald heads, white beards, and many 
a turban green, 

Imaum and Mollah there of every 
station, 

Santon, Fakir, and Calendar were 
seen 

Their votes were various some ad- 
vised a Mosque 

With fitting revenues should be 
erected, 

With seemly gardens and with gay 
Kiosque, 

To recreate aband ofpriests selected , 


Others opined that through the realms 
a dole 

Be made to holy men, whose prayers 
might profit 

The Sultaun’s weal m body and in 
soul 

But their long headed chief, the 
Sheik U1 Sofit, 

More closely touch’d the point — * Thy 
studious mood ' 

Quoth he, ‘ O Prince » hath thicken’d 
ail thy blood, 

And dull’d thy brain with labour 
beyond measure , 

Wherefore relax a space and take thy 
pleasure, « 

And toy with beauty, or tell o’er thy 
treasure , 

From all the cares of state, my Liege,, 
enlarge thee, 

And leave the burden to thy faithful 
clergy ’ 

IX 

These counsels sage availed not a 
whit, 

And so the patient (as is not un« 
common 

Where grave physicians lose their 
time and wit) 

Resolved to take advice of an old 
woman , 

His mother she, a dame who once 
was beauteous, 

And still was called so by each subject 
duteous 

New, whether Fatima was witch m 
earnest, 

Or only made believe, I cannot 
say. 

But she profess’d to cure disease the 
sternest 

By dint of magic amulet or lay , 

And, when all other skill m vain was 
shown, 

She deem’d it fitting time to use her 
own 
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X 

^Sympathtd magica hath wonders 
done’ 

(Thus did old Fatima bespeak her son) , 

* It works upon the fibres and the pores, 

And thus, insensibly, our health re- 
stores. 

And it must help us here Thou must 
endure 

The ill, mv son, or travel for the cure 

Search land and sea, and p^et, where’er 
you can, 

The inmost \ esture of a happy man, — 

I mean his shift, son , w hich, taken 
warm 

And fresh from off his back, shall chase 
your harm, 

Bid every current ofyourveinsrejoice, 

And your dull heart leap light as 
shepherd boy’s ’ 

Such wis the counsel from his mother 
came , — 

I know not if she had some under game, 

As Doctors have, who bid their 
patients roam 

And live abroad, when sure to ^iie at 
home , 

Or if she thought, that, Somehow or 
another, 

Queen Regent sounded better than 
Queen-Mother , 

But, says the Chronicle (who will, go 
look it), 

1 hat such was her advice The Sultaun 
took It 

XI 

All are on board— the Sultaun and his 
train, 

In gilded galley prompt to plough the 
main 

The old Rais^ was the first who 
questioned, ‘Whither?' 

They paused ‘ Arabia,’ thought the 
pensive Prince, 

1 Master of the vessel 


‘Was call’d The Happy many ages 
since — 

For Mokha, Rais ’ And the> came 
safely thither 

But not in Aiaby, with all her balm. 

Not where Judea weeps beneath her 
palm. 

Not m nch Egypt, not in Nubian 
waste, 

Could there the step of happiness be 
traced 

One Copt alone profess’d to have seen 
her smile, 

When Bruce his goblet fill’d at infant 
Nile 

She bless’d the dauntless traveller as 
he quaff’d, 

But vanish’d from him with the ended 
draught 

XII 

‘ Enough of turbans/ said the weary 
King, 

* These dohmans of ours are not the 
thing , 

Try we the Giaours, these men of 
coit and cap, I 

Incline to think some of them must be 
happy, 

At least, they have as fair a cause as 
any can, 

They drink good wune and keep no 
Ramadan 

Ihen northward, ho*’ The vessel 
cuts the sea, 

And fair Itaha lies upon her lee 

But fair Itaha, she who once unfurl’d 

Her eagle banners o’er a conquer’d 
world, 

Long from her throne of domination 
tumbled. 

Lay, by her quondam vassals, sorely 
humbled , 

The Pope himself look’d pensive, pale, 
and lean, 

And was not half the man he once had 
been 
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' While these the priest and those the 
noble fleeces, 

Our poor old boot they said, ^is torn 
to pieces 

Its tops ^ the vengeful claws of Austria 
feel, 

And the Great Devil is rending toe 
and heel 

If happiness you seek, to tell >ou 
truly, 

We think she dwells with one Giovann i 
Bulh, 

A tramontane, a heretic, — the buck, 

PofFaredio ’ still has all the luck , 

By land or ocean never strikes his 
flag— 

And then — a perfect walking money- 
bag' 

OflTset our Prince to seek John Bull’s 
abode. 

But first took France — it lay upon the 
road 

xm 

Monsieur Baboon, after much late 
commotion, 

Was agitated like a settling ocean, 

Quite out of sorts, and could not tell 
what ail’d him. 

Only the glory of his house had fail’d 
him , 

Besides, some tumours on his noddle 
biding 

Gave indication of a recent hiding * 

Our Prince, though Sultauns of such 
things are heedless, 

Thought It a thing indelicate and need- 
less 

To ask, if at that moment he was 
happy 

And Monsieur, seeing that he was 
comme %l faui. 


1 The well known resemblance of Italy m the map 

2 Florence Venice &.c 

9 The Cilabrias, infested by bands of assassins 
One of the leaders was called Fra Diavolo, i e 
brother Devil 

< Or drnbbmg , so called m the Slang Dictionary 


A loud voice mustered up, ioi * Vtmh 

Then whisper’d, ^’Aveyouanynewa 
of Nappy 2’ 

The Sultaun answer’d him with a cross 
question, — 

‘Pray, can you tell me aught ot 
one John Bull, 

That dwells somewheie beyond 
your herrmg-pooU’ 

The query seam’d ofdiflacult digestion, 

The party shru gg’d, and grinn d, and 
took his snuff, 

And found his whole good breeding 
scarce enough 

XIV 

Twitching his visage into as many 
puckers 

As damsels wont to put into their 
tuckers 

(Ere liberal Fashion damn’d both lace 
and lawn, 

And bade the veil of modesty be drawn) , 

Replied the Frenchman, after a brief 
pause, 

‘Jean Bool ’—I vas not know him — 
Yes, I vas — 

I vas remember dat, von year or two, 

I sawhim at von place call’d Vaterloo — 

Ma foi < il s’est ties johment batUi, 

Dat IS for Englishman,— m’entendez- 
vous^ 

But den he had wit him one damn son- 
gun, 

Rogue I no like— dey call him Vel- 
hngton ’ 

Monsieur’s politeness could not hide 
his fret, 

So Solimaun took leave, and cross’d 
the strait 

XV 

John Bull was m liis very worst of 
moods, 

Raving of sterile farms and unsold 
goods, 

B b 



gftwsce^aneoue ^osnw. 


738 


His sugai -loaves and bales about he 
threw , 

And on his counter beat the devils 
tattoo 

His wars were ended, and the victory 
w on, 

But then, twas reckoning day with 
honest John , 

And authors vouch, ^twas still this 
Worthy’s way, 

‘Never to giumble till^ he came to 

pay, 

And then he always thinks, his tem- 
per ’s such, 

1 he work too little, and the pay too 
much ^ ' 

Yet, grumbler as he is, so kind and 
hearty, 

That when his mortal foe was on the 
floor, 

And past the power to harm his quiet I 
more, 

Poor John had wellnigh wept for 
Bonaparte ’ 

Such was the wight whom Solimaun 
salaam'd, — 

'And who are you,’ John answer’d, 

* and be d— -d^’ 
xvx 

* A stranger, come to see the happiest 
man — 

So, signipr, all avouch — m Fran 
gistan * ’ 

' Happy? my tenants breaking on my 
hand , 

Unstock’d my pastures, and unjtill’d 
my land , 

Sugar and rum a drug, and mice and 
moths 

The sole consumers of my good broad- 
cloths — 

Happy ^ — Why, cursed war and 
Jacking tax 

us scarcely raiment to our 
backs ’ 

Th« True Born Hnshshinan by T>aniel De 
» Europe. 


* In that case, signioi, I may take mj 
leave , 

I came to ask a favour— but I grieve ’ — 

‘ favour ^ ’ said John, and eyed the 
Sultaun hard, 

' It ’s m3- belief 3 ou come to bi eak the 
3aid »— 

But, stay, you look like some poor 
foreign sinner, — 

Take that to buy 3^ourself a shirt and 
dinner ’ 

With that he chuck’d a guinea at 
his head , 

But, with due dignity, the Sultaun said, 

' Permit me, sir, your bounty to decline , 
A indeed I seek, but none of thine 

Signior, I kiss your hands, so fare 
you well ’ 

' Kiss and be d— d,’ quoth John, ' and 
go to hell I 

XVII 

Next door to John there dwelt his 
sister Peg, 

Once a wild lass as ever shook a leg 
When the blithe bagpipe blew— but, 
soberer now, 

She doucely span her flax and milk’d 
her cow 

And whereas erst she was a needy 
slattern, 

Nor now of wealth or cleanliness a 
pattern, 

Yet once a month her house was 
partly swept, 

And once a week a plenteous board 
she kept 

And whereas, eke, the vixen used her 
claws 

And teeth, of yore, on slender 
pi evocation, 

She now was grown amenable to laws, 
A quiet soul as any m the nation , 
The sole remembrance of her warlike 
joys 

Was in old songs she sang to please 
J her boys 
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John Bull, whom, m their yeais of 
early strife, 

She wont to lead a cat and-doggish 
life, 

Now found the woman, as he said, 
a neighbour, 

Who look’d to the mam chance, 
declined no laboui, 

Loved a long grace, and spoke a 
northern jargon. 

And was d — d close in making of a 
bargain 

XVIIx 

The Sultaun enter’d, and he made his 
leg, 

And with decorum curtsey’d sister Peg 

(She loved a book, and knew a thing 
or two, 

And guess’d at once with whom she 
had to do) 

She bade him * Sit into the fire,’ and 
took 

Her dram, her cake, her kebbuck from 
the nook, 

Ask d him ‘ about the news from 
Eastern parts , 

And of her absent bairns, puir 
Highland hearts I 

If peace brought down the price of 
tea and peppei , 

And if the ntimugs were grown ony 
cheaper , — 

Were there nae speenngs of our 
Mungo Park — 

^e’U be the gentleman that wants 
the sark ^ 

If ye wad buy a web o’ auld wife’s 
spinnm’, 

I’ll warrant ye it’s a weel-wearing 
hnen ^ ’ 

XIX 

Then up got Peg, and round the 
house ’gan scuttle 
In search of goods hci customer 
to nail, 


Until the Sultaun stiain’d his princely 
throttle, 

And hollo d, 'Ma’am, that is not 
what I ail 

Praj , are you happj , ma am, m this 
snug glen ? ’ 

' Happy ? ’ said Peg , ‘ what for d e 
want to ken ? 

Besides, just think upon this b>gane 
year. 

Grain wadna pa> the yoking of the 
pleugh ’ 

' What say you to the pi esent ? ’ 
' Meal ’s sae dear, 

To mak’ their brose my bairns have 
scarce aneugh ’ 

' The devil take the shirt,’ said 
Sohmaun, 

‘ I think my quest will end as it 
began 

Farewell, ma’am , nay, no ceremony, 
I beg’ 

' Ye ’ll no be for the linen then ? ’ said 
Peg 

x\ 

Now for the land of verdant Enn 

The Sultauii’s royal bark is steering, 

The Emerald Isle, where honest 
Paddy dwells. 

The cousin of John Bull, as story tells 

For a long space had John, with 
words of thunder, 

Hard looks, and harder knocks, kept 
Paddy under, 

Till the poor lad, like boy that ’s flogg d 
% unduly. 

Had gotten somewhat restive and 
unruly 

Hard was his lot and lodging, you 11 
allow, 

A wigwam that would hardly serve 
a sow , 

His landlord, and of middle men two 
brace. 

Had screw d his rent up to the 
star\ung-place , 


B b 2 
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Ills garment was a top coat, and in 
old one, 

His meal was a potato, and a cold 
one, 

But still for fun or frolic, and all that, 
In the round \\orld was not the 
match of Pat 

x\r 

1 he Sultaun saw him on a holiday, 
Which IS w ith Paddy stili a joll> day , 
When mass is ended, and his load of 
sins 

Confess d, and Mother Church hath 
fiom her binns 

Dealt forth a bonus of imputed merit, 
Then is Pats time for fancy, 'whim, 
and spirit ' 

To lest to sing, to caper fair and free 
And dance as light as leaf upon the 
tree 

Mahomet,’ said Sultaun Soh- 
maun, 

* That ragged fellow is ourver^ man ’ 
Rush m and seize him— do not do 
him hurt, 

But, will he mil he, let me have 
his shtri ’ — 

XXII 

Shilala their plan was welliugh after 
baulking 

(Much less provocation will set it 
a- walking), 

But the odds that foil’d Hercules 
foil d Paddy Whack , ^ 

They seized, and they floor’d, and 
they stripp’d him — Alack • 
Up-bubboo’ Paddy had not a shirt 
to his back ’ 

And the King, disappointed, with 
sorrow and shame. 

Went back to Serendib as sad as he 
came 


MR KEMBLE'S FAREWELL 
ADDRESS 

ON r\KING LEAVE OE THL EDiXBURGII 
STACE 

(1817) 

As the worn war horse, at the 
trumpet’s sound, 

Erects his mane, and neighs, and paws 
the ground — 

Disdains the ease his generous lord 
assigns, 

And longs to rush on the embattled 
lines. 

So I, yoiirplaudits ringing on mine ear, 
Can scarce sustain to think our parting 
near , 

To think my scenic hour for ever past, 
And that these valued plaudits are 
my last 

Why should we part, while still some 
powers remain, 

That m your service strive not jet 
m vain ? 

Cannot high zeal the strength of 
youth supply, 

And sense of duty fiie the fading eye, 
And all the wrongs of age lemain 
subdued 

Beneath theburningglowofgratitude ? 
Ah, no ’ the taper, wearing to its close, 
Oft for a space m fitful lustie glows 
But all too soon the tr insient gleam is 
past, 

It cannot be renew’d, and will not last, 
Even duty, zeal, and gratitude, tan 
wage 

But short lived conflict with the frosts 
of age 

Y cs ’ It were poor, remembering what 
I was, 

To live a pensioner on your applause, 
To drain the dregs of your endurance 
dry, 

And take, as alms, the praise I once 
could buy , 
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Till every sneering youth around 
inquires, 

* Is this the man who once could 
please our sires ^ ^ 

And scorn assumes compassion b 
doubtful mien 

To warn me off from the encumber’d 
scene 

This must not be,— and higher duties 
crave 

Some space between the theatre and 
the grave, 

That, like the Roman m the Capitol, 

I may adjust my mantle ere I fall 

My life’s brief act in public service 
flown, 

The last, the closing scene, must be 
my own 

Here, then, adieu • while yet some 
well graced parts 

May fix an ancient favourite in your 
hearts, 

Not quite to be forgotten, e\en when 

1 ou look on better actors, younger 
men 

And if your bosoms own this kindiy 
debt 

Of old lemembrance, how shall mine 
forget — 

O, how forget ’ — how oft I hither came 

In anxious hope, how oft return’d 
with fame > 

How oft around your circle this weak 
hand 

Has waved immortal Shakespeai e’s 
magic wand 

Till the full burst of inspiration came. 

And I have felt, and you have fann’d 
the flame ’ 

By mem’ry treasured, while her reign 
endures, 

Those hours must live — and all their 
charms are jours 

O favour’d Land * renown’d for 
arts and arms, 

F or manly talent and foi female charms, 


Could this full bosom prompt the 
sinking line. 

What fervent benedictions now were 
thine * 

But my last pait is play’d, my knell is 
rung. 

When e’en youi piaise falls faltering 
fiom my tongue , 

And all that jou can licai oi I can 

tell," 

Is — ^^endb^and Patrons, hail, and 
FARF ^ ou WELL 


LINES 

WRITTEN FOR MISS SMITH 

(1817) 

When the lone pilgrim views afar 
The shrine that is his guiding star, 
With awe his footsteps print the load 
Which the loved saint of j ore has trod 
As ncai he draws, and jetmoit ncai, 
His dim eye sparkles with a tear, 

The Gothic fane s unwonted show, 
The choial hymn, the tapers’ glow, 
Oppress his soul , while they" delight 
And chasten rapture with affiight 
No longer dare he think his toil 
Can merit aught his patron s smile , 
loo light appears the distint way, 
The chilly eve, the sultiy day — 

All these ciiduied no fiv^our claim, 
Bu4 murmiinngforththe sainted name. 
He lays his little oftenng down, 

And only deprecates a frown 

We too, who ply the Thespian art, 
Oft feel such bodings of the heai t, 
And, when our utmost powders are 
strain’d, 

Dare hardly hope your favour gam’d 
She, who from sister climes has sought 
The ancient land where Wallace 
fought — 
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I ind long rcnov\n d loi irm«: ind arts, 
\nd conquering eyes and dauntless 
hearts — 

She, as the fluttenngs /nit sl\o\\, 
Feels all the pilgrim's terrors nota^ 

\ ct sure on Caledonian plain 
The stranger ne er sued m \ain 
"Tis yours the hospitable task 
To give the applause she dare not ask , 
And the> who bid the pilgrim speed, 
The pilgrim’s blessing bf their meed 


THE DREARY CHANGE. 

cisir) 

Thf sun upon the Weiidlaw Hill, 

In Ettrick s vale, is sinking sweet, 
Ihc Westland wind is hush and still, 
The lake lies sleeping at m> feet 
\ ct not the landscape to mine eye 
Bears those bright hues that once 
It boi e , 

1 hough evening, with her richest d}. c, 
I" lamt s o’er the hills of Ettnck s 
shore 

With listless look along the plain, 

I see Tweed’s silvei current glide, 
And coldly maik the holy lane 
Of Melrose rise in ruin’d pride 
I ht quiet lake the balmy an , 

Ihe hill, the stream, the tower, 
the tree, — 

Ai e they still such as once they w^'rc ^ 
Or IS the dreary change in me ^ 

Alas, the warp'd and broken board 
How can it bear the painter s dje * 
Ihe harp of strain d and tuneless chord, 
How to the minstrel s skill repl> f 
To aching eyes each landscape lowers, 
To fe\ensh pulse each gale blows 
chill , 

And Araby's or Eden s bowers 
Were barren as this moorland hill 


MARCH OF THE MONKS OF 
BANGOR 

(iStT) 

When the heathen trumpet’s clai g 
Round beleaguer’d Chester rang, 
Veiled nun and finr grey 
'llirch’d from Bangor’s fair 
High their holy anthem sounds 
Cestni s \alc the hymn rebounds, 
Floating down the siKan Dee, 

O nnsetcfe, Douii c ^ 

On the long procession goes, 

Glory round the r crosses glows, 

\nd the Virgin mother mild 
In their peaceful banner smiled , 
Who could think such saintl> band 
Doom d to feel unhallow d hand ^ 
Such was the Divine decree, 

O mtscfirCf Donnue ^ 

Bands that masses only sung, 

Hands that censers only swung, 

Met the northern bow and bill, 

Heard the war-cry wild and shrill 
Woe to Broekmael s feeble hand, 
Woe to OIfnd s bloody brand, 

Woe to Savon cruelty, 

O mtseteic, Donnm f 

Wclteiing amid warnois slam, 
Spurn’d b> steeds with bloody mane, 
Slaughtei d down by heathen blade, 
Bangor’s peaceful monks aic laid 
Word of parting rest unspoke, 

Mass unsung, and bread unbroke , 

For their souls for chanty, 

Smg, mtj>crej r, Doimne ^ 

Bangor f o'er the murder wail ^ 

Long thy rums told the tale, 

Shatter d towers and broken arch 
Long recall'd the woful march 
On thy shnne no tapers burn, 

Never shall thy priests return , 

The pilgrim sighs and sings for thee, 
O mtseteu^ Domuic ^ 
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EPISTLE 

TO HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH, 
AT DRUMLANRIG CASTLE 

Snnquhir 2 o dock Julj 30 1817 

From Ross, where the clouds on 
Benlomond are sleeping — 
From Greenock, where Clyde to the 
Ocean is sweeping — 

From Largs, where the Scots gave 
the Northmen a drilling — 
From Ardrossan, whose harbour cost 
manj a shilling — 

From Old Cumnock, where beds are 
as hard as a plank, sir — 

From a chop and green pease, and 
a chicken in Sanquhar, 

This eve, please the Fates, at Drum- 
lanrig we anchor 

Walter Scott 


EPILOGUE TO 'THE APPEAL* 

(^Spoken by Mrs Hmry Siddons, 
Feb 16, 1818 ) 

A cat of yore (or else old -^sop 
lied) 

Was changed into a fair and blooming 
bride. 

But spied a mouse upon her marriage 
day, 

Forgot her spouse, and seized upon 
her prey , 

Even thus my bridegroom lawyer, as 
you saw. 

Threw oflf poor me, and pounced upon 
papa 

His neck from Hymen's mystic knot 
made loose. 

He twisted round my sire’s the literal 
noose 


Such are the fruits of our dramatic 
labour 

Since the New Jail became oui nc\t 
door neighbour 

Yes, times aie changed for, in 
3 our fathers’ age, 

The lawyers were the patrons of the 
stage , 

Howe\ er high advanced by futui e fate, 

There stands the bench [points to the 
Pit\ that first received their 
weight 

The future legal sage, ’twas ours to 
see, 

Doom though unwigg’d, and plead 
without a fee 

But now, astounding each poor 
mimic elf. 

Instead of law^^ers comes the law 
herself , 

Tremendous neighboui, on our right 
she dwells, 

Builds high her towcis and e\ca\ates 
her cells , 

While on the left she agitates the 
town, 

With the tempestuous question, Up 
or dow n t 

Uwi\t Sc>lla and Char^bdis thus 
stand we, 

Law s final end, and law’suncci tainty 

But, solt ’ who lives at Rome the Pope 
must flatter, 

And jails and lawsuits aie no icsting 
matter 

fhen— just fai ewcll * Wt wait with 
serious awe 

Till your applause or censure gives 
the law’ 

Trusting our humble efforts may 
assure ye. 

We hold you Court and Counsel, 
Judge and Jury 
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MACKRIMMON'S LAMENT 
(iSiS) 

MAcrroD s wizard flag from the grey 
castle sallies 

The lov^ers aie seated, unmoor’d are 
the galle> s , 

Gleam war axe and bi oadsword, clang 
target and qunei, 

As Maokrimmon sings, ^rarewell to 
Dun\ egan for e\ er • 
farewell to each clifl, on which 
bieakers are foaming , 
Faicasell, each dark glen, in which 
3 cd‘deer are roaming , 

1 aiewell, lonely Skye, to lake, moun- 
tain, and ri\er, 

Macleod may i etui n, but Macknmmon 
shall nev or ' 

‘Faicwxll the biight clouds that on 
Quillan are sleeping , 

1 ucwell the bnght eyes m the Dun 
that arc weeping, 

lo each minstiel delusion, farew’^eU 
and for c\ei f 

Macknmmon dcpaits, to return to 
>ou ne\ei i 

Ihe Banshees wild aoice sings the 
death diige before me, 

Ihe pall of the dead ioi a mantle 
hangs o’er me , 

But heait shall not flag, and my 
nerves shall not shiver, 

1 hough devoted I go— to return agem 
nevci • 

^loo oft shall the notes of Mack- 
nmmon’s bewailing 
Be heard when the Gael on their 
exile are sailing , 

Dear land ' to the shores, whence 
unwilling we sevei, 

Return — return — return shall w’^e 
never I 


Cha till, cha till, ch i till sin tuille' 
Cha till, cha till, cha till sin tuille, 
Cha till, cha till, cha till sm tuille 
Gea thiihs Macicod, cha till Mack- 
nmmon ' ’ 


DONALD CAIRD'S COME AGAIN 
(iSiS > 

CHORUS 

Dox M n C viRD ’s come again ’ 
Donald Caiid ’s come again ’ 
fell the news in brugh and glen, 
Donald Caird ’s come again ’ 

Donald Caird can lilt and sing, 
Blithely dance the Hieland fling, 
Drink till the gudeman be blind, 
Fleech till the gudewifc be kind, 
Hoop a leglin, clout a pan, 

Or crack a pow w i ony man 
Tell the news in brugh and glen, 
Donald Caird 's come again 
Donald Caird ’s come again ' 
Donald Caird ’s come again f 
Tell the news m biugh and glen, 
Donald Caiid ’s come again 

Donald Caird can wnre a maiikin, 
Kens the wiles o’ dun-dcei staukin'. 
Leisters kipper, makes a shift 
lo shoot a muii-fowl in the drift. 
Water bailiffs, rangers, keepers, — 
He can wauk when they are slecpeis , 
Not for bountith or rewaird 
Dare ye mell wi’ Donald Caird 
Donald Caird ’s come again * 

Donald Caird s come again ' 

Gar the bagpipes hum amain, 
Donald Caird ’s come again 

Donald Caird can drink a gill 
Fast as hostler-wife can fill, 

Ilka ane that sells gude liquor 
Kens how Donald bends a bicker , 



()n.t0C£^<meou0 


745 


When he ’s fou he s stout and saucy. 
Keeps the cantle o* the causey , 
Hieland chief and Lawland laird 
Maun gie room to Donald Caird ’ 

Donald Caird 's come again ’ 

Donald Caird *s come again < 

Tell the news in brugh and glen, 
Donald Caird ’s come again 

Steek the amrie, lock the List, 

Else some gear may weel be mis t , 
Donald Caird finds orra things 
Where Allan Gregor fand the tings ^ , 
Dunts of kebbuck, taits o’ woo, 
Whiles a hen and whiles a sow. 

Webs or duds frae hedge or yaird — 
’Waie the wuddie% Donald Caird * 

Donald Caird ’s come again f 
Donald Caird ’s come again i 
Dinna let the Shirra ken 
Donald Caird 's come again 

On Donald Caird the doom w as stern, 
Craig to tether, legs to aim , 

But Donald Caird, wi’ micklc study, 
Caught the gift to cheat the wuddie , 
Rings of aim, and bolts of steel, 

Fell like ice frae hand and heel • 
Watch the sheep in fauld and glen, 
Donald Caird ’s come again i 

Donald Caird *s come again > 

Donald Caird ’s come again • 

Dinna let the Justice ken, 

Donald Caird ’s come again 


EPITAPH ON MRS ERSKINE. 
(1819) 

Plain, as her native dignity of mind, 
Anse the tomb of her we have resign’d , 
Unflaw’d and stainless be the marble 
scroll, 

Emblem of lo\ely form and candid 
soul 

1 1 At the hrestde ] [a Hangman s rope ] 


But, oh » what symbol may a\ ail to tell 

The kindness, wit, and sense, we 
loved so well ’ 

What sculpture show the broken ties 
of life. 

Here buried with the parent, friend, 
and wife ^ 

Or on the tablet stamp each title dear, 

By which thine urn, Euphemia, claims 
the tear • 

Yet taught, i>y thy meek sufferance, 
to assume 

Patience in anguish, hope beyond the 
tomb. 

Resign’d, though sad, this votive verse 
shall flow. 

And brief, alas ’ as thy brief span below 


LIFE IN THE FOREST 

(1822 ) 

On Ettrick Forest’s mountains dun 
*Tis blithe to hear the sportsman’s gun, 
And seek the heath-frequenting brood 
Far through the noonday solitude , 

By many a cairn and trenched moun<l, 
Where chiefs of yore sleep lone and 
sound. 

And springs, where gie> -hail’d shep- 
herds tell, 

lhat still the fames lo\e to dwell 

Along the silver streams of 1 weed 
’Tis^blithc the mimic fly to lead, 
When to the hook the salmon spi mgs, 
And the line whistles through the rings, 
The boiling eddy see him tr>, 

Then dashing from the current high. 
Till watchful eye and cautious hand 
Have led his wasted strength to land 

’Tis blithe along the midnight tide 
With stalwart arm the boat to guide , 
On high the dazzling blaze to rear, 
And heedful plunge the barbed spe ir , 
B b 3 
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Rock, wood, and scaur, emeigmg 
bright, 

rimg on the stream their luddy light, 
And from the bank our band appears 
Like Genn, arm’d with fiery spears 

’Tis blithe at eve to tell the talc, 

How wc succeed, and how we lail, 
Whether at Ahvyn s loidly meal, 

C)i lowlier boaid of Ashcstiel , 

While the ga> tapeis ch^eil> shine, 
Bickers the fire, and flows the wine — 
I)avs free from thought, and nights 
from caie, 

My blessing on the Forest fan ’ 


FAREWELL TO THE MUSE 

(1822 ) 

Enchvntrcss, farewell, who so oft 
hast decovM me, 

At the close of the e\cning through 
w^oodlands to roam, 

Whcie the iorestci, ’lated, with 
wonder espied me 
Explore the wild scenes he was 
quitting for home 

Farewell, and take with thee thy 
numbers wild speaking 
1 he language alternate of rapture 
and woe 

Oh ’ none but some lover, whose 
hcartstimgs are breaking. 

The pang that I feel at our parking 
can know 

Each joy thou couldst double, and 
when there came sorrow, 

Or pale disappointment to darken 
my way, 

What vojice was like thine, that could 
suig of to morrow. 

Till forgot in the strain was the 
grief of to day I 


But when friends drop aiound us m 
life’s wear^ waning, 

The grief, Queen of Numbers, thou 
canst not assuage , 

Nor the gradual estrangement of those 
vet lemaining, 

1 he languor of pain, and the chill- 
ness of age 

*lwas thou that once taught me, m 
accents bew^ailing, 

1 o sing how a wan lor * lay sti etch'd 
on the plain, 

And a maiden hung o’er him with aid 
una\ ailing 

And held to his lips the cold goblet 
in vain , 

As \am thy enchantments, O Queen 
of wild Numbcis, 

To a bard when the reign of his 
fancy is o’er. 

And the quick pulse of feeling m 
apathy slumbers — 

Faiewcll, then, Enchantress ^ I meet 
thee no more • 


THE MAID OF ISLA 

(1822 ) 

On, Maid of Isla, from the cliff 
That lookson troubled waveand sk^ , 

Dost thou not see yon little skift 
Contend with ocean gallantly ? 

Now beating "gainst the brec/e and 
surge, 

And steep’d her lecw^aid deck in 
foam, 

Why does she war unequal urge ? 

Oh, Isla’s maid, she seeks her home 

Oh, Isla’s maid, yon sea bird mark, 
Her white wing gleams through 
mist and spray, 

Against the storm-cloud, lowering 
dark, 

As to the lock she wheels away,T— 

C 1 Manujon ] 
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Where clouds are dark and billows 
rave, 

Why to the shelter should she come 
Of cliff, exposed to wind and wave? — 
Oh, maid of Isla, ’tis her home ’ 

As breeze and tide to yonder skiff, 
ThouVt adverse to the suit I bring, 
And cold as is >on wintry cliff, 

Where sea-birds close their wearied 
wing 

Yet cold as rock, unkind as wave, 
Still, Isla’s maid, to thee I come , 
For in thy lo\e, or in his gra\e, 

Must Allan Vourich find his home 


CATILE, NOW THE KING»S COME, 

BEI^G I^EW WORDS TO \ULD 
bPRIXG 

(Ofi the occasion of Gcoigc IV a visit 
to Scotland^ August, 1822 'i 

The news has flown frae mouth to 
mouth. 

The North for ance has bangd the 
South , 

Ihe deil a Scotsman’s die o’ drouth, 
Carle, now the King ’s come ’ 

CHORUS 

Carle, now the King’s cornel 
Carle, now the King’s come ' 

Thou shalt dance, and I will sing, 
Carle, now the King ’s come ’ 

Auld England held him lang and last, 
And Ireland had a joylu’ cast , 

But Scotland s turn is come at last — 
Carle, now the King ’s come » 

Auld Reekie, in her rokelay gi ej , 

1 hought never to ha\ e seen the day , 
He’s been a weary time away — 

But, Carle, now the King’s come ^ 


She’s skirling frae the Castle hill, 
The Carhne’s voice is grown sae shrill 
YeTl hear her at the Canon-mill — 
Carle, now the King’s come * 

'Up, bairns she cues, ‘baith grit and 
sma’, 

And busk ye for the weapon shaw t 
Stand by me, and w^-e II bang them a — 
Carle, now the King’s come ’ 

» 

‘Comefrom Newbattle sancientspires, 
Bauld Lothian, with your knights and 
squires, 

And match the mettle of your sires — 
Carle, now the King ’s come * 

‘You’re welcome hame, my Montagu^ ' 
Bring in your hand the young Buc- 
cleuch , 

I’m missing some that I ma> rue — 
Carle, now^ the King’s come^ 

‘ Come, Haddington*^, the kind and gay , 
You ve graced my causeway mony a 

I 11 w eepthe cause if \ on should sta^ — 
Carle, now the King s come < 

‘Come, premier Duke’, and cany doun 
Frae y onder ciaig his ancient ti oun , 
It’s had a lang sleep and a soun — 
But, Carle, now the King s come ’ 

‘Come, Athole, fiom the hill and 
wood, 

Bi mg down y our elansmen like a elud , 
Come, Morton, show the Douglas 
blood, — 

Carle, now the King ’s come ’ 


1 Lord Mont'igu uncle and guardian to the joung 
Duke of Bucdeuch placed his Graces rcsitlcni,t. of 
Dalkeith at his Majesty s disposal during his ms t to 
Scotland 

Charles the tenth Earl of Haddington died in iS^’S 
J The Duke of Hamilton as harl of Angus earned 
the ancient royal crown of Scotland on horseback m 
King Georges procession from Holyrouil o the 
Castle 
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‘ Come, Twecdclalt, true as swoid to 
sheath , 

Come, Hopetoun, feai d on fields of 
death , 

Come, Clerks and gae ^oul bugle 
breafh , 

Carle, now the King’s come’ 

'Come, Wem3-ss, who modest merit 
aids , 

Come, Rosebery, fiom Dalmenj 
shades , 

Breadalbane, bring } our belted plaids, 
Carle, now the King’s come ’ 

'Come, stately Niddne, auld and tiue, 
Girt with the sword that Mmden knew% 
We have o er few such lairds as you — 
Carle, now the King’s come ’ 

' King Arthur’s grown a common crier, 
He s heard in Fife and lar Cantire, — 

* Fie, lads, behold my crest of fire ’ ’ 
Carle, now the King’s come ’ 

' Saint Abb roars out, “ I see him pass, 
Between Jantallon and the Bass’” 
Calton, get out your keeking glass — 
Carle, now the King’s come ’’ 

The Carlme stoppd , and, suie I am, 
Foi very glee had ta’en a dwam, 

But Oman ■* help d her to a diam — 
Cogie, now the King s come ’ 

Cogie, now the King ’s come I 
Cogie, now the King’s come! 

I ’se be fou’ and ye s be toom, 
Cogie, now the King’s corned 


Part Second 

A Hawick gill of mountain dew, 
Heised up Auld Reekie s heart, I trow, 
It minded her of Waterloo — 

Carle, now the King’s come ’ 

1 Clerk of Pennyewk, bound by his tenure when 
the King cat»e to Edinburgh to rccene him at the 
Harestone with three blasts on i horn 
** Landlord of the Waterloo Hotel 


Again I heard her summons swell. 

For, sic a dirdum and a ^yell, 

It drown d Saint Giles sjow mg bdl— 
Carle, now the King’s come ’ 

' My trusty Piovost, tried and tight 
Stand foiwaid for the Good low ns 
light, 

riicrc s waur than 3 on been made a 
knight — 

Caile, now the King s come ’ 

' reverend Clergy'-, look ye say 
Ihe best of thanksgivings ye ha e, 
And w^arstle for a sunny day — 

Cai le, now the King ’s come ’ 

' My Doctors, look that y on agree, 
Cure a the town wnthout a fee , 

Mj Lavv^ ers, dinna pike a plea — 
Carle, now the King ’s come ’ 

'Come forth each sturdy Burghers 
bairn, 

That dints on wood or clanks on aim, 
That fires the o’en, 01 winds the pirn — 
Carle, now the King’s come ’ 

‘ Come fonvard with the Blanket Blue , 
'Vour sirts were lo^al men and true. 
As Scotland’s focinen oft might rue — 
Carle, now the King’^s come’ 

‘Scots downa loup, and nn, and rave, 
We re steady folks and something 
grave, 

We’ll keep the causeway firm and 
brave — 

Carle, now the King’s come’ 

‘Sir Thomas^, thunder from your rock. 
Till Pentland dmnles wi’ the shock, 
And lace wi’ fire my snood o smoke — 
Carle, now the King s come’ 

3 The Blue Blanket is the standvd of the incor- 
porated trades of Edinburgh 
* Sir Tlioims Bradford then commander of the 
forces in Scotland 
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‘ MeK ille, bring out y our bands of blue, 
A’ Louden lads, baith stout and true, 
With Elcho, Hope, and Cockburn 
too ^ — 

Carle, now the King’s come* 

*And jou, who on >on bluidy biaes 
Compell’d the vanquish’d Despot s 
praise, 

Rank out— rank out — my gallant 
Greys ^ — 

Carle, now the King ’s come * 

‘Cock o’ the North, my Huntly braw. 
Where are ;>ou with the Forty-twa'^^ 
Ah ’ vvae ’s my heart that ye ’re awa’ — 
Carle, now the King’s come* 

* But yonder come my canty Celts, 
“With durk and pistols at their belts. 
Thank God, we’ve still some plaids 
and kilts— 

Carle, now the King’s come* 

‘Lord, how the pibrochs groan and 
y ell * 

Macdonnell s* ta’en the field himsell, 
Macleod comes branking o’er the fell — 
Carle, now the King ’s come * 

‘Bend up your bow each Archer spaik, 
For you’re to guard him light and 
dark, 

Faith, lads, for ance ye’ve hit the 
mark — 

Carle, now the King’s come* 

\ oung Erroh, take the sword of state. 
The sceptre, Fame Morarchale*’, 

1 I ord Melville wis Colonel of the Mid I othnn 
Ti eomanry Cjxalry Sir John Houe ot Pinkit Mijor 
and Kobert Cockburn tsq ana Lord Elcho were 
captains m the same corps 

2 The Scots Grejs under General Sir James Stev art 
of Coltness were on duty at Edinburgh during the 
kings 'usit Bonaparte s exclamation at Waterloo 
v. as Ces beaux chevaux gris corame ils travaillent I 

^ Marquis of Huntly Co'onel of the 42 nd Regiment 
4 Colonel Ronaldson Macdonnell of Glengarrj 
- Ihe Earl of Errol is hereditary Lord High 
Constable of Scotland 

<> A corruption of the Gaelic Banamhorar Chat 
or the Great I ady (liter illy Female lord of t le 
C ta e), the Celtic title uf the Countess of Sutherland 


Knight Mareschal, see 3^0 clear the 
gate— 

Carle, now the King’s come * 

‘Kind cummer, Leith, 3 e’\e been 
mis set. 

But dinna be upon the fret — 

Ye’se hae the handsel of him 3 et, 
Carle, now the King s come * 

‘My daughters, come with cen sae 
blue,^ 

Your garlands weave, your blossoms 
strew , 

He ne’er saw fairer flowers than 30U — 
Carle, now the King’s come ’ 

‘ What shall we do for the propine — 
We used to offer something fine, 

But ne’er a groat’s m pouch of mine — 
Carle, now the King ’s come * 

‘ Deil care — for that 1 se nev’er start, 
We 11 welcome him with Highland 
heart , 

Whate’er we hav e he ’s get a pai t — 
Carle, now the King s come ' 

‘I ’ll show him mason- work this daj — 
Nane of 3 ’'our britks of Babel cla 3 ', 
But towers shall stand till Time s 
away — 

Caile, now the King s come* 

‘ I ’ll show him wit, I 11 show him 1 iii, 
And gallant lads and lasses fair, 

A"hd what wad kind heart wish loi 
mail ^ 

Carle, now the King’s come ' 

‘Step out, Sir John^, of projects nlc, 
Come win the thanks of an auld w ile, 
And bring him health and length uf 
life — 

Carle, now the King s come * 

S r John Sinclair patron and projector of nation il 
an I p itriolii. planb says 1 ockliart 
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ONE VOLUME MORE 

(1823) 

(IVniien fo> ihe Banuatvne Qub ' 

A&stst mCj >c friends of Old Books 
and Old Wine, 

To Sing 111 the piaiscs of sage Ban 
nat3-ne, 

Who left such a treaf^urc of old 
Scottish lore 

As enables each age to print one 
volume more 

One \olume moie, m3 friends, 
one \olume more, 

We ’ll ransack old Banny foi one 
\olume moie 

And first, Allan Ramsay was eager 
to glean 

From Bannatyne’s Hotius his bright 
Evergreen , 

Two light little volumes (intended for 
foul) 

Still leave us the task to punt one 
volume more 
One volume more, <SLc 

His ways were not ours, for he cared 
not a pm 

How much he left out, or how much 
he put m , 

The truth of the reading he thought 
was a bore, 

So this accurate age calls for one 
volume more 
One volume more, &c 

Correct and sagacious, then came my 
Lord Hailes, 

And weigh’d every letter in critical 
scajes, 

But left out some brief words, which 
the prudish abhor, 

And castrated Banny m one volume 
more. 


One volume more, my fuends, 
one volume inuie, 

Wc 11 restore Banny s manhood 
in one volume moie 

John Pinkerton nc\t, and I m truly 
concern’d 

I can t call that u 01 th3 so candid as 
learn d , 

Pie lail d at the pHid and blasphemed 
the cla3more 

And set Scots b\ the ears in his one 
volume more 

One volume more m3 friends, 
one volume more 
Celt and Goth shall be pleased 
with one volume more 

Asbitterasgall , and as sharp as a razoi , 

And feeding on herbs as a Nebu- 
chadnezzar, 

His diet too acid, his temper too sour, 

Little Ritson came out with his two 
v’-olumes more 

But one volume, m3 friends, one 
volume more, 

We’ll dme on roast beef and punt 
one volume more 

1 he stout Gothic \cditu ’ iie\t on the 
roll, 

With his beard like a brush and as 
black as a coal, 

And honest Gi e3 steel that w as Inie to 
the coi c, 

Lent then hearts and then hands each 
to one volume more 
One volume more, &.c 

Since by these single champions what 
w^onders were done, 

What ma3 not be achieved by our 
Thirt3 and One^ 

Law, Gospel, and Commerce we 
count in our corps, 

And the Trade and the Press join for 
one volume more 
One volume more, &c 


J Jinies» Sibbakl 


2 David Herd 
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Ancient libels and contraband books 
I assure ye, 

We’ll print as secure fiom Exchequei 
or Jury , 

Then hear your Committee and let 
them count o er 

Ihe Chiels they intend in their 
three volumes more 
Three volumes more, &c 

They ’ll produce your King Jamie, the 
sapient and Sext, 

And the Bob of Dumblane and her 
Bishops come next, 

One tome miscellaneous they’ll add to 
your store, 

Resolving next year to print four 
volumes more 

Four volumes more, my fiiends, 
four volumes more , 

Pay down your subscriptions for 
four volumes more 


EPISTLE 

TO HIS SON-IN-LAW, JOHN GIBSON LOCK- 
HART, ON THE COMPOSITION OF 

maida’s epitaph 

(1824 ) 

Miudac marmorea dormts sub imigme Maidn I 
Ad janHain donum sit tibi terra Itvis 

^ Dear John, — I some time ago wrote 
to inform his 

Fat worship of jaces, misprinted for 
dormts , 

But that several Southrons assured 
me the januam 

Was a twitch to both ears of Ass 
Priscian’s cranium 

You, perhaps, may observe that one 
Lionel Berguer, 

In defence of our blunder appears 
a stout arguer 

But at length I have settled, I hope, 
all these clatters, 


By a rowt in the papers— line place 
for such matters 

I have, therefore, to make it for once 
my command, sir, 

lhat my gudeson shall leave the 
whole thing m my hand, sir, 

And by no means accomplish what 
James says you threaten, 

Some banter in Blackwood * to claim 
your dog Latin 

I have various reasons of weight, 
on my word, sir, 

For pronouncing a step of this sort 
were absurd, sir 

Firstly, erudite sir, ’twas against 
your advising 

I adopted the lines this monstrosit;y 
lies in , 

For you modestly hinted my English 
translation 

Would become better far such a 
dignified station 

Second— 'how, in God’s name, would 
my bacon be saved. 

By not having writ what I clearly 
engraved ? 

On the contrary, I, on the whole, 
think It better 

To be whipped as the thief, than his 
lousy resetter 

Thirdly — don t you perceive that I 
don’t care a boddle 

Although fifty false metres were flung 
at my noddle, 

For my back is as broad and as hard 
as Benlomon”s, 

And I tieat as I please both the 
Greeks and the Romans , 

Whereas the said heathens might 
rather look serious 

At a kick on their drum from the 
scribe of Valerius ^ 

And, fourthly and lastly— it is my 
good pleasure 

To remain the sole source of that 
murderous measure 
1 Blackwood s Magazine * Lockhart b novel 
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So &t( t pro 1 citmm voluntas -* be tractile, 

Invade not, I say, my own dear little 
dactyl , 

If j oil do you 11 occasion a breach 
in our intercourse 

To moriow will see me in town for 
the winter-course, 

But not at your door, at the usual 
hour, sir, 

My own pye house (ptou^f) daughtei’s 
good prog to devour, sir 

Trgo — peace’— on your'datj, ^oui 
squeamishness throttle. 

And we’ll soothe Priscians spleen 
with a canny third bottle 

A fig for all dactyls, a fig for all 
spondees, 

A fig for all dunces and dominie 
Gmndys , 

A fig for dry thrapples, south, north, 
east, and west, sii, 

Speates and fa\es^ ere five for a 
famishing guest, sir , 

And as Fatsman ^ and I ha\e some 
topics for haver, he ’ll 

Be invited, I hope to meet me and 
Dame Pcvei il, 

Upon whom, to say nothing of Oury 
and Anne, you a 

Dog shall be deemed if >ou fasten 
your janua 


LINES 

AODRFSSri) TO MONSILUR ALFYANDRE, 
THE CELEBRATED VENTRILOQUIST ^ 

(1824) 

Oi ymre, m old England, it was not 
thought good 

To carry two visages under one hood , 

What should folk say to you ^ who 
have faces such plenty, 

That, from under one hood, last 
night show'd us twenty ’ 

^ Spits ind ranges 2 Jimus Ballant}ne 


Stand forth, aich deceiver, and tell us 
in truth, 

Are you handsome 01 ugU, in age 
or in y outh ^ 

Man, woman, or child— a dog or 
1 mouse ’ 

Oi aie you, it onte, each li\e thing 
m the house 

Lich h\ e thing did I ask ? — each dead 
implement, too, 

A workshop in your person, — saw, 
chisel and sci ew > 

Above all, are you one indiciduaP 
I know 

You must be at least Alexandre and Co 

But I think y ou ’re a troop — an assem 
blage — a mob, 

And that I, as the Sheriff, should take 
up the job, 

And insteadofrchearsingy ourw onders 
in \erse, 

Must read you the Riot Act, and 
bid y ou disperse 
Abbotsford, 2^>d April 


EPILOGUE 

TO THE DRAMA FOUNDED ON ' SAINT 

ronan’s wn L ’ 

(IS24^ 

Eutet Mi c Dodds, eitatchd by a oowd 
of unruly boys whom a town*i> offtat 
t$ driving off 

That s right, friend — drue the gait 
lings ^ back. 

And lend yon inuckle ane a whack, 
Your Embro’ bairns are grown a pack, 
Sae proud and saucy, 
They’- scarce will let an auld wife 
walk 

Upon your causey- 

[i Children ] 
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I\e seen the day they would been 
scaur’d, 

Wi’ the Tolbooth, or wf the Guard, 
Or maybe wud hae some regard 
For Jamie Laing — 

The Water hole was right weel wared 
On SIC a gang 

But whar’s the gude Tolbooth gane 
now 2 

Whar’s the auld Claught^, wi’ red and 
blue? 

Whar’s Jamie Laing®? and whar’s 
John Doo®? 

And whar’s the Weigh- 
house ? 

Dell hae ’t I see but what is new 
Except the Playhouse t 

Youi sells are changed frae head to 
heel, 

There ’s some that gar the causeway 
reel 

With clashing hufeand rattling wheel. 
And horses canterin’, 
Wha’s fathers daunder d hame as 
weel 

Wi’ lass and lantern 

M;y sell being in the public line, 

I look for howfs I kenn’d lang syne, 
Whar gentles used to dnnk gude wine, 
And eat cheap dinneis , 
But deil a soul gangs there to dine. 
Of saints or sinners * 

Fortune’s* and Hunter’s* gane, alacc’ 
And Bayle’s* is lost in empty space , 
And now if folk would splice a brace, 
Or crack a bottle, 

They gang to a new fangled place 
They ca* a Hottle 


p The Town Guard crcjtj police the Clittchets'\ 
(- An tnfluerihal poIn.c ofhcial ] 

[3 One of the Town Guard J 
All noted taverns J 


The deevil hottle them for Meg ’ 
They arc sae greedy and sae gleg, 
That if ye re served but wi’ an egg, 
(And that ’s puir pickin’,) 
In comes a chiel and makes a leg, 
And charges chicken * 

* And wha may yo, be,’ gin ye speer, 

‘ That brings your auld warld cla\ ers 
here ? ’ 

Troth, if theie’s onybody ncai 
That kens the roads, 

I ’ll baud ye Burgundy to beer, 

He kens Meg Dodds 

I came a piece frae west o’ Cume , 
And, since I see you re in a hurry, 
Your patience I ’ll nae langer worry, 
But be sae crouse 

As speak a word for ane Will Murray'", 
That keeps this house 

Plaj sare auld-fashion'd things, in truth, 
And ye’ve seen wonders mair un- 
couth , 

Yet actors shouldna suffer drouth, 

Or want of dramock 
Although they speak but wi’ their 
mouth. 

Not with their stamock 

But ye tak care of i’ folk’s pantry , 
And surely to hae stooden sentiy 
Ower this big house (that ’s f ir fi ac 
rent free), 

Foi a lone sister, 

Is claims as gudt s to be a vcntri — 

^ How *st ca’d— loquister 

Weel, sirs, gude'en, and hive a caie 
Ihe bairns mak lun o’ Meg nae miir, 
For gin they do, she tells you tan, 
And without failzie, 

As sure as ever ye sit there, 

She ’ll tell the Bailie 


[5 Vilhtje near Edinburg,!! ] 
Lessee of the Theatre J 
C rood, meal and water j 
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EPILOGUE 

(1R24) 

Tiw sages— for authority, pra}' look 

Seneca s morals, or the copy-book — 

The sages to disparage woman’s 
powei, 

Sa> , bcaut> is a fair, but fading 
flower , — 

I cannot tell — I ’ve small philosophy — 

Yet, if it fades, it does not surely die, 

But, like the violet, when decay’d 
in bloom, 

Survives through many a year m rich 
perfume 

Witness our theme to night, two ages 
gone, 

A third wanes fast, since Mary fill’d 
the throne 

Briet was her bloom, with scarce one 
sunny day, 

’TwiKt Pinkie’s field and fatal Fother- 
ingay 

But when, while Scottish hearts and 
blood you boast, 

Shall sympathy with Mary’s woes 
be lost ^ 

O’er Maiy’s memory the learned 
quarrel. 

By Mary’s grave the poet plants his 
laurel , 

lime s echo, old tradition, makes her 
name 

The constant burden of his falt’ring 
theme , 

In each old hall his grey hair’d heralds 
tell 

Of Mary’s picture, and of Maiy’s cell, 

And show — my fingers tingle at the 
thought — 

The loads of tapestry which that poor 
Queen wrought 

In vain did fate bestow a double 
dower 

Of ev’ry xU that waits on rank and 
pow’r, 


Of ev’iy ill on beauty that attends — 

False ministers, false lo\crs, and faJ-se 
friends 

Spite of till ee wedlocks so completely 
curst, 

Ihcy rose in ill fiom bad to woise, 
and worst , 

In spite oferrors — I dm e not say more 

For Duncan Targe lays hand on his 
claymoie — 

In spite of all, ho\\e\er humours 
var^, 

There is a talisman in that word Mary, 

That unto Scottish bosoms all and 
some 

Is found the genuine o/>efi sesamum f 

In history, ballad, poetry, or novel, 

It charms alike the castle and the hovel, 

E\ en you — forgive me — who, demure 
and shy , 

Gorge not each bait, nor stir at every 

fly. 

Must use to this, else in her ancient 
reign 

The Rose of Scotland has survived 
in \am 


ON THE MATERIALS NECESSARY 
FOR HIS 'LIFE OF NAPOLEON ’ 

(June, 1825) 

When with Poetry dealing. 

Room enough in a shieling 
Neither cabin nor hovel 
loo small for a novel 
1 hough my back I should rub 
On Diogenes’ tub, 

How my fancy could prance 
In a dance of romance > 

But my house I must swap 
With some Brobdingnag chap, 

Ere I grapple, God bless me ? with 
Emperor Nap 
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LINES 

TO SIR CUTHBERT SHARP, SUNDERLA.\D, 
TO ASSURE HIM THAT HE WAS NOT 
FORGOTTEN 

(1827 ) 

Forget thee 2 No ’ my worthy fere ’ 
Forget blithe mirth and gallant cheer 2 
Death sooner stretch me on my bier • 
Forget thee 2 No 

Forget the universal shout 
When * canny Sunderland ’ spokeout — 
A truth which knaves affect to doubt — 
Forget thee 2 No 

Forget you 2 No — though nowaday 
I \ e heard your knowing people say, 
Disown the debt you cannot pay, 
You’ll find it far the thriftiest way — 
But 1 2 — O no 

Forget your kindness found for all 
room, 

In what, though large, seem’d still 
a small room, 

Forget my Suriees in a ball room — 
Forget you 2 No 

Forget your sprightly dumpty-diddles, 
And beauty tripping to the fiddles, 
Forgeimy lovely friends the Liddells — 
Forget you 2 No 

THE DEATH OF KEELDAR 
(1S28) 

Sttggesied by Cpoper^s painting ) 

Up rose the sun, o’er moor and mead , 
Up with the sun rose Percy Rede , 
Brave Keeldar, from his couples fi eed, 
Career’d along the lea , 

The palfrey sprung with sprightly 
bound. 

As if to match the gamesome hound , 
His horn the gallant huntsman wound , 
They were a jovial three • 


Man, hound, or horse, of higher fame, 
To wake the wild deer ne\er came, 
Since Alnwick’s Earl pursued the game 
On Cheviot’s rueful da}- , 

Keeldar was matchless in his speed. 
Than Tarras, ne'er was stancher steed, 
A peerless archer, Perc}- Rede 

And right dear friends were thc^ 

The chase engross'd then jo}S and 
woes^ 

Together at the dawn they rose, 
Together shared the noon’s icposc, 
By fountain or by stream , 

And oft, when evening skies were red 
The heather was their common bed, 
Where each, as wildering fancy led, 
Still hunted in his dream 

Now IS the thrilling moment near, 

Of syhan hope and sylvan fear, 

Yon thicket holds the harbour’d dter, 
The signs the hunters know , — 
With eyes of flame, and quivering ears 
The brake sagacious Keeldar nears , 
The restless palfrey paw s and rears , 
The archer strings his bow 

The game’s afoot * — Halloo ’ Halloo • 
Hunter, and horse, and hound pui- 
sne , — 

But woe the shaft that erring flew, — 
That e’er it left the stnng 1 
And ill betide the faithless vew * 

Ihe stag bounds scatheless o ei the 
dew, 

Aiid gallant Keeldar s life blood true 
Has drench d the grey-goose 
wing 

The noble hound — he dies, he dies, 
Death, death has glazed his fixed eyes, 
Stiff on the bloody heath he lies, 
Without a groan or quivei 
Now day may break and bugle sound, 
And whoop and hollow ring around, 
Ando’erhiscouch the stag may bound, 
But Keeldar sleeps for ever 
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Dilated nostrils, staring e>es, 

Mark the poor pahre> s mute surpi isc , 
He knows not that his comrade dies, 
Is or what is death— -but still 
His aspect hath expression drear 
Of grief and wonder, mix d with fear, 
Dike startled children when they hear 
Some mystic tale of ill 

But he that bent the fatal bow, 

Can well the sum of e\il,know, 

And o’er his favourite bending low , 
In speechless giief recline, 

Can think he heais the senseless claj , 
In unreproachful accents say, 

'The hand that took m> life away, 
Dear master, was it thine ? 

' \nd if it be, the shaft be bless d. 
Which sure some erring aim address’d 
Since in >our service prized, caress’d 
I m >our service die , 

And you may have a fleeter hound, 

To match the dun-deer s merry bound, 
But by >our couch will ne’ci be found 
So true a guard as I ’ 

And to his last stout Peiey rued 
The fatal chanee, for when he stood 
’Gainst te irful odds in deadly feud, 
And fell amid the fiay, 

E’en with his d^ing voice he cried, 

' Had Keeldar but been at my side, 
Your treaeheious ambush had been 
spied — 

I had not died to-day 

Remembrance of the erung bow 
Long since had join’d the tides which 
flow, 

Conveying human bliss and woe 
Down dark oblivion’s nver 
But Art can Time s stern doom arrest. 
And snatch his spoil from Lethe’s 
breast, 

And, in her Cooper s colours drest, 
The scene shall live for ever 


THE FORAY 

(1830 ) 

Ihf last of our steers on the board 
has been spread, 

And the last flask ot wme in our 
goblet IS red , 

Up, up, my brave kinsmen ' belt 
swords and begone, 

There are dangeis to dare, and there’s 
spoil to be won 

The cy es, that so lately mix’d glances 
with ours, 

For a space must be dim, as they gaze 
from the tow ers. 

And Stine to distinguish through 
tempest and gloom 

The prance of the steed and the toss 
of the plume 

The “rain is descending, the wind 
rises loud, 

And the moon her red beacon has 
V cil’d with a cloud , 

’Tis the better, my mates* for the 
warders dull eye 

Shall in confidence slumber, nor 
dream we are nigh 

Our steeds aie impatient * I hear my 
blithe Grey! 

Ihcre IS life in his hoof-clang, and 
hope m his neigh , 

Like the flash of a meteor, the glance 
of his mane 

Shall maishal your maich through 
the darkness and ram 

The drawbridge has dropp’d, the bugle 
has blown , 

One pledge is to quaff jet— then 
mount and begone * — 

To their honour and peace, that shall 
rest with the slam , 

To their health and their glee, that 
see Teviot again ' 
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INSCRIPTION 

FOR THE MONUME^T OF THE 
RE\ GEORGE SCOTT 

(1830) 

To 3 ^outh, to age, alike, this tablet pale 

Tells the brief moral of its tragic tale 

Art thou a parent ? Reverence this bier, 

The parents' fondest hopes he buried 
here 

Art thou a youth, prepared on life to 
start, 

With opening talents and a generous 
heart, 

Fair hopes and flattering prospects all 
thine own ? 

Lo I here their end — a monumental 
stone 

But let submission tame each sorrow- 
ing thought, 

Heaven crown’d its champion ere the 
fight was fought 


LINES ON FORTU^E, A SKILFUL 
MECHANIST* 

(1831) 

Fortune, my Foe, why dost thou 
frown on me ? 

And will my Fortune ne\er better 
be’ 

Wilt thou, I say, for ever breed 
pain? 

And wilt tlx)u ne er return m 3 joys 
again ? 

(No f let my ditty be henceforth — ) 

Fortune, my Friend, how well thou 
favourest me * 

A kinder Fortune man did never 
see < 

Thou propp’st my thigh, thou ridd’st 
my knee of pain, 

I 11 walk, ITl mount — I’ll be a man 
again 


FND OF THE MISCELLANEOUS POEMS 
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muf Is not peace the eml of arms* 

Lara atn Not u litre the cause imphcb a general 
conquest 

Hidist i (lititrence with some petty isle 

Or iMth our ntichboiirN Britons for our lincViinrks 

The t ti m of some rtbelljous lord 

Or nnkins head ig imst a slight coinmoti m 

After a day of blood peace ini^ht bt argued 

Put asherc we grapple lor the land we live on 

The hlierty wt hold more dear than lift 

1 he gods we worship and next hest our honours 

And a\ith those savords t lat know no tnd ofbitflc-~ 

I host nun beside themschts allow no lui hbf ur 
Those minds that ■where the day is claim mhtiit 
ance 

And where the sun makes ripe the fruit their harvest 
And w here they march, but measure out mure giound 
1 o add to Komt 

It must not be—Nci I as they are our fots 
Et t s use tlu peace ol honour— that s f ur dealing 
But m our hands our swords The h mly koiuan 
1 hat thinks to gr ift huiiself into niy stock 
Must first btgm his kmdrtil under ground 
Vnd be ilhed m ishes 

honduca 

Tins War Son was written during the 
appiihtnsion o( in invasion* Ihe corps 
oi aohmtuis to which it was addrtssed 
was riisiti in 1797, consisting of g< ntkimn, 
mountid and arnntl at then own cxptnst 
It still subsists, as th< Right Troop of the 
R,o>il Mid Lothian Light Caaalry, com 
in uieled b> the Honourable Lieutenant 
Colonel Dundas-* The noble and constitu 
tional in< asure ot arming fa < men in deh ncc 
of thdi own rights was now litre mort sue 
cessful tlnn in jLdinburgh, which furnished 
a force of armed and distiphned aolun 
tcers, including a icgiment ot cxtalry, trom 
the city and county, and two coips ot 
artilh rv, each capable of se r\ mg tweh e guns 
To such a force, abo\ e ill otlu rs, might, m 
similar circumstances, be applied tTie ex 
hortation of ourancien t Galgacus ‘ Pt 01 fide 
tturt tn aciemy et ma jot ts vostros ei Poster os 
e&gttate'' 1812 


I The song ongmally appeared in the Sso b 
Magazine for iSos —Lockhart 
a Now Viscount Melville (1831) 


I I \RL\\ELL TO M\CkENZIC 
' P 7-2 

i Tin original \eises are arranged to a 
i Inautitul Gaelic air of which the chorus 
IS ailapti d to the double pull upon the oar^ 
of a galley, and which is therefore distinct 
trom the ordinary jonams, or boat songs 
Thty were composed b> the Family Bard 
upon the departure of the Earl of Seaforth, 
who was obliged to take rtfugt in Spam, 
after an unsuccessful effort at insurrection m 
favour of the Stuart tamily, m the year 1718 


PIBROCH OP DONUIL DHU 
P 731 

This IS a aery ancient pibroch belonging 
to Clan MacDonald and supposed to refer 
to the expedition of Donald Balloeh, who in 
1431, launched from the IsUs with a consider 
able force, iinaded Lochabir, and at Inver 
loehy deft ated and put to flight the Eails of 
Mar and Caithness though at the head of 
an army superior to his own The words of 
the set, theme, or meIody% to which tlu pipe 
V anations are applied, run thus m Gaelic — 
Pioburt ichd DhonuU Dhmdh piobureich I Dhnnuil 
Piobnircathd Dhomiil DIuudh iiiobitre ulid niionuil 
I lob urcachd Dhonuil Dliuidh piub urc ichelDhonuil 
Piob vgus bratatU nr iilchc Imerlochi 
*1 he puse summons of Donald the Bhck 
1 lu plix summons of Doinid the Bhck 
1 he w ir pijx and the pennon are on the gathering 
phee at Iiiverlochy 


MACKRIMMON’S LAMENT 
P 744 

Mackrimmon, hereditary piper to the 
Laird of Macleod, is said to have composed 
this Lament when the Clan was about to 
depart upon a distant and dangerous ex 
pechtion The Minstrel was impressed w ith 
a belief, which the event verified, that he 
was to be slam m the approaching feud 
and hence the Gaelic words, ‘Cha till ini 
tuille , ged thilhs. Macleod, cha till Macknm 
mon ’ ^ I shall never return , although Mac 
leod returns, \et Mackrimmon shall never 
return* The piece is but too well known 
fiom its being the strain with which the emi 
grants from the West Highlands and Isles 
usualh take leave of their native shore. 
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I 

FROM WAVERLEY 

BRIDAL SONG 

And did ye not hear of a mirth befel 
The morrow aftei a wedding day, 

And carrying a bride at home to dwell ? 
And away to 1 ewin, away, away ’ 

The quintain was set, and the garlands 
were made, 

’Tis pity old customs should evei 
decay , 

And woe be to him that was horsed on 
a jade, 

For he carried no credit away, away 

We met a concert of fiddle-dc dees , 
We set them a cockhorse, and made 
them play 

The winning of Bullen, and Upsey- 
frees, 

And away to Tew in, aw^ay, away ^ 

There was ne er a lad in all the parish 
lhat w^ould go to the plough that 
day, 


But on his fore horse his wench be 
can les, 

And away to Tewin, aw^ay, away * 

The butler was quick, and the ale he 
did tap, 

The maidens did make the chamber 
full gay , 

The ser\ ants did gi\ c mt a fuddling cup, 

And I did cariy*t aw ty, away 

The smith of the town his liquor so 
took, 

lhat he w’^as persuaded that the 
giound look d blue , 

And I dare boldly be sworn on a 
book, 

Such smiths as he thei e ’s but a few 

« 

A posset was made, and the women 
did sip, 

And simpering said, they could eat 
no more , 

Full many a maiden was laid on the 
lip— 

1 11 say no more, but gi\e o er, (^gue 
o’er) 

(Appendix to General Prefaci* — 

(ipud Queenhoo Hall ) 
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LIKES BY CAPTAIN WAVERLEY 

ON RECEIVINC HIS COMMISSION IN 
COLONEL GARDINERS REGIMENT 

Late, when the autumn evening fell 
On MirLwood Merc s romantic dUl, 
The lake return d, in chasten d gleam, 
1 he purple cloud, the golden beam 
Reflected m the ciystal pool, 
Headland and bank lay fair and cool , 
Ihe weather tinted rock ^nd towei, 
Each drooping tree, each fauy flowei, 
So true, so soft, the mirror gave, 

As if there lay beneath the wave. 
Secure from tiouble, toil, and care, 

A world than earthh w orld more fair 

But distant winds began to wake, 
And roused the Genius of the Lake ' 
He heaid the gioaning of the oak, 
And donn d at once his sable cloak, 
As warn 01, at the battle cry, 

Invests him with Ins panoply 
1 hen, as the whirlwind neaier press d, 
He ^gan to shake his foamy crest 

0 er iui row’d brow and blacken d 

cheek, 

And bade his surge in thunder speak 
In wild and bioken eddies whirl’d, 
Flitted that fond ideal w orld , 

And, to the shoie in tumult tost, 

The I calms of fauy bliss were lost 

Yet, with a stern delight and strange, 

1 saw the spirit stirring change 

As warr’d the wind with wave and 
wood, 

Upon the min’d tower I stood, 

And felt my heart more strongly bound, 
Responsive to the lofty sound, 

While, joying m the mighty roar, 

I mourn’d that tranquil scene no more 

So, on the idle dreams of youth 
Breaks the loud trumpet call of truth, 
Bids each fair vision pass away, 

Like landscape on the lake that lay,^ 


As fan, as flitting, and as hail, 

As that w^hich fled the 'iiitumn gale — 
For evei dead to fancy s eye 
Be each gay form that glided byr, 
While dreams of love and lady^ s charms 
Give place to honour and to arms * 
Chap V 

— >4 — • 

Dwil Gillvtiev smgs — 

F\lse love, and hast thou play’d me 
this 

In summer among the flowers? 

I will repay thee back again 
In wintei among the showers 
Unless again, again, my love, 

Unless you turn again , 

As you with other maidens rove, 

I ’ll smile on other men 

The Knight s to the mountain 
His bugle to wind , 

The Lady ’s to greenwood 
Her gailand to bind 
The bovver of Burd Ellen 
Has moss on the floor, 

That the step of Lord William 
Be silent and sure 
Chap IX 

Scene — Lutkit Maclm*y^s Tavern 

B/ron Bradwardine i^tngs — 

Mon coeur volage, dit elle, 

N’est pas pour vous, gar9on , 

Mais pour un homme de guerre, 

Qui a barbe au menton 

Lon Lon, Laridon 

Qui porte chapeau a plume, 

Soulier a rouge talon, 

Qui joue de la flute, 

Aussi du violon 

Lon, Lon, Landon 
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Balmawhapple stngs — 

It ’s up Glenbarchan’s braes I gaed, 
And o’er the bent of Kilhebraid, 

And mony a weaiy cast I made, 

To cuittle the moor fowl's tail 

If up a bonny black cock should spring, 
To whistle him down wi’ a slug in his 
wing, 

And strap him on to my lunzie string. 
Right seldom would I fail 
Chap XI 

GELLATLEY’S SONG TO THE 
DEERHOUNDS 

Hie away, hie away, 

Over bank and over brae, 

Where the copsewood is the greenest, 
Where the fountains glisten sheenest, 
Where the lady-fern grows strongest. 
Where the morning dew lies longest. 
Where the black-cock sweetest sips it, 
Where the fairy latest trips it 
Hie to haunts light seldom seen, 
Lovely, lonesome, cool, and gieen, 
Over bank and over brae, 

Hie away, hie away 
Chap XII 

ST SWITHIN'S CHAIR 

Ox Hallow-Mass Eve, ere you boune 
ye to rest, 

E'ver beware that your couch be 
bless’ d , 

Sign it with cross, and sain it with bead, 
Sing the Ave, and say the Creed 

For on Hallow-Mass Eve the Night- 
Hag will ride, 

And all her nine-fold sweeping on by 
her side. 

Whether the wind sing lowly or loud, 
Sailing through moonshine or swath'd 
in the cloud 


The Lady she sate in Saint Swithm’s 
Chair, 

The dew of the night has damp d her 
hair 

Her cheek was pale — but resoh ed and 
high 

Was the word of her hp and the glance 
of her e 

She mutter d the spell of Svvithin 
bold, ^ 

When his naked foot traced the mid- 
night wold. 

When he stopp’d the Hag as she rode 
the night, 

And bade her descend, and her promise 
plight 

He that dare sit on Saint Swithin s 
Chair, 

When the Night Hag wings the 
troubled air. 

Questions thi ee, when he speaks the 
spell, 

He may ask, and she must tell 

1 he Bai on has been with King Robert 
his liege, 

These three long yeais, in battle and 
siege , 

News aie there none of his weal oi 
his woe. 

And fain the Lady his late would 
know 

She shudders and stops as the charm 
* she speaks , — 

Is it the moody owl that shi leks ^ 

Or IS that sound, betwixt laughter and 
scream, 

The voice of the Demon who haunts 
the stream ^ 

The moan of the wind sunk silent and 
low, 

And the roaring torrent had ceased to 
flow, 
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The c-ilm was more dieadful than | 
lagin^ stoim, 1 

When the cold gicy mist brought the 
ghastly form ’ 

Chap \in 


si«^s — 

"VouNG men will love thee moie fan 
and more fast , 

Hem d ye so mefiy ihe httlc hvd sing ^ 
Old men’s love the longest will last 

And ihe thosilc cock s head ts ttndet 
hts wing 

The >oung man’s wrath is like light 
straw on fii e , 

Hcmdyc so met ly ihe liiile bttd stng ^ 
But hke red-hot steel is the old man’s 
ire, 

^Ind ihe ihtosile €ock\ head is undtt 
his wing 

The joung man will brawl at the 
cvtnmg board, 

Hcatd V€ so metty the httU hitd smg ^ 
But the old man will draw at the 
dawning the swoid, 

And the ihtosile cod ? head ts under 
hts ivtng 
Chap XXV 


FLORA MACIVOR’S SONG 

There is mist on the mountain, and 
night on the vale, 

But more dark is the sleep of the sons 
of the Gael 

A stranger commanded — it sunk on 
the land, 

It has frozen each heait, and be- 
numb’d every hand ^ 


The dirk and the taiget he sordid 
VMth dust, 

The bloodless claymore is but redden d 
w ith rust , 

On the hill or the glen if a gun s o ild 
appeal , 

It IS only to war w ith the heath cock 
oi deer 

The deeds of oui sires if our bnic’s 
should n. hearse, 

Let a blush or a blow be the meed of 
their verse ’ 

Be mute e\ei> string, and be huslid 
eveiy tone, 

Th it shall bid us remembei the fame 
that IS flown 

Blit the dark hours of night and of 
slumbei are past, 

The morn on oui mountains is daw ning 
at last , 

Glcnaladale s' peaks are illumed with 
the ia>s, 

And the streams of Glenfinnan - leap 
blight in the blaze 

Ohigh minded Mori^ — the exiled — 
the deal * — 

In the blush of the dawning tl c 
Standard upreart 

Wide, wide on the winds of the north 
let It fly. 

Like the sun’s latest flash when the 
tempest is nigh ’ 

Ye sons of the strong, when that 
dawning shall bieik, 

Need the harp of the iged remind^ on 
to wake 2 

That dawn neier beam d on jour 
forefathers e> c, 

But it roused each high chieftain to 
vanquish or die 

p In Moidirt where Prmcc Chirht landed in 1745. 

[ Where he disphytU hus standard 1 

[3 Brother of the Marquis of TuUibardme long 

X Jacobite t\ile ] 
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O, sprung from the kings who in 
Islay kept state, 

Proud chiefs ot Clan Ranald, Glen- 
garry, and Sleat* 

Combine like three streams from one 
mountain of snow, 

And 1 esistless m union rush down on 
the foe 

True son of Sir Evan, undaunted 
Lochiel, 

Place thy targe on thy shoulder and 
burnish thy steel > 

Rough Keppoch, give breath to thy 
bugle's bold swell, 

Till far Coryarnck resound to the knell * 

Stern son of Lord Kenneth, high chief 
of Kintail, 

Let the stag in thy standard bound 
wild in the gale ’ 

May the race of Clan Gillean, the 
fearless and free, 

Remember Glenlivat, Harlaw, and 
Dundee ' 

Let the clan of grey Fingon, whose 
offspring has given 

Such heroes to earth, and such 
maityrs to heaven. 

Unite with the race of renown’d 
Rorn More, 

To launch the long galley, and stretch 
to the oar * 

How Mac Shimei will joy when their 
chief shall display 

The yew crested bonnet o’er tresses 
of grey ’ 

How the race of wrong d Alpine and 
murder’d Glencoe 

Shall shout for revenge when they 
pour on the foe • 

Ye sons of brown Dermid, who slew 
the wild boar, 

Resume the pure faith of the great 
Callum-More ’ 


Mac Niel of the Islands, and Mo\ of 
the Lake, 

For honour, for ficedom, for \en 
geance awake f 

Awake on your hills, on join islands 
awake, 

Brave sons of the mountain, the fulh, 
and the lake ' 

’Tis the bugle— but not for the chase 
is the call , 

'Tis the pibroch s shrill summons — 
but not to the hall 

'Tis the summons of heroes for con- 
quest or death. 

When the banners are blazing on 
mountain and heath , 

They call to the dirk, the claymore, 
and the targe. 

To the march and the mustei, the 
line and the charge 

Be the brand of each chieftain like 
Fin s in his ire ' 

May the blood through his veins flow 
like currents of file' 

Burst the base foreign joke as }Ovi 
sires did of yoic ' 

Or die, like your sires, and cndiue 
it no more > 

Chap XXII 

Fercus sm^s — 

O Lady of the deseit, haiU 
That lovest the harping ot the Gael, 
Tlirough fur and fertile regions boi nc 
Where never yet grew grass or com 

And again — 

O vous, qui buvez a tasse pleme, 

A cette heureuse fontaine, 

Ou on ne voit siir le iivage 

Que quelques vilains troupeaux, 
Suivis de nymphes de village, 

Qui Ics escortent sans sabots 

Chap x\in 
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TO AN OAK TREE 

IN THE CHURCHVARD OF , IN THE 

HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND, SAID TO 
MARK THE GRAVE OF CAPTAIN WOG AN, 
KILLED IN 164Q 

Emblem of England’s ancient faith, 
Full proudly may thy branches 
wave, 

Where loyalty lies low in death. 

And valour fills a timeless grave 

And thou, brave tenant of the tomb » 
Repine not if our clime deny. 

Above thine honour’d sod to bloom, 
The flowrets of a milder sky 

These owe their birth to genial May , 
Beneath a fiercer sun they pine. 

Before the wmtei storm decay — 

And can their worth be type of 
thine 2 

No I for, 'mid storms of Fate opposing. 
Still higher swell d thy dauntless 
heart. 

And, while Despair the scene was 
closing. 

Commenced thy brief but bnlhant 
part 

*Twas then thou soughFst on Albyn’s 
hill 

(When England’s sons the stlife 
resign’d) 

A rugged race, resisting still, 

And unsubdued, though unrefined 

Thy death’s hour heard no kindred 
wail, 

No holy knell thy requiem rung , 

Thy mouiTiers were the plaid ed Gael, 
Thy dirge the clamoious pibroch 
sung 


Yet who, in Fortune’s summer-shine 

To waste life’s longest term awa>, 

Would change that glorious dawn of 
thine. 

Though darken’d ere its noontide 
day? 

Be thine the Tree whose dauntless 
boughs 

Brave summer’s drought and 
winter’s gloom ’ 

Rome bound with oak her patriots’ 
brows, 

As Albyn shadows Wogan’s tomb 

Chap XXIX 


Gellatley stngs — • 

[They came upon us m the night. 
And brake my bower and slew my 
knight , 

My servants a’ for life did flee 
And left us m extremitie 

They slew my knight to me sae dear, 
They slew my knight, and drave his 
gear ,] 

The moon may set, the sun may rise, 
But a deadly sleep has closed his eyes 

But follow, follow me, 

While glowworms light the lea, 

I’ll show ye where the dead should 
be — 

Each in his shroud. 

While winds pipe loud. 

And the red moon peeps dim through 
the cloud 

Follow, follow me, 

Brave should he be 
That treads bj night the dead man’s lea. 
Chap LXiii 
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II 

FROM GUY MANNERING 

THE NATIVITY CHANT 

(By Meg Merrilies) 

Canny moment, lucky fit , 

Is the lady lighter yet ^ 

Be it lad, or be it lass, 

Sign wi’ cross, and sain wi’ mass 

Trefoil, vervain, John’s wort, dill, 
Hinders witches of their will , 

Weel IS them, that weel may 
Fast upon Saint Andrew’s day 

Saint Bride and her bi at, 

Saint Colme and her cat, 

Saint Michael and his spear, 

Keep the house frae reif and wear 
Chap HI 

THE SPINDLE SONG 
(By Meg Merrilies ) 

Twist ye, twine ye > even so 
Mingle shades of joy and woe, 

Hope, and fear, and peace, and strife, 
In the thread of human life 

While the mystic twist is spinning, 
And the infant’s life beginning, 

Dimly seen through twilight bending, 
Lo, what varied shapes attending i 

Passions wild, and follies vam. 
Pleasures soon exchanged for pain , 
Doubt, and jealousy and fear, 

In the magic dance appear 

Now they wax, and now they dwindle, 
Whirling with the whirling spindle 
Twist ye, twine ye ’ even so 
Mingle human bliss and woe 
Chap III 


THE GIPSY’S DIRGE 

(By Meg Merrilies) 

Wasted, weaiy, wheiefore stay. 
Wrestling thus with earth and clay ^ 
From the body pass away , — 

Hark • the mass is singing 

From thee doff th> mortal weed, 
Mary Mother be thy speed, 

Saints to help thee at thy need , — 
HarkJ the knell is ringing 

Fear not snowdrift driving fast, 

Sleet, or hail, or levin blast , 

Soon the shroud shall lap thee fast, 
And the sleep be on thee cast 

That shall ne’er know waking 

Haste thee, haste thee, to be gone, 
Earth flits fast, and time draws on, — 
Gasp thy gasp, and groan thy groan, 
Day is near the breaking 

Open locks, end strife. 

Come death, and pass life 
Chap XXVII 

THE PROPHECY 

(By Meg Merrilies ^ 

The dark shall be light, 

And the wrong made right, 

When Bertram’s right and Bertram’s 
might 

Shall meet on Ellangowan’s height 
Chap XLi 

Glossin stngs — 

Gin by pailfuls, wine m rivers. 

Dash the window-glass to shivers, 
For three wild lads were we, brave 
boys, 

And three wild lads were we , 

Thou on the land, and I on the sand, 
And Jack on the gallows tree < 

Chap xxxiv 
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III 1 

FROM THE ANTIQUARY 

THE AGED CARLE 

^ Why sit’ St thou by that ruin’d hall, 
Thou aged carle so stern and grey ? 
Dost thou its former pride recall, 

Or ponder how it pass’d away ^ ’ — 

^ Know st thou not me ^ ’ the Deep 
Voice cried , 

*So long enjoy’d, so oft misused — 
Alternate, in thy fickle pride. 

Desired, neglected, and accused * 

* Before my breath, like blazing flax, 
Man and his marvels pass away • 
And changing empires wane and wax. 
Are founded, flourish, and decay 

Redeem mine hours— the space is 
brief — 

While m my glass the sand grams 
shiver, 

And measureless th> joy or grief 
When Time and thou shall part for 
ever < * 

Chap X 


AN EPITAPH 

Heir lyeth John o’ ye Girnell , 

Erth has ye nit and heuen ye kim^ll 
In hys tyme ilk wyfe’s hennis clokit. 
Ilk gud mannis herth wi’ bairnis was 
stokit 

He deled a boll o’ bear in firlottis fyve. 
Four for ye halie kirke and ane for 
pure mennis wyvis 
Chap XI 


Old Elspeth swgs — 

‘ The herring loves the merry moon- 
light, 

The mackerel loves the wind, 

But the oyster loves the dredging sang, 
For they come of a gentle kind ’ 

Now baud your tongue, baith wife 
and cade, 

And listen, great and sma’, 

And I will sing of Glenallan’s Earl 
1 hat fought on the red Harlaw 

The cronach 's cried on Bennachie, 
And doun the Don and a’, 

And hieland and lawland may mourn- 
fu’ be 

For the sair field of Harlaw 

They saddled a hundred milk white 
steeds, 

They hae bridled a hundred black, 
'With a chafron of steel on each 
horse’s head, 

And a good knight upon his back 

They hadna ridden a mile, a mile, 

A mile, but barely ten, 

When Donald came branking down 
the brae 

Wi’ twenty thousand men 

Their tartans they were waving wide, 
Their glaives were glancing clear, 
The pibrochs rung frae side to side. 
Would deafen yt to hear 

The great Earl in his stirrups stood, 
That Highland host to see , 

Now here a knight that’s stout and 
good 

May prove a jeopardie 

*What would’st thou do, my squire 
so gay. 

That rides beside my reyne. 

Were ye Glenallan’s Earl the day, 
And I were Roland Cheyne ? 
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‘ To turn the reui \\ ere sin and shame, 
To fight were wond’rous peril , 
What would ye do now, Roland 
Cheyne, 

Were ye Glenallan’s Earl * 

^ Were I Glenallan's Earl this tide. 
And ye were Roland Cheyne, 

The spur should be in my horse’s side, 
And the bridle upon his mane 

If they hae twenty thousand blades, 
And we twice ten times ten, 

Yet they hae but their tartan plaids. 
And we are mail clad men 

*My horse shall ride through ranks 
sae rude, 

As through the moorland fern, — 
Then ne’er let the gentle Norman blude 
Grow cauld for Highland kerne ’ 

He turn’d him right and round again, 
Said — Scorn na at my mither , 
Light loves I may get mony a ane, 
But mmnie ne’er anither 

Chap XL 


MOTTOES 

I KNEW Anselmo He was shrewd and 
prudent, 

Wisdom and cunning had their shares 
of him , 

But he was shrewish as a wayward 
child. 

And pleased again by toys which 
childhood please , 

As — book of fables graced with print 
of wood. 

Or else the jingling of a rusty medal. 

Or the rare melody of some old 
ditty, 

That first was sung to please King 
Pepin’s cradle 

On Title-page 


' Be brave,’ she cried, ‘ you yet may 
be our guest 

Our haunted room was ever held the 
best 

If, then, your valour can the fight 
sustain 

Of rustling cm tains, and the clinking 
chain , 

If jour courageous tongue have 
powers to talk 

When round youi bed the horrid 
ghosrshall walk , 

If you dare ask it why it leaves its 
tomb, 

I ’ll see your sheets well air’d, and 
show the room ’ 

True Siofy 

Chap IX 

Here has been such a stormy encounter 

Betwixt my cousin Captain, and this 
soldier. 

About I know not what ’ — nothing, 
indeed , 

Competitions, degrees, and compara- 
tives 

Of soldiership ^ 

^ A Fatre Quarrel 

Chap XIX 

H you fail honour here, 

Never presume to serve her any more , 

Bid farewell to the integrity of arms. 

And the honourable name of soldier 

Fall from you, like a shiver’d wreath 
of laurel 

By thunder struck from a desertlesse 
forehead 

^ A Fatre Quarrel 

Chap XX 

The I-ord Abbot had a soul 

Subtile and quick, and searching as 
the fire 

By magic stairs he went as deep as hell, 



768 


dnb (^tvee 


And if m devils’ possession gold be 
kept, 

He brought some sure from thence — 
’tis hid in caves, 

Known, save to me, to none 

^ The XVonder of a Ktngdome 

Chap XXI 

Who is he "2 — One that for the lack of 
land 

Shall fight upon the wai^r — he hath 
challenged 

Formerly the grand whale, and by 
his titles 

Of Le\iathan, Behemoth, and so forth 

He tilted with a sword fish — Marry, 
sir, 

Th’ aquatic had the best — the argument 

Still galls our champion’s breech 
Old Play 

Chap XXX 

Tell me not of it, friend — when the 
young weep. 

Their tears are lukewarm bnne, — 
from our old eyes 

Sorrow falls down like hail drops of 
the North, 

Chilling the furrows of our wither’d 
cheeks, 

Cold as our hopes, and harden’d as 
our feeling 

Theirs, as they fall, sink sightless — 
ours recoil. 

Heap the fair plain, and bleaken all 
before us * 

Old Play 

Chap XXXI 

Remorse — she ne’er forsakes us ’ — 

A bloodhound stanch — she tracks our 
rapid step 

Through the wild labyrinth of youthful 
frenzy, 

Unheard, perchance, until old age 
hath tamed us, 


Then in our lair, when Time hath 
chill’d our joints, 

And maim’d our hope of combat, or 
of flight, 

We hear her deep mouth’d bay, 
announcing all, 

Of wrath, and woe, and punishment, 
that bides us 

Old Play 

Chap XXXIII 

Still m his dead hand clench’d remain 
the strings 

That thrill his father’s heart — e’en as 
the limb, 

Lopp’d off and laid in grave, retains, 
they tell us, 

Strange commerce with the mutilated 
stump. 

Whose nerves are twingeing still in 
maim’d existence 

Old Play 

Chap XXXIV 

Life, with you, 

Glows in the brain and dances in the 
arteries , 

’Tis like the wine some joyous guest 
hath quaff’d, 

lhat glads the heart and elevates the 
fancy 

Mine is the poor residuum of the 
cup, 

Vapid, and dull, and tasteless, only 
soiling 

With its base dregs the vessel that 
contains it 

Old Play 

Chap XXXV 

Yes ^ I love Justice well — as well as 
you do — 

But, since the good dame ’s blind, she 
shall excuse me 

If, time and reason fitting, I prove 
dumb , — 
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The breath I utter now shall be no 
means 

To take away from me my breath in 
future 

Old Play 

Chap x\xvii 

Well, well, at worst, *tis neither theft 
nor coinage, 

Granting I knew all that you charge 
me with 

What tho’ the tomb hath born a 
second birth, 

And given the wealth to one that 
knew not on’t, 

Yet fair exchange was never rob- 
bery, 

Far less pure bounty 

Old Play 

Chap XXXVIII 

Life ebbs from such old age, unmark’d 
and silent. 

As the slow neap-tide leaves yon 
stranded galley 

Late she rock’d merrily at the least 
impulse 

That wind or wave could give , but 
now her keel 

Is settling on the sand, her mast has 
ta'en 

An angle with the sky, from which it 
shifts not 

Each wave receding shakes her less 
and less, 

Till, bedded on the strand, she shall 
remain 

Useless as motionless 

Old Play 

Chap XL 


So, while the Goose, of whom the 
fable told, 

Incumbent, brooded o’er her eggs of 
gold. 


With hand outstretch d, impatient to 
destroy. 

Stole on her secret nest the cruel B03, 

Whose gripe rapacious changed her 
splendid dream, 

For wings vain fluttering, and for 
dying scream 

The Loves of the Sea Weeds 

Chap XLi 

Let those go see who will — I like it 
not — 

For, say he was a slave to rank and 
pomp, 

And all the nothings he is now 
divorced from 

By the hard doom of stern necessity , 

Yet it is sad to mark his alter’d brow. 

Where Vanity adjusts her flimsy veil 

O’er the deep wrinkles of repentant 
anguish 

Old Play 

Chap XLii 

Fortune, you say, flies from us, she 
but circles 

Like the fleet sea bird round the 
fowler’s skiff, — 

Lost in the mist one moment, and the 
next 

Brushing the white sail with her 
whiter wing. 

As if to court the aim — Experience 
watches, 

And has her on the wheel 

Old Play 

Chap XLiii 

Nay, if she love me not, I care not 
for her 

Shall I look pale because the maiden 
blooms ? 

Or sigh because she smiles— and 
smiles on others ^ 

Not I, by Heaven » — I hold my peace 
too dear, 
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To let it, like the plume upon her cap, 
Shake at each nod that her capnce 
shall dictate 

Old Play 

Chap XLiv 


IV 

FROM THE BLACK DWARF 

When the devil was sick, the devil 
a monk would be, 

When the devil was well, the devil 
a monk was he 
Chap \i 


MOTTOES 

So spak the knicht , the geaunt sed — 
Lead foith with the the selymaid, 
And inak me quite of the and sclie , 
For glaunsing ee, or brow so brent, 

Or cheek with rose and lilj-e blent, 
Me-hsts not fecht with the 
Chap 

I LEFT my ladye s bower last night, 

It was clad in wreaths of snaw , 

I 11 seek It when the $uia is bright 
And sweet the roses blaw 

Old Ballad 

Chap X ^ 

*Twas time and griefs 
That framed him thus Tune, with 
his fairer hand, 

Offering the fortunes of his former days, 
The former man may make him bring 
us tp him, 

And chance it as it may 

Old Play 

Chap XVI 


V 

FROM OLD MORTALITY 

Major Blllenden sings — 

And what though winter will pinch 
severe 

Through locks of grey and a cloak 
that ’s old, 

Yet keep up thy heart, bold cavalier, 
For a cup of sack shall fence the cold 

For time will rust the brightest blade, 
And years will break the strongest 
bow , 

Was never wight so starkly made, 
Buttime and years would o\ erthrow 

Chap xyiii 


THE VERSES FOUND IN BOTH 
WELL*S POCKET BOOK 

Thy hue, dear pledge, is pure and 
bright, 

As in that well remember’d night 
When first thy mystic braid was wove. 
And first my Agnes whisper d lo\ e 

Since then how often hast thou 
press d 

The toirid zone of this wild breast, 
Whose wrath and hate have sworn 
to dwell 

With the first sin which peopled hell, 
A breast whose blood’s a troubled 
ocean. 

Each throb the earthquakes wild 
commotion ’ — 

O, if such clime thou canst enduie, 
Yet keep thy hue unstain’d and pure. 
What conquest o ereach ernngthought 
Of that fierce realm had Agnes 
wrought ’ 

I had not wander d wild and wide, 

^ With such an angel for my guide , 
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Nor heaven nor earth could then 
reprove me, 

If she had lived, and lived to love me 

Not then this w’orld's wild joys had 
been 

To me one savage hunting scene, 

My sole delight the headlong race. 
And frantic hurry of the chase , 

To start, pursue, and bring to bay. 
Rush in, diag down, and rend my 
prey, 

Then — from the carcass turn away ^ 
Mine ireful mood had sweetness tamed, 
And soothed each wound which pride 
inflamed • 

Yes, God and man might now appiove 
me, 

Ifthouhadst lived, and lived to love me 
Chap XXII 


MOTTOES 

Arouse thee, youth ' — it is no common 
call, — 

God’s Church is leaguer d — haste to 
man the wall , 

Haste where the Red cross banners 
wave on high, 

Signals of honour’d death or victory 
^ James Duff 

Chap IV 

[My hounds may a’ rin masterless. 

My hawks may fly frae tree to tree,] 
My lord may grip my vassal lands, 
For there again maun I never be * 
Old Ballad 

Chap XIII 

Sound, soilnd the clarion, fill the fife » 
To all the sensual world proclaim, 
One crowded hour of glorious life 
Is worth an age without a name 
Anonymous 

Chap XXXIII 


Where ’s the jolly host 
You told me of? ^T has been my cus- 
tom ever 

To parley with mine host 

Lovers Pt ogress 

Chap XL 


VI 

FROM ROB ROY 

FRANCIS OSBALDISTONE*S LINES 
TO THE MEMORY OF EDWARD 
THE BLACK PRINCE 

O FOR the voice of that wild horn, 

On Fontarabian echoes borne. 

The dying hero’s call, 

That told imperial Charlemagne 
How Paynim sons of swarthy Spain 
Had wrought his champion’s fall 

Sad over earth and ocean sounding, 
And Enjjland s distant cliffs astound- 
ing, 

Such are the no^'es should 
How Britain’s hope, and France’s fear, 
Victor of Cressy and Poitier, 

In Bordeaux dying lay 

‘ Raise my faint head, my squires,’ he 
said, 

‘ And let the casement be display’d, 
That I may see once more 
The ^;plendour of the setting sun 
Gleam on thy mirror’d wave, Garonne, 
And Blay’s empurpled shore 

* Like me, he sinks to Glorj-’s sleep, 
His fall the dews of evening steep, 

As if in sorrow shed 
So soft shall fall the trickling tear, 
When England s maids and matrons 
hear 

Of their Black Edward dead 


c c 2 
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* And though sun of glory set, 

Nor France nor England shall forget 
The terror of my name , 

And oft shall Britain’s heroes use, 
New planets in these southern skies, 
Through clouds of blood and 
flame ’ 

Chap II 


FRAGMENT FROM ARIOSTO 

Ladies, and knights, and arms, and 
love’s fair flame, 

Deeds of emprise and courtesy, I 
sing, 

What time the Moors from sultry 
Afi ick came, 

Led on by Agiamant, their youthful 
king — 

Him whom revenge and hasty ire did 
bring 

O’er the broad wave, m France to 
waste and war , 

Such ills from old Tiojano’s death did 
spring, 

Which to avenge he came from 
realms afar. 

And menaced Christian Charles, the 
Roman Emperor 

'Of dauntless Roland, too, my strain 
shall sound, 

In import never known in prose or 
rhyme, 

How he, the chief of judgment deem'd 
profound, 

For luckless love was crazed upon 
a time 

Chap XVI 


MOTTOES 

In the wide pile, by others heeded not, 
Hers was one sacred solitary spot. 


Whose gloomy aisles and bending 
shelves contain, 

For moral hunger food, and cures for 
moral pain 

Anonymous 

Chap X 

Dire was his thought, who first m 
poison steep’d 

The weapon form d for slaughter — 
direr his, 

And worthier of damnation, who in- 
still’d 

The mortal venom in the social cup, 

To fill the veins with death instead of 
life 

Anonymous 

Chap XIII 

Yon lamp its line ot quivering light 

Shoots from my lady’s bower , 

But why shouldB eauty’s lamp be bright 

At midnight’s lonely houi ? 

Old Ballad 

Chap XIV 

Look round thee, young Astolpho 
Here 's the place 

Which men (for being poor) are sent 
to starve in, — 

Rude remedy, I trow, for sore disease 

Within these walls, stifled by damp 
and stench, 

Doth Hope’s fair torch expire , and at 
the snuff, 

Ere yet ’tis quite extinct, rude, wild, 
and wayward. 

The desperate revelries of wild de- 
pair, 

Kindling their hell born cressets, light 
to deeds 

That the poor captive would have died 
ere practised, 

Till bondage sunk his soul to his con- 
dition 

The Prison, Act i Sc m 

Chap xxii 
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Far as the eye could reach no tree was 
seen, 

Earth, clad in russet, scorn’d the lively 
green , 

No birds, except as birds of passage, 
flew , 

No bee was heard to hum, no dove to 
coo , 

No streams, as amber smooth, as 
amber clear, 

Wei e seen to glide, or heard to warble 
here 

Prophecy of Famine 

Chap XXVII 


‘Woe to the vanquish’d!' was stern 
Brenno’s word. 

When sunk proud Rome beneath the 
Gallic sword — 

‘ Woe to the vanquish d > ’ when his 
massive blade 

Bore down the scale against her ransom 
weigh’d. 

And on the field of foughten battle still. 

Who knows no limit save the victor s 
will 

The Gaulhad 

Chap XXXI 


And be he safe restored ere evening 
set. 

Or, if there ’s vengeance in an injured 
heart, 

And power to wreak it in an armed 
hand, 

Your land shall ache for ’t 

Old Play 

Chap XXXII 


Farewell to theland where the clouds 
love to rest, 

Like the shroud of the dead on the 
mountain’s cold breast, 


To the cataract’s roar where the eagles 
reply. 

And the lake her lone bosom expands 
to the sky 

Chap XXXVII 

VII 

FROM THE HEART OF 
MIDLOTHIAN 

Madge Wildfire sings — 

When tlie glede ’s in the blue cloud. 
The lavrock lies still , 

When the hound ’s in the greenwood 
The hind keeps the hill 


O SLEEP ye sound. Sir James, she said, 
When ye suld rise and ride ’ 
There’s twenty men, wi’ bowandblade, 
Are seeking where ye hide 


I GLANCE like the wildfire through 
country and town , 

I’m seen on the causewaj- — I’m seen 
on the down , 

The lightning that flashes so bright 
and so free. 

Is scarcely so blithe or so bonny as me 

■% 

What did ye wi’ the bridal ring, bridal 
ring, bridal ring? 

What did ye wi’ your wedding ring, 
3 re little cutty quean, O? 

I gied t till a sodger, a sodger, a 
sodger, 

I gied it till a sodger, an auld true love 
o* mine, O 
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Good even, good fair moon, good even 
to thee , 

I prithee, dear moon, now show to me 

The form and the features, the speech 
and degree, 

•Of the man that true lover of mine 
shall be 


It is the bonny butcher lad 
That wears the slee*^es of blue. 
He sells the flesh on Satuidajr, 
On Friday that he slew 


There’s a bloodhound ranging Tin- 
wald Wood, 

There’s harness glancing sheen , 
There’s a maiden sits on Tmwaldbrae, 
And she sings loud between 


Iiy the bonnie cells of Bedlam, 
Ere I was ane and twenty, 

I had hempen bracelets strong, 
And merry whips, ding dong, 
And prayer and fasting plenty 


M'v banes are buned in yon kirk-yard 
Sae far ayont the sea. 

And it IS but my blithesome ghaist 
That’s speaking now to thee 


I’m Madge of the country, I’m Madge 
of the town. 

And I’m Madge of the lad I am 
blithest to own — 

The Lady of Beever in diamonds may 
shine. 

But has not a heart half so lightsome 
as mine 


I am Queen of the Wake, and I’m 
Lad^ of May, 

And I lead the blithe ring round the 
May-pole to day , 

The wild fire that flashes so fair and so 
fice 

Was never so bright, or so bonnie as me 


Our work is over — over now, 

The goodman wipes his weary brow , 
The last long wain wends slow away, 
And w e are free to sport and play 

The night comes on when sets the sun. 
And labour ends when day is done 
When Autumn’s gone, and Winter’s 
come, 

We hold our jovial harvest-home 


When the fight of grace is fought, 
When the marriage vest is wrought, 
When Faith has chased cold Doubt 
away, 

And Hope but sickens at delay. 
When Charity, imprisoned here. 
Longs for a more expanded sphere, — 
Doff thy robes of sin and clay, 
Christian, rise, and come away 


Cauld is my bed, Lord Archibald, 
And sad my sleep of sorrow 
But thine sail be as sad aiid cauld, 
My fause true love ’ to morrow. 

And weep ye not, my maidens free, 
Though death your mistress borrow , 
For he for whom I die to day. 

Shall die for me to-morrow 


Proud Maisie is in the wood, 
Walking so early , 

Sweet Robin sits on the bush, 
Singing so rarely 
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* Tell me, thou bonny bird, 

When shall I marry me ^ * 

^ When Sl^. braw gentlemen 
Kirkward snail carry ye * 

'Who makes the bridal bed, 

Birdie, say truly ^ ’ 

' The grej headed sexton 
That dehes the grave duly 

'The glow-worm o’er grave and stone 
Shall light thee steady 
The owl from the steeple sing, 

" Welcome, proud lady 

Chaps XIV — XXXIX 


MOTTOES 

Law, take thy victim ’ — May she find 
the mercy 

111 yon mild heaven which this hard 
world denies her ' 

Chap xxiii 

And Need and Misery, Vice and 
Danger, bird 

In sad alliance, each degraded mind 
Chap xxviii 

I BESEECH you. 

These tears beseech you, and these 
chaste hands woo you, 

That never yet were heaved but to 
things holy — 

Things like yourself You are a God 
above us , 

Be as a God, then, full of saving mercy • 
The Bloody Brother 

Chap XXXVI 


VIII 

FROM THE BRIDE OF 
LAMMERMOOR 

Lucy Ashton &tngs — 

Look not thou on beauty’s charming-, 
Sit thou still when kings are arming, 
Taste not w%en the wine-cup glistens, 
Speak not when the people listens, 
Stop thine ear against the singer, 
From the red gold keep thy finger. 
Vacant heart and hand and cj e. 

Easy live and quiet die 

Chap II 


The Forester sings — 

The monk must arise when the matins 
ring. 

The abbot may sleep to their chime , 

But the yeoman must start when the 
bugles sing, 

’Tis time, my hearts, ’tis time 

There’s bucks and raes on Billhope 
braes, 

There’s a herd onShortwoodShaw , 

But a lily-white doe in the garden goes 
She’s fairly worth them a’ 

Chap II 

THE PROPHECY 

When the last Laird of Ravenswood 
to Ravenswood shall ride, 

And woo a dead maiden to be his 
bride, 

He shall stable his steed in the Kelpie s 
flow. 

And his name shall be lost for e\ ermoe ^ 
Chap XVII 
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MOTTOES 

\y, and when huntsmen wind the 
merry horn, 

And from its covert starts the fearful 
prey, 

Who, warm’d with youth’s blood in 
his swelling veins, 

W ould, like a lifeless clod, outstretched 
he, 

Shut out from all the fair creation offers ^ 
Ethwald^ Act 11 Sc 1 

Chap VIII 

Let them have meat enough, woman 
— half a hen * 

There be old rotten pilchards — put 
them off too 1 

’Tis but a little new anointing of them, 

And a strong onion that confounds 
the savour 

Lovis Ptlgnmage 

Chap 

Should I take aught of you ? ’tis true 
I begg’d now , 

And, what is worse than that, I stole 
a kindness, 

And, what is worst of all, I lost my 
way in ’t 

Wit Without Money 

Chap XII 

As, to the Autumn breeze’s bugle- 
sound, 

Various and vague the dry leaves 
dance their round , ^ 

Or, from the garner door, on ether 
borne, 

The chaff flies devious from the 
winnow’d corn , 

So vague, so devious, at the breath 
of heaven. 

From their fix’d aim are mortal 
counsels driven 

Anonymous 

Chap XIII 


Here is a father now 

Will truck his daughter for a foreign 
venture, 

Make her the stop-gap to some 
canker’d feud, 

Or fling her o’er like Jonah, to the 
fishes, 

To appease the sea at highest 

Anonymous 

Chap XVI 

Sir, slay at home and take an old 
man s counsel 

Seek not to bask you by a stranger s 
hearth , 

Our own blue smoke is warmer than 
their fire 

Domestic food is wholesome, though 
’tis homely, 

And foreign dainties poisonous,though 
tasteful 

The French Courtezan 

Chap XVII 

I DO too ill in this, 

And must not think but that a parent s 
plaint 

Will move the heavens to pour forth 
misery 

Upon the head of disobediency 

Yet reason tells us parents are o’erseen 

When with too strict a rein they do 
hold m 

Their child’s affection, and control 
that love 

Which the High Powers Divine inspire 
them with 

The Hog hath lost hts Pearl 

Chap XVIII 

And soon they spied the merr^^-men 
green, 

And eke the coach-and-four 

Duke upon Duke 

Chap XXI 
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Wh\, now I ha\e Dame Fortune 
by the forelock, 

And if she "scapes my grasp, the fault 
IS mine , 

He that hath buffeted with stern 
adveisity 

Best knows to shape his course to 
favouring breezes 

Old Play 

Chap XVI 


IX 

FROM THE LEGEND OF 
MONTROSE 

Fiom ike Gaelic — 

Woe < woe ' son of the Lowlander, 
Why wilt thou leave thine own bonny 
Border? 

Why comest thou hither, distuibing 
the Highlander, 

Wasting the glen that was once in fair 
order ? 

Introduction 


SONG OF THE DAWN 

An not Lyle sings — 

Birds of omen dark and foul, 
Night-crow, raven, bat, and owl, 
Leave the sick man to his dream — 
All night long he heard your scream 
Haste to cave and ruin’d tower. 

Ivy tod, or dingled bower. 

There to wink and mope, for, hark ^ 
In the mild air sings the lark 

Hie to moorish gills and rocks. 
Prowling w olf and wily fox , 

Hie ye fast, nor turn your view, 
Though the lamb bleats to the ewe 


Couch your trams, and speed >our 
flight. 

Safety parts with parting night , 

And on distant echo borne. 

Comes the hunter’s early horn 

The moon’s wan crescent scarcely 
gleams. 

Ghost like she fades in morning beams 
Hie hence, each peevish imp and fay 
That scare tl^ pilgrim on his waj 
Quench, kelpie ’ quench, in bogand fen. 
Thy torch, that cheats benighted men , 
Thy dance is o’er, thy reign is done. 
For Ben y-glow hath seen the sun 

Wild thoughts that, sinful, dark, and 
deep, 

O erpower the passive mind in sleep, 
Pass from the slumberer’s soul away, 
Like night mists from the brow of day 
Foul hag, whose blasted visage grim 
Smothers the pulse, unnerves the limb, 
Spur thy dark palfrey , and begone < 
Thou dar st not face the godlike sun 

Chap VI 


LADY ANNE 

Annot Lyle sings — 

November’s hail cloud drifts away, 
November’s sunbeam wan 
Looks coldly on the castle grey, 
When forth comes Lady Anne 

The orphan by the oak was set. 

Her arms, her feet, were bare , 

The hail drops had not melted yet. 
Amid her raven hair 

'And, dame,’ she said, 'by all the ties 
That child and mother know, 

Aid one who never knew these j 03^5, 
Relieve an orphan’s woe ’ 

c c 3 



778 


Mii 


The lady said, ^ An oiphan’s state 
Is hard and sad to bear , 

Yet worse the widow d mother’s fate, 
Who mourns both lord and heir 

* T welve tim es th e rollin g year has sped, 

Since, when fiom vengeance wild 
Of fierce Strathallan’s Chief I fled, 
Forth’s eddies whelm’d my child ’ 

* Twelve times the year its course has 

borne,’ 

The wandering maid i ephed , 

* Since fishers on Saint Bridget’s morn 

Drew nets on Campsie side 

* Saint Bridget sent no scaly spoil , 

An infant, wellnigh dead, 

They saved, and i ear’d in want and toil, 
To beg from you her bread’ 

That orphan maid the lady kiss’d, — 

* My husband s looks you bear , 
Saint Bridget and her moi n be bless’d * 
You are his widow’s heir 

They ’ve robed that maid, so poor and 
pale, 

In silk and sandals lare , 

And pearls, for drops of frozen hail, 
Are glistening in her hair 

Chap IX 

MOTTOES 

Dark on their journey lour’cT the 
gloomy day, 

Wild were the hills, and doubtful 
grew the way , 

More dark, more gloomy, and more 
doubtful, show’d 

The mansion which received them 
from the road 
The Travellers, a Romance 
Chap X 


Is this thy castle, Baldwin ^ Melancholy 

Displays her sable banner from the 
donjon, 

Dark’ning the foam of the whole surge 
beneath 

Were I a habitant, to see this gloom 

Pollute the face of nature, and to hear 

The ceaseless sound of wave and sea- 
bird’s scream, 

I ’d wish me in the hut that poorest 
peasant 

E’er framed to give him temoorary 
shelter 

^ B'i own 

Chap XI 

This was the entry, then, these stairs 
— but whither after ? 

Y et he that ’s sure to perish on the land 

May quit the nicety of card and com- 
pass. 

And trust the open sea without a pilot 
Tragedy of B>cnnovaU 

Chap XIV 

Such mountains steep, such craggy 
hills. 

His army on one side enclose 

The other side, great gnesly giils 

Did fence with fenny mire and moss 

Which when the Earl understood, 

He counsel craved of captains all. 

Who bade set forth with mournful 
mood 

And take such fortune as would fall 
Flodden Field, an Ancient Poem 

Chap XVI 


X 

FROM IVANHOE 

THE CRUSADER 

High deeds achieved of knightly fame, 
From Palestine the champion came , 
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The cross upon his shoulders borne, 
Battle and blast had dimmM and torn 
Each dint upon his batter’d shield 
Was token of a foughten field , 

And thus, beneath his lady’s bower, 
He sung, as fell the twilight hour 

Moy to the fair ’ — thy knight behold. 
Return’d from yonder land of gold , 
No wealth he brings, nor wealth can 
need. 

Save his good arms and battle steed , 
His spurs to dash against a foe. 

His lance and sword to lay him low , 
Such all the trophies of his toil, 

Such — and the hope of Tekla s smile^ 

* Joy to the fair ’ whose constant knight 
Her favour fired to feats of might ’ 
Unnoted shall she not remain 
Where meetthe bright and noble tram. 
Minstrel shall sing, and herald tell — 

‘ Mark yonder maid of beauty well, 
’Tis she for whose bright eyes was won 
The listed field of Ascaion ’ 

*“Note well her smile » — it edged the 
blade 

Which fifty wives to widows made. 
When, vain his strength and Mahound’s 
spell, 

Iconmm’s turban’d Soldan fell 
See’st thou her locks, whose sunny 
glow 

Half shows, half shades, her neck of 
snow^ 

Twines not of them one golden thread. 
But for Its sake a Paymm bled ” 

‘ Joy to the fair I — my name unknown, 
Each deed, and all its praise, thine own , 
Then, oh » unbar this churlish gate, 
The night dew falls, the hour is late 
Inured to Syria’s glowing breath, 

I feel the north breeze chill as death , 
Let grateful love quell maiden shame. 
And grant him bliss who brings thee 
fame ’ 

Chap XVII 


THE BAREFOOTED FRIAR 

I ’ll give thee, good fellow, a twelve- 
month or twain, 

To search Europe through from By 
zantium to Spam , • 

But ne er shall you find, should you 
search till you tire. 

So happy a man as the Baiefooted 
Friar 

Your knight for his lady pricks forth 
in career. 

And is brought home at even-song 
prick’d through with a spear , 

I confess him in haste — for his lady 
desires 

No comfort on earth save the Bare- 
footed Friar’s 

Your monarch Pshaw f many a 
prince has been known 

To baiter his robes for our cowl and 
our gown , 

But which of us e’er felt the idle desiic 

To exchange for a crown the grey 
hood of a Friar? 

The Fnar has walk’d out, and where’ei 
he has gone. 

The land and its fatness is mark’d for 
his own , 

He can roam where he lists, he can 
stop when he tires. 

For dveiy man’s house is the Baie- 
footed Friar’s 

He ’s expected at noon, and no wight, 
till he comes. 

May profane the great chair, or the 
porridge of plums , 

For the best of the cheer, and the 
seat by the fire, 

Is the undenied right of the Barefooted 
Fnar 


c c 5 
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He ’s expected at night, and the pasty’s 
made hot, 

1 he's broach the brown ale, and they 
nil the black pot , 

And the goodwife would wish the 
goodman in the mire, 

Eie he lack’d a soft pillow, the 
^Barefooted Friar 

Long flourish the sandal, the coid, 
and the cope, 

The dread of the devil and trust of 
the Pope 1 

Foi to gather life’s roses, unscathed 
b> the brier, 

Is granted alone to the Barefooted 
Friar 

Chap XVII 


Norman saw on English oak, 

On English neck a Norman yoke, 
Norman spoon in English dish, 

And England 1 uled as Normans wish , 
Blithe 's\ orld in England ne\er 'smU be 
more, 

Till England’s iid of all the four 
Chap XXVII 


Ulrica sm^s — 

Whet the bnght steel, 

Sons of the White Dragon » 

Kindle the torch, 

Daughter of Hengist * 

The steel glimmers not for the carving 
of the banquet. 

It IS hard, broad, and sharply pointed , 
The torch goeth not to the bridal 
chamber, 

Itsteams and glitters blue with sulphur 
Whet the steel, the raven croaks • 
Light the torch, Zernebock is yelling* 
Whet the steel sons of the Dragon * 
Kindle the torch, daughter of Hengist' 


The black clouds are low over the 
thane’s castle 

The eagle screams — he rides on their 
bosom 

Scream not, grey rider of the sable 
cloud. 

Thy banquet is pi epai ed * 

The maidens of Valhalla look forth, 
The race of Hengist will send them 
guests 

Shake your black tresses, maidens of 
Valhalla* 

And strike youi loud timbrels for 
joy! 

Many a haughty step bends to your 
halls. 

Many a helmed head 

Dark sits the evening upon the thane s 
castle. 

The black clouds gather lound , 

Soon shall they be red as the blood of 
the valiant * 

The destroyer of forests shall shake 
his red crest against them , 

He, the bright consumer of palaces, 
Broad waves he his blazing banner, 
Red, wide, and dusk>, 

0\ei the strife of the valiant , 

His joy IS in the clashing swords and 
bi oken bucklers , 

He loves to lick the hissing blood as 
it bursts warm from the wound * 

All must perish * 

The sword cleaveth the helmet , 

The strong armour is pierced by the 
lance 

Fire devoureth the dwellingof princes. 
Engines break down the fences of the 
battle 

All must perish * 

The race of Hengist is gone — 

The name of Horsa is no more * 
Shrink not then from 3 our doom, sons 
of the sword * 
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Let your blades drink blood like wine , 
Feast ye in the banquet of slaughter, 
By the light of the blazing halls ’ 
Strong be your swords while 3 our 
blood is warm, 

And spare neither for pity nor fear, 
For vengeance hath but an Jiour , 
Strong hate itself shall expire * 

I also must perish 
Chap XXXII 


REBECCA’S HYMN 

When Israel, of the Lord beloved, 
Out from the land of bondage came, 

Her fathers’ God before her moved. 
An awful guide in smoke and flame 

By day, along the astonish’d lands 
The cloudy pillar glided slow , 

By night, Arabia s crimson’d sands 
Return d the fiery column s glow 

There rose the choral hymn of praise, 
And trump and timbrel answer’d 
keen, 

And Zion’s daughters pour’d their lays. 
With priest’s and warrior’s voice 
between 

No portents now our foes amaze, 
Forsaken Isiael wanders lone 

Our fathers would not know lliy ways. 
And Thou hast left them to their own 

But present still, though now unseen » 
When brightly shines the prosper- 
ous day, 

Be thoughts of Thee a cloudy screen 
To temper the deceitful ray 

And oh, when stoops on Judah’s path 
In shade and storm the frequent 
night, 

Be Thou, long-suIFering, slow to wrath, 
A burning and a shining light ‘ 


Our harps we left by Babel’s streams. 
The tyrant’s jest, the Gentile’s scorn , 
No censer round our altar beams, 

And mute are timbrel, harp, and horn 
But Thou hast said, The blood of goat. 
The flesh of rams I will not prize , 
A contrite heart, a humble thought, 
Are mine accepted sacrifice 
Chap XXXIX 


A VIRELAI 

The Black Knight — 

Anna- Marie, love, up is the sun, 

Anna-Mane, love, morn is begun. 

Mists are dispersing, love, birds sing- 
ing free, 

Up in the morning, love, Anna-Mane 

Anna Mane, love, up in the morn. 

The hunter is winding blithe sounds 
on his horn. 

The echo rings merry from rock and 
from tiee, 

’Tis time to arouse thee, love, Anna- 
Mane 

The Jester responds — 

O Tybalt, love, Tybalt, awaKe me not 
yet. 

Around my soft pillow while softer 
dreams flit , 

For what are the joys that m waking 
we prove. 

Compared with these visions, O Ty bait’ 
my love ’ 

Let the birds to the rise of the mist 
carol shrill, 

Let the hunter blow out his loud horn 
on the hill. 

Softer sounds, softer pleasures, in 
slumber I prove. 

But think not I dream’d of thee, 
Tybalt, my love 

Chap XL 
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A DUET 

The Knight and Wamba 
{Both ) 

There came three merry men from 
.south, west, and north, 

Evei more sing the roundelay , 

To win the Widow of Wycombe forth. 
And where was the widow might 
say them nay ^ 

The first was a knight, and from Tj ne- 
dale he came, 

Ever more sing the roundelay , 

And his fathers, God save us, were 
men of great fame, 

And where was the widow might 
say him nay ^ 

Of his father the laird, of his uncle the 
squire, 

He boasted m rhyme and m rounde 
lay, 

She bade him go bask by his sea-coal 
fire. 

For she was the widow would say 
him nay 

{IVamba alone ) 

The next that came forth, swore by 
blood and by nails, 

Merrily sing the roundelay, 

Hur’s a gentleman, God wot, and hur s 
lineage was of Wales, 

And where was the widow migh^say 
him nay^ 

Sir David ap Morgan ap Griffith ap 
Hugh 

Ap Tudor ap Rhice, quoth his 
roundelay , 

She said that one widow for so many 
was too few , 

And she bade the Welshman wend 
his way 


But then next came a yeoman, a }eo- 
man of Kent, 

Jollily singing his roundelay, 

He spoke to the widow of li\ mg and 
rent. 

And wheie was the widow could 
say him nay ? 

{Both ) 

So the knight and the squire were 
both left in the mire. 

There for to sing their roundelay , 
For a yeoman of Kent, with his yearly 
rent, 

There ne’er was a widow could sa^ 
him nay 

Chap XL 


DIRGE FOR ATHELSTANE 

Dust into dust, 

To this all must , 

The tenant hath resign’d 
The faded form 
To waste and worm — 

Corruption claims her kind 

Through paths unknown 
Ihy soul hath flown. 

To seek the realms of woe, 
Where fiery pain 
Shall purge the stain 
Of actions done below 

In that sad place, 

By Mary s grace, 

Brief may thy dwelling be ' 
Till prayers and alms, 

And holy psalms, 

Shall set the captiv e free 

Chap XLii 
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MOTTOES 

AwA'i t our journey lies through dell 
and dingle, 

Where the blithe fawn trips by its 
timid mother, 

Where the broad oak, with inter- 
cepting boughs, 

Chequers the sunbeam in the green- 
sv\ard alley — 

Up and away' — for lovely paths are 
these 

To tread, when the glad sun is on his 
throne 

Less pleasant, and less safe, when 
Cynthia’s lamp 

With doubtful glimmer lights the 
dreary forest 

Ettnck Forest 

Chap XVIII 

A TRAIN ©farmed men, somenoble dame 

Escorting (so their scatter’d words 
discover’d, 

As unperceiv’d I hung upon their 
rear). 

Are close at hand, and mean to pass 
the night 

Within the castle 

Orra, a Ttagedy 

Chap XIX 

When autumn nights were long and 
drear, 

And forest walks were darkanddira, 

How sweetly on the pilgrim’s ear 
Was wont to steal the hermit’s 
hymn ' 

Devotion borrows Music’s tone. 

And Music took Devotion’s wing, 

And, like the bird that hails the sun, 
They soar to heaven, and soaring 
sing 

The Hetmtt of St Clemenfs Well 
Chap XX 


Alas * how many hours and years 
have pass’d 

Since human forms have round this 
table sate, 

Or lamp or taper on its surface 
gleam’d ' 

Methinks I hear the sound of time 
long past » 

Still murmuring o’er us in the lofty 
void 

Of these dark arches, like the ling’ ring 
voiced 

Of those who long within their graves 
have slept 

Orra^ a Tragedy 

Chap XXI 

The hottest horse will oft be cool, 

1 he dullest will show fire , 

The friar will often play the fool, 

Ihe fool will play the friar 

Old Song 

Chap XXVI 


This wandering race, sever d from 
other men, 

Boastyet theirintercouise with human 
arts , 

The seas, the woods, the deserts which 
they haunt, 

Find them acquainted with their secret 
treasures , 

And unregarded herbs, and flowers, 
and blossoms, 

Display undream’d of powers when 
gather’d by them 


Chap XXVIII 


The Jew 


Approach the chamber, look upon his 
bed 

His IS the passing of no peaceful ghost, 
Which, as the lark anses to the sky, 
’Mid morning’s sweetest breeze and 
softest dew, 

Is wing’d to heaven by good men’s 
sighs and tears ' 

Anselm parts otherwise 


Chap XXX 


Old Play 
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Trust me, each state must have its 
policies 

Kingdoms have edicts, cities have 
their charters , 

Even the wild outlaw, in his forest- 
walk, 

K eeps yet some touch of civil discipline 

For noj since Adam wore his \erdant 
apron 

Hath man with man in social union 
dwelt, 

But laws were made draw that 
union closer Old Play 

Chap XXXII 

Arouse the tiger of Hyrcanian deserts, 

Strive with the half starved lion for 
his prey , 

Lesser the risk, than rouse the slum- 
bering fire 

Of wild Fanaticism Anonymous 
Chap XXXV 

Say not my art is fraud — all live by 
seeming 

The beggar begs with it, and the ga^ 
courtier 

Gams land and title, rank and rule, by 
seeming 

The clergy scorn it not, and the bold 
soldier 

Will eke with it his service All 
admit it, 

All practise it , and he who is content 

With showing what he is, shall have 
small credit 

In church, or camp, or state So wags 
the world Old Play 

Chap xxxvi 

Stern was the law which bade its 
vot’nes leave 

At human woes with human hearts to 
grieve , 

Stern was the law, which at the 
winning wile 


Of frank and harmless mirth forbade 
to smile , 

But sterner still, when h gh the iron 
rod 

Of tyrant power snc shook, and call d 
that power of God 

The Middle Aqes 

Chap xxwii 


XI 

FROM THE MONASTERY 

^JS/e sit ancillac, <fyr 

Take thou no scorn 
Of fiction born, 

Fair fiction s muse to woo , 

Old Homer’s theme 
Was but a dream, 

Himself a fiction too 
Answer to the Introductory Eptatle (of 
Captain Clutteibuck) 


‘MERRILY SWIM WE* 

The White Lady smgs — 

Merrily swim we, the moon shines 
bright, 

Both current and ripple are dancing 
in light 

We have roused the night raven, I 
heard him croak 

As we plashed along beneath the oak 

That flings its broad branches so fai 
and so wide, 

Their shadows are dancing in midst 
of the tide 

‘Who wakens my nestlings?’ the 
raven he said, 

‘ M> beak shall ere morn m his blood 
be red • 

For a blue swollen corpse is a dainty 
meal. 

And I ’ll have my share with the pike 
and the eel ’ 
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Merrily swim we, the moon shines 
bright, 

There ’s a golden gleam on the distant 
height 

Tnere a silver shower on the aldeis 
dank, 

And the drooping willows that wave 
on the bank 

I see the Abbey, both turret and tower, 

It is all astir for the vesper hour , 

The monks foi the chapel are leaving 
each cell, 

But where ^s Father Philip should toll 
the bell ? 

Merrily swim we, the moon shines 
bright. 

Downward we drift through shadow 
and light, 

Under yon rock the eddies sleep, 

Calm and silent, dark and deep 

The Kelpy has risen from the fathom 
less pool, 

He has lighted his candle of death and 
of dool 

Look, Father, look, and you’ll laugh 
to see 

How he gapes and glares with his eyes 
on thee ’ 

Good luck to your fishing, whom watch 
ye to-night ? 

A man of mean or a man of might ? 

Is it layman or priest that must float 
in your cove, 

Or lover who crosses to visit his love ? 

Hark* heard ye the Kelpy reply as 
we pass’d, — 

‘God’s blessing on the warder, he 
lock’d the bridge fast * 

All that come to my cove are sunk. 

Priest or layman, lover or monk ’ 

Landed — landed * the black book hath 
won, 

Else had you seen Berwick with 
morning sun * 


Sam ye, and sa\e 30, and bluhe mot 
3'e be, 

For seldom they land that go swimming 
with me 
Chap V 


THE MONK'S WARNING 

The White Lady sttigs — 

Good evening, Sir Priest, and so late 
as you ride, 

With your mule so fair, and your 
mantle so wide, 

But ride you through valley, or ride 
you o er hill, 

There is one that has warrant to wait 
on you still 
Back, back, 

The volume black * 

I have a warrant to carry it back 

What, ho • Sub Prior, and came >ou 
but here 

To conjure a book from a dead woman’s 
biei ? 

Sam you, and save you, be wary and 
wise. 

Ride back with the book, or you ’ll pay 
for your prize 
Back, back, 

There *s death m the track * 

In the name of my master, I bid thee 
bear back 

That which is neither ill nor well, 

That which belongs not to heaven nor 
to hell, 

A wreath of the mist, a bubble of the 
stream, 

’Twixt awaking thought and a sleeping 
dream , 

A form that men spy 
With the half shut eye 

In the beams of the setting sun, 
am I 
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Vainly, Sir Prior, wouldst thou bar me 
my right ’ 

Like the star when it shoots, I can 
dart through the night , 

I can dance on the toirent, and ride 
on the air. 

And travel the world with the bonny 
right mare 
Again, again. 

At the crook of the glen. 

Where bickers the burnie, I’ll meet 
thee again 

Men of good are bold as sackless 
Men of rude are wild and reckless 
Lie thou still 
In the nook of the hill, 

For those be before thee that wish 
thee ill 

Chap XI 


The White Lady stngi > — 

Thank the holly-bush 
That nods on th> brow , 
Or with this slender rush 
I had strangled thee now 

Chap X 


TO THE WHITE LADY 

H \LBERT invokes — 

Thrice to the holly brake, 
Thrice to the well — 

I bid thee awake, 

White Maid of A\ enel ’ 

Noon gleams on the lake, 
Noon glows on the fell, — 
Wake thee, O wake, 

White Maid of A\ enel 

Chap XI 


TO HALBERT 

The White L\dy smgs or speaks — 
Yolth of the dark e>e, wherefore 
didst thou call me ^ 

Wherefore art thou here, if tenors 
can appal thee ? 

He that seeks to deal with us must 
know no fear nor failing , 

To coward and churl our speech is 
dark, our gifts are unavailing 
The breeze that brought me hithernow 
must sweep Egyptian ground, 
The fleecy cloud on which I ride for 
Araby is bound , 

Ihe fleecy cloud is drifting by, the 
breeze sighs for my stay, 

Fori must sail a thousand miles before 
the close of day 

What I am I must not show — 

What I am thou couldst not know — 
Something betwixt heaven and hell — 
Something that neither stood nor fell — 
Something that through thy wit or will 
May work thee good — may work 
thee ill 

Neither substance quite, nor shadow. 
Haunting lonely moor and meadow. 
Dancing by the haunted spring, 
Riding on the whirlwind’s wing , 
Aping in fantastic fashion 
Eveiy change of human passion. 
While o’er our frozen minds they pass 
Like shadows from the mirror’d glass 
Wayward, fickle, is our mood, 
Hovering betwixt bad and good, 
Happier than brief-dated man, 

Living twenty times his span , 

Far less happy, for we have 
Help nor hope beyond the grave • 
Man awakes to joy or sorrow , 

Ours the sleep that knows no morrow 
This IS all that I can show — 

This is all that thou may’st know 


^ Innocent 
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A\ ’ and I taught thee the word and 
the spell, 

To waken me here h} the Fames’ 
Well 

But thou hast loved the heron and 
hawk, 

More than to seek my haunted walk , 
And thou hast loved the lance and the 
sword, 

More than good text and holy word , 
And thou hast loved the deer to track, 
More than the lines and the letters 
black, 

And thou art a ranger of moss and 
of wood. 

And scornest the nurture of gentle 
blood 

Thy craven fear my truth accused , 
Thine idlehood my trust abused , 

He that draws to harbour late. 

Must sleep without, or burst the gate 
There is a star for thee which burn d, 
Its influence wanes, its course is turn’d , 
Valour and constancy alone 
Can bring thee back the chance that ’s 
flown 

Within that awful volume lies 
The mystery of mysteries > 

Happiest they of human race. 

To whom God has granted giace 
To read, to fear, to hope, to pray, 

1 o lift the latch, and force the way , 
And better had they ne’er been born. 
Who read 10 doubt, or read to scorn 

MA^Y a fathom dark and deep 
I have laid the book to sleep , 
Ethereal fires around it glowing — 
Ethereal music ever flowing — 

The sacred pledge of Heav ’n 
All things revere. 

Each in his sphere, 

Save man for whom ’twas giv’n 


Lend thy hand, and thou shalt spy 
Things ne’er seen by mortal e> e 


Fear’st thou to go with me 2 
Still it IS free to thee 
A peasant to dwell , 

Thou ina> ’st drive the dull'^steer. 
And chase the king s deer. 

But ne^er more come near 
This haunted well 

Here lies the volume thou boldly hast 
sought , 

Touch It, and take it, — ’twill dearly be 
bought 


Rash thy deed, 

Mortal weed 

To immortal flames applying , 
Rasher trust 
Has thing of dust, 

On his own weak worth relying 
Stnp thee of such fences vain, 
Strip, and prove thy luck again 


Mortal warp and mortal woof 
Cannot brook this charmed roof, 

All that mortal art hath wrought 
In our cell returns to nought 
The molten gold returns to clay. 

The polish’d diamond melts away, 
All IS altered, all is flown, 

N?)ught stands fast but truth alone 
Not for that thy quest give o’er 
Courage ’ prove thy chance once more 

Alas ’ alas * 

Not ours the grace 
These holy characters to trace 
Idle forms of painted air. 
Not to us IS given to share 
The boon bestow’d on Adam’s race 
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With patience bide, 
Heaven will provide 
The fitting time, the fitting guide 

Chap Ml 


Tins IS tjbe da 3 ’’ when the fairy kind 

Sit weeping alone for their hope- 
less lot, 

And the wood-maiden sighs to the 
sighing wind, 

And the mermaiden weeps in her 
crystal grot , 

For this IS the day that a deed was 
wrought, 

In which we have neither part nor 
share, 

For the children of clay was salvation 
bought, 

But not for the forms of sea or air ^ 

And ever the mortal is most forlorn, 

Who meeteth our race on the Friday 
morn 


Daring youth ^ for thee it is well, 
Here calling me in haunted dell, 

That thy heart has not quaiFd, 

Nor thy courage fail'd, 

And that thou couldst brook 
The angry look 
Of Her, of Avenel 
Did one limb shiver. 

Or an eyelid quiver. 

Thou wert lost for ever 
Though I am form’d from the ether blve. 
And my blood is of the unfallen dew, 
And thou art framed of mud and dust, 
'Tis thine to speak, reply I must 


A MIGHTIER wizard far than I 

Wields o’er the universe his power , 
Him owns the eagle in the sky. 

The turtle in the bower 


Changeful in shape, yet mightiest still, 
He wields the heart of man at will. 
From ill to good, from good to ill, 

In cot and castle-tower 

Ask thy heartf whose secret cell 
Is fill’d with Mary Avenel ' 

Ask thy pride, why scornful look 
In Mary’s view it will not brook'’ 

Ask it, why thou seek’st to rise 
Among the mighty and the wise ’ 
Why thou spurn’st thy lowly lot 1 
Why thy pastimes are forgot ^ 

Why thou wouldst in bloody strife 
Mend thy luck or lose thy life 
Ask thy heart, and it shall tell. 
Sighing from its secret cell, 

’Tis for Mary Avenel 

Do not ask me , 

On doubts like these thou canst not 
task me 

We onlj. see the passing show 
Of human passion’s ebb and flow , 
And view the pageant’s idle glance 
As mortals eye the northern dance, 
When thousand streamers, flashing 
bright, 

Career it o’er the brow of night. 

And gazers mark their changeful 
gleams, 

But feel no influence from their beams 

By ties mysterious link’d, our fated 
race 

Holds strange connexion with the 
sons of men 

The star that rose upon the House of 
A\enel, 

When Norman Ulnc first assumed 
the name. 

That star, when culminating m its 
orbit. 

Shot from its sphere a drop of diamond 
dew, 
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And this bright font recei\ ed it — and 
a Spirit 

Rose from the fountain, and her date 
of life 

Hath CO existence with the House of 
Avenel, 

And viith the star that rules it 

Look on my girdle — on this thread of 
gold— 

*Tis fine as web of lightest gossamer, 

And, but there is a spell on ’t, would 
not bind, 

Light as they are, the folds of my 
thin 1 obe 

But when ’twas donn’d, it was a 
massive chain. 

Such as might bind the champion of 
the Jews, 

Lven when his locks were longest 
it hath dwindled, 

Hath ^mmish’d m its substance and its 
strength, 

As sunk the greatness of the House 
of Avenel 

When this frail thread gives way, I 
to the elements 

Resign the principles of life they lent 
me 

Ask me no more of this ’ — the stars 
forbid it 

Dim burns the once bright star of 
Avenel, 

Dim as the beacon when the morn is 
nigh, 

And the o’er-wearied warder leaves 
the light house , 

There is an influence sorrowful and 
fearful, 

That dogs its downwaid course 
Disastrous passion, 

Fierce hate and rivalrj^, are in the 
aspect 

That lowers upon its fortunes 


Complain not on me, child of clay, 

If to thy harm I leld the way 
We, who soar thy sphere above, 
Know not aught of hate or love , 

As will or wisdom rules thy mood, 
My gifts to evil turn or good 

When Piercie Shafton boast^th high, 
Let this token meet his eye 
The sun is westenng from the dell 
Thy wish ^ granted —fare thee well ' 

Chap XVII 


Sir Piercie Shafton sm£s — 

What tongue can her perfections tell, 
On whose each part all pens may 
dwell 

(Etcetera, /o extent of about fve 
hundred verses, ending thus — ) 

Of whose high praise and praiseful 
bliss, 

Goodness the pen, Heaven paper is , 
The ink immortal fame doth send 
As I began so I must end 


The White Lad\ chants oriecites — 

He whose heart for vengeance sued 

Must not shrink from shedding blood , 

The knot that thou hast tied with 
word. 

Thou must loose by edge of sword 

You have summon’d me once, you 
have summon’d me twice, 

And without e’er a summons I come 
to you thrice , 

Unask’d foi , unsued for, you come to 
my glen , 

Unsued and unask’d, I am with 3 ou 
agen 
Chap XX 
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BORDER JIARCH 

March, march, Ettrick and Teviot- 
dale, 

Why the deil dinna ye march 
forward m order 2 

March, march, Eskdale and Liddesdale, 

All the Blue Bonnets are bound 
for the Boi der 

Many a banner spread. 
Flutters above your head, 
Many a crest that is famoius in story 
Mount and make ready then. 
Sons of the mountain glen 
Fight for the Queen and the old 
Scottish glory 

Come from the hills where your 
hirscls are glazing, 

Come from the glen of the buck and 
the roe , 

Come to the crag where the beacon 
is blazing, 

Come with the buckler, the lance, 
and the bow 
Trumpets are sounding, 
War-steeds are bounding. 
Stand to jour arms then, and 
march in good order , 

England shall many a day 
Tell of the bloody fray, 
When the Blue Bonnets came 
over the Border 

Chap XXV 


THE WHITE LADY TO MARY r 
AVENEL 

Maiden, whose sorrows wail the 
living dead. 

Whose eyes shall commune with 
the dead alive, 

Maiden, attend ’ Beneath my foot lies 
hid 

The word, the law, the path which 
thou dost strive 


To find, and canst not find Could 
Spirits shed 

Tears for their lot, it were my lot 
to weep. 

Showing the load which I shall never 
tread, 

Though my foot points it Sleep, 
eternal sleep, 

Dark, long, and cold forgetfulness my 
lot t 

But do not thou at human ills repine. 

Secure there lies full guerdon in this 
spot 

For all the woes that wait frail 
Adam’s line. 

Stoop then and make it yours — I may 
not make it mine * 

Chap XXX 


THE WHITE LADY TO EDWARD 

Thou who seek’st my fountain lone, 
With thoughts and hopes thou dar’st 
not own , 

Whose heart within leap’d wildly glad. 
When most his brow seemed dark and 
sad. 

Hie thee back, thou find’st not here 
Corpse or coffin, grave or bier, 

The dead alive is gone and fled — 

Go thou, and join the living dead f 

The living dead, whose sober brow 
Oft shrouds such thoughts as thou 
hast now, 

Whose hearts within are seldom cured 
Of passions by their vows abjured , 
Where, under sad and solemn show. 
Vain hopes are nursed, wild wishes 
glow 

Seek the convent’s vaulted room, 
Prayer and vigil be thy doom , 

Doff the green, and don the grey. 

To the cloister hence away f 
Chap XXXII 
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THE WHITE LADY’S FAREWELL 

Fare thee well, thou Holly green f 
Thou shalt seldom now be seen, 
With all thy glittering gai lands bend 
ing, 

As to greet my slow descending. 
Startling the bewilder’d hind, 

Who sees thee wave without a wind 

Farewell, Fountain ’ now not long 
Shalt thou murmur to my song, 
While thy crystal bubbles glancing. 
Keep the time in mystic dancing. 
Rise and swell, are burst and lost. 
Like mortal schemes by fortune cross d 


That old Moll White took wing with 
cat and bioomstick, 

And raised the last night’s thunder 

Chap I 


I 

1 W yon lone vale his early youth was 
bred, 

Not solitary then — the bugle-Sorn 

Of fell Alecto often waked its w mdings. 

From where the brook joins the 
majestic river, 

To the wild northern bog, the curlew’s 
haunt, 

Where oozes forth its first and feeble 
streamlet 


Chap II 


Old Play 


The knot of fate at length is tied. 

The Churl is Lord, the Maid is Bride* 
Vainly did my magic sleight 
Send the lover from her sight , 
Wither bush, and perish well, 

Fall’n is lofty Avenel * 

Chap XXXVII 


MOTTOES 

0 AY* the Monks, the Monks, they 

did the mischief* 

Theirs all the grossness, all the 
superstition 

Of a most gross and superstitious age 
Ma> He be praised that sent the 
healthful tempest, 

And scatter’d all these pestilential 
vapours , 

But that we owed them all to yonder 
Harlot 

Throned on the seven hills with her 
cup of gold, 

1 will as soon believe, with kind Sir 

Roger, 


A PRIEST, ye cry, a priest* — lame 
shepherds they, 

How shall the^ gather in the straggling 
flock? 

Dumb dogs which bark not, how shall 
they compel 

The loitering vagrants to the Master s 
fold’ 

Fitter to bask before the blazing file, 

And snuff the mess neat handed 
Phillis dresses. 

Than on the snow wreath battle with 
the wolf 

Chap V Reformation 

Now let us sit m conclave That 
these weeds 

Be rooted from the vineyard of the 
Church, 

That these foul taies be sever’d from 
the wheat, 

We are, I trust, agreed Yet how 
to do this. 

Nor hurt the wholesome crop and 
tender vine-plants. 

Craves good advisement 

The Refoi maiion 


Chap M 



792 


(poettrj (Petee 


NaTi, dally not with time, the wise 
man s treasure, 

1 hough fools are lavish on ’t , the fatal 
Fisher 

Hooks souls, while we waste moments 
Old Play 

Chap VIII 

You call this education, do >ou not^ 

Why, *tis the forced march of a herd 
of bullocks 

Before a shouting drover The glad 
'lan 

Mo\e on at ease, and pause a while 
to snatch 

A passingmorsel from the dewy green- 
sward, 

While all the blows, the oaths, the 
indignation, 

Fall on the croupe of the ill-fated 
laggard 

That cripples in the rear 

Old Play 

Chap XI 

There’s something m that ancient 
superstition, 

Which, eriing as it is, our fancy loves 

The spring that, with its thousand 
crystal bubbles, 

Bursts from the bosom of some desert 
rock 

In secret solitude, may well be deem d 

The haunt of something purer, more 
refined. 

And mightier than ourseh es 

Old Play 

Chap XII 

Nay, let me have the friends who eat 
my victuals 

As various as my dishes The feast’s 
naught, 

Where one huge plate predominates 
John Plaintext, 


He shall be mighty beef, our English 
staple , 

The worthy Alderman, a butter d 
dumpling , 

Yon pair of whisker’d Cornets, ruffs 
and rees , 

Their friend the Dandy, a green goose 
in sippets 

^nd so the board is spread at once 
and fill’d 

On the same pi inciple — Variety 

New Play 

Chap XIV 

He strikes no com, Tis true, but coins 
new phrases, 

And vends them forth as knaves vend 
gilded counters. 

Which wise men scorn, and fools 
accept in payment 

Old Play 

Chap XV 

Now choose thee, gallant, betwixt 
wealth and honour, 

There lies the pelf, in sum to bear 
thee through 

The dance of youth, and the turmoil 
of manhood. 

Yet leave enough for age’s chimney- 
corner , 

But an thou grasp to it, farewell 
Ambition » 

Farewell each hope of bettering thy 
condition, 

And raising thy low rank above the 
churls 

That till the earth for bread t 

Old Play 

Chap XIX. 

I HOPE you ’ll give me cause to think 
you noble, 

And do me right with your sword, sir, 
as becomes 

One gentleman of honour to another, 
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All this IS fair, sir — let us make no 
days on ’t, 

I ’ll lead your way 

Loves Pilgrimage 

Chap XX 

Indifferent, but indifferent — pshaw • 
he doth it not 

Like one who is his craft’s master — 
ne’ertheless 

I have seen a clown confer a bloody 
coxcomb 

On one who was a master of defence 
Old Play 

Chap XXI 

Yes, life hath left him , every busy 
thought, 

Each fiery passion, eiery strong 
affection, 

The sense of outward ill and inward 
sorrow, 

Are fled at once from the pale trunk 
before me , 

And I have given that which spoke 
and moved 

Thought, acted, suffer d, as alivingman, 

To be a ghastly form of bloody clay, 

Soon the foul food for reptiles 

Old Play 

Chap XXII 

’Tis when the wound is stiffening 
with the cold. 

The warrior first feels pain , ’tis when 
the heat 

And fiery fever of his soul is past. 

The sinner feels remorse 

Old Play 

Chap xxiii 

I ’ll walk on tiptoe , arm my eye with 
caution, 

My heart with courage, and my hand 
with weapon 

Like him who ventures on a lion’s den 
Old Play 

Chap XXIV 


Now, by Our Lady, Sheriff, ’tis hard 
reckoning, 

That I, with every odds of birth and 
barony. 

Should be detain’d here for the casual 
death 

Of a wild forester, whose utmost having 

Is but the brazen buckle of the’belt 

In which he sticks his hedge-knife 
Old Play 

Chap xx\rii 

You call it an ill angel — it may 
be so, 

But sure I am, among the ranks which 
fell, 

’Tis the first fiend ere counsell’d man 
to rise, 

And win the bliss the sprite himself 
had forfeited 

Old Play 

Chap XXX 

At school I knew him — a sharp witted 
youth, 

Grave, thoughtful, and reserved 
amongst his mates. 

Turning the hours of sport and food 
to labour, 

Starving his body to inform his mind 
Old Play 

Chap XXXI 

Then in my gown of sober gray, 
A^long the mountain-path I’ll wander. 

And wind my solitary way 

To the sad shrine that courts me 
yonder 

There in the calm monastic shade, 

All injuries may be forgiven , 

And there for thee, obdurate maid, 
My orisons shall rise to heaven 
The Cnul Lady of the Mountains 
Chap XXXII 
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Now on my faith this gear is all 
entangled, 

Like to the 3 am clew of the diowsy 
knitter, 

Draggd by the fiohc kitten through 
the cabin, 

While the good dame sits nodding 
t)’er the fire 

Masteis, attend, 'twill cia\e some 
skill to clear it 

Old Play 

Chap xxxni 

It is not texts will do it Church 
artillery 

Are silenced soon by i eal ordnance. 

And canons are but vain opposed to 
cannon 

Go, com your crosier, melt your 
church plate down. 

Bid the starved soldier banquet in 
your halls, 

And quaff your long saved hogsheads , 
turn them out 

Thus primed with your good cheer, 
to guard your wall, 

And they will venture for 't 

Old Play 

Chkp xxxiv 


XII 

FROM THE ABBOT 

The Pardoner speaks — 

Listneth, gode people, evenche one, 
For in the londe of Babylone, 

Far eastward I wot it lyeth. 

And is the first londe the sonne espieth, 
Ther, as he cometh fro out the sd , 

In this ilk londe, as thmketh me, 
Right as holie legend es tell, 
Snottreth from a roke a well. 

And falleth into ane bath of ston, 


WherchastSusaiine in times long gon. 

Was w ont to wash her bodie and lim 

Mickle vertue hath that streme. 

As ye shall se er that ye pas, 
Ensample by this little glas — 
Through nightes cold and dayos hote, 
Hiderward I have it brought , 

Hath a wife made slip or slide, 

Or a maiden stepp'd aside , 

Putteth this water under her nese, 
Wold she nold she, she shall snese 
Chap XXVII 


MOTTOES 

In the wild storm, 

The seaman hews his mast down, 
and the merchant 

Heaves to the billows wares he once 
deem’d precious 

So prince and peer, 'mid popular con 
tentions, 

Cast off their favourites 

Old Play 

Chap V 

Thou hast each secret of the house 
hold, Fiancis 

I dare be sworn thou hast been in 
the buttery 

Steeping thy curious humour in fat ale, 

And in the butler’s tattle— ay, or 
chatting 

With the glib waiting-woman o'er 
her comfits 

These bear the key to each domestic 
mystery 

Old Play 

Chap VI 

The sacred tapers' lights are gone. 

Grey moss has clad the altar stone, 

The holy image is o'erthrown, 

The bell has ceased to toll 
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The long nbb’d aisles are burst and 
shrunk, 

The holy shrines to rum sunk, 

Departed is the pious monk, — 

God’s blessing on his soul • 

Redivwa 

Chap VIII 

Kneel with me, swear it ’ 'Tis not in 
words I trust. 

Save when they ’re fenced with an 
appeal to Heaven 

Old Play 

Chap IX 

Life hath its May, and all is mirthful 
then 

The woods are vocal, and the flowers 
all odour , 

Its very blast has mirth m’t, — and 
the maidens, 

The while they don their cloaks to 
screen their kirtles. 

Laugh at the ram that wets them 
Old Play 

Chap XI 

Nay, hear me, brother , I am elder, 
wiser. 

And holier than thou , and age, and 
wisdom. 

And holiness, have peremptory claims, 

And will be listen’d to 

Old Play 

Chap XII 

What ^ Dagon up again ^ I thought we 
had hurled him 

Down on the threshold never more to 
rise 

Bring wedge and axe , and, neigh 
hours, lend your hands. 

And rive the idol into win^-er fagots • 
Athelstane^ or the Converted Dane 

Chap XHi 


Not the wild billow, when it breaks 
its bariier — 

Not the wild wind, escaping from 
its cavern — 

Not the wild fiend, that mingles both 
together, 

And pours their rage upon the ripen- 
ing harvest, ^ 

Can match the wild freaks of this 
mirthful meeting — 

Comic, ye^ fearful, droll, and yet 
destructive 

The Conspiracy 

Chap XIV 

Youth « thou wear’st to manhood now 
Darker lip and darker brow, 

Statelier step, more pensive mien. 

In thy face and gait are seen 
Thou must now brook midnight 
watches, 

Take thy food and sport by snatches ' 
For the gambol and the jest, 

Thou wert wont to love the best. 
Graver follies must thou follow, 

But as senseless, false, and hollow 
Life^ a Poem 

Chap XVI 

The sky is clouded, Gaspard, 
And the vexed ocean sleeps a troubled 
sleep 

Beneath a lurid gleam of parting sun- 
shine 

Such slumber hangs o’er discontented 

^ lands. 

While factions doubt, as yet, if they 
have strength 
To front the open battle 

Albion^ a Poem 

Chap XVIII 

It is and is not , ’tis the thing I sought 
foi. 

Have kneel’d for, pray d for, risk’d 
my life and fame for , 
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And yet it is not— no more than the 
shadow 

Upon the hard, cold, flat, and polish’d 
mirror, j 

Is the warm, graceful rounded, living 
substance 

Which it presents in form and linea- 
nent 

Old Play 

Chap XIX 

Now have you reft me from my staff, 
my guide, 

Who taught my y outh, as men teach 
untamed falcons. 

To use my strength discreetly I am 
reft 

Of comrade and of counsel 

Old Play 

Chap XX 

Give me a morsel on the greensward 
rather, 

Coarse as you will the cooking, let 
the fresh spring 

Bubble beside ray napkin, and the 
free birds, 

Twittering and chirping, hop from 
bough to bough. 

To claim the crumbs I leave for per- 
quisites 

Your pnson feasts I like not 

The Woodsman j a Drama 

Chap XXIII 

Tis a weary life this — 

Vaults overhead, and grates and bars 
around me, 

And my sad hours spent with as sad 
companions, 

Whose thoughts are brooding o’er 
their own mischances, 

r ar,far too deeply to take part in mine 
The Woodsman 

Chap XXIV 


And when Love s torch hath set the 
heart in flame, 

Comes Signor Reason, with his saws 
and cautions, 

Giving such aid as the old grej^-beard 
Sexton, 

Who from the church vault drags his 
crazy engine, 

T o ply its dribbling ineffectual streamlet 

Against a conflagration 

Old Play 

Chap XXV 


Yes, it IS she whose eyes look’d on 
thy childhood, 

And watch’d with trembling hope thy 
dawn of youth, 

That now, with these same eye-balls, 
dimm’d with age, 

And dimmer yet with tears, sees thy 
dishonour 

Old Play 

Chap XXVIII 

In some breasts passion lies conceal’d 
and silent, 

Like war’s swart powder m a castle 
vault, 

Until occasion, like the linstock, lights 
It, 

Then comes at once the lightning 
and the thunder, 

And distant echoes tell that all is rent 
asunder 

Old Play 

Chap XXX 

Death distant ^ — No, alas * he’s ever 
with us, 

And shakes the dart at us in all our 
actings 

He lurks within our cup while we ’re 
m health , 

Sits by our sick bed, mocks our 
medicines , 
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We cannot walk, or sit, or ride, or 
travel. 

But Death is by to seize us when 
he lists 

The Spanish Fathei 

Chap XXXIII 

Ay, Pedro ? Come you here with 
mask and lantern. 

Ladder of ropes, and other moonshine 
tools ^ 

Why youngster, thou ma^’-'st cheat 
the old Duenna, 

Flatter the waiting-woman, bribe the 
valet , 

But know, that I her father play the 
Gryphon, 

Tameless and sleepless, proof to fraud 
or bribe. 

And guard the hidden treasure of 
her beauty 

The Spanish Father 

Chap XXXIV 

It is a time of danger, not of revel. 

When churchmen turn to masquers 
^ The Spanish Father 

Chap XXXV 


Ay, sir — our ancient crown, in these 
wild times, 

Oft stood upon a cast , the garaestei ’s 
ducat. 

So often staked, and lost, and then 
regain’d, 

Scarce knew so many hazards 

The Spanish Father 

Chap XXXVII 


XIII 

FROM KENILWORTH 

THE OWL SONG 

Of all the birds on bush or |ree, 
Commend me to the owl, 

Since he may best ensample be 
To those the cup that trowl 
For when the sun hath left the west, 
He chooses the tree that he loves the 
best, 

And he whoops out his song, and 
he laughs at his jest 
Then, though hours be late, and 
weather foul. 

We ’ll drink to the health of the 
bonny, bonny owl 

The laik is but a bumpkin fowl, 

He sleeps in his nest till morn , 
But my blessing upon the jolly owl. 
That all night blows his horn 
Then up with your cup till you stagger 
in speech, 

And match me this catch, till you 
swagger and screech, 

And drink till you wink, my merry 
men each , 

For, though hours be late, and weather 
be foul, 

We ’ll drink to the health of the 
bonny, bonny owl 
Chap n 


THE WARDER’S WELCOBIE TO 
KENILWORTH 

(Jn imitation of Gascoigne ) 

What stir, what turmoil, have we for 
the nones t 

Stand back, my masters, or beware 
I youi bones 1 
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Sirs, Pm a warder, and no man 
of straw , 

My voice keeps oider, and my club 
gives law 

Yet soft I nay stay — what vision ha\e 
we here ^ 

What dainty darling’s this? what 
];?eerless peer ? 

What lo\ehest face that lovely ranks 
enfold, 

Like brightest diamond chased m 
purest gold ? 

Dazzled and blind, mine office I forsake. 

My club, my key, my knee, my 
homage take 

Bright paragon pass on in joy and 
bliss , 

Beshrew the gate that opes not wide 
at such a sight as this ’ 

Chap xxx 


MOTTOES 

Nay, I ’ll hold touch , the game shall 
be play’d out , 

It ne’er shall stop for me, this merry 
wager 

That which I say when gamesome, I ’ll 
avouch 

In my most sober mood — ne’er trust 
me else 

The Hazard Table 

Chap III 

r 

Not serve two masters? — Here’s a 
youth will t^ it, i 

Would fain ser\e God, yet give the 
devil his due , 

Says grace before he doth a deed 
ofvillany, 

A.nd returns his thanks dev outly when 
’tis acted 

Old Play 

Chap iv 


He was a man 

Versed m the world as pilot in his 
compass 

The needle pointed ever to that interest 

Which was his loadstar, and he spread 
his sails 

With vantage to the gale of others 
passion 

The Deceive}^ a Tragedy 

Chap V 

This is He 

Who rides on the court gale , controls 
its tides , 

Knows all their secret shoals and 
fatal eddies , 

Whose frown abases, and whose smile 
exalts 

He shines like anj. rainbow — and, 
perchance, 

His colours are as transient 

Old Play 

Chap VII 

This is rare news thou tell’st me, 
my good fellow , 

Theie are two bulls fierce battling 
on the green 

For one fair heifer— if the one goes 
down, 

The dale will be more peaceful, and 
the herd, 

Which have small interest in their 
brulziement, 

May pasture there m peace 

Old Play 

Chap XIV 

Well, then, our course is chosen 
spread the sail, — 

Heave oft the lead, and mark the 
soundings well , 

Look to the helm, good master, many 
a shoal 
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Marks this stein coast, and rocks 
where sits the siren, 

Who, like ambition, lures men to their 
rum 

T/ie Shipwreck 

Chap XVII 

Now God 

Be good to me in this wild pilgrimage ! 

Allhope in human aid I cast behind me 

Oh, who would be a woman? who 
that fool, 

A weeping, pining, faithful, loving 
woman ? 

She hath hard measure still where 
she hopes kindest. 

And all her bounties only make her 
mgrates 

Love's Pilgrimage 

Chap XXIII 

H\rk< the bells summon, and the 
bugle calls, 

Butshethefairestanswersnot, the tide 

Of nobles and of ladies throngs the 
halls. 

But she the loveliest must in secret 
hide 

What eyes were thine, pi oud Prince, 
which in the gleam 

Of >on gay meteors lost that better 
sense, 

T^at o'er the glow-worm doth the 
star esteem, 

And merit's modest blush o’er courtly 
insolence ? 

The Glass Slipper 

Chap XXV 

What, man > ne’er lack a draught 
when the full can 

Stands at thine elbow, and craves 
emptying * — 

Nay, fear not me, for I have n# delight 

To watch men s vices, since I have 
myself 


Of virtue nought to boast of I 
a striker, 

Would have the world strike with 
me, pell mell all 

Pandaemonium 

Chap XXVIII 

Now fare thee well, my master t if 
true service 

Be guerdon'd with hard looks, e’en 
cut the tow-line, 

And let our*barks across the pathless 
flood 

Hold different courses 

Shipwreck 

Chap XXIX 

Now bid the steeple rock — she comes, 
she comes > 

Speak for us, bells t speak for us, 
shrill tongued tuckets ’ 

Stand to the linstock, gunner , let thy 
cannon 

Play such a pealj as if a Paj- nim foe 

Came stretch’d in turban’d ranks to 
storm the ramparts 

Wc will have pageants too , but that 
cra\es wit. 

And I 'm a rough hewn soldier 

The Virgin Queen, a Tiagi-Comedy 
Chap XXX 

The wisest sovereigns err like private 
men, 

And royal hand has sometimes laid 
' the sword 

Of chivalry upon a worthless shouldei, 

Which better had been branded bytne 
hangman 

What then ? Kings do their best, — and 
they and we 

Must answer for the intent, and not 
the event 

Old Play 

Chap XXXII 
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Here stands the victim — there the 
proud betrayei, 

E en as the hind pull’d down by strang- 
ling dogs 

Lies at the hunter’s feet, who courteous 
proffers 

To some high dame, the Dian of the 
jjhase, 

To whom he looks for guerdon, his 
shaip blade, 

To gash the sobbing throat 

The Woodsman 

Chap wxiii 

High o’er the eastern steep the sun is 
beaming, 

And daikness flies with her deceitful 
shadows , 

So truth prevails o’er falsehood 

Old Play 

Chap \L 


XIV 

FROM THE PIRATE 

THE SONG OF THE REIMKENNAR 

Stern eagle of the far north west, 

Thou that bearest m thy grasp the 
thunderbolt, 

Thou whose rushing pinions stir 
ocean to madness, 

Thou the destroyer of herds, thou the 
scatterer of navies. 

Amidst the scream of thy rage, 

Amidst the rushing of thy onward 
wings, 

Though thy scieam be loud as the cry 
of a perishing nation, 

Though the rushing of thy wings be 
like the roar of ten thousand 
waves. 

Yet hear, in thine ire and thy haste, 

Hear thou the voice of the Reim- 
kennar 


Thou hast met the pine trees of Dront- 
heim, 

1 heir dark green heads he prostrate 
beside their up looted stems , 
Thou hast met the rider of the ocean. 
The tall, the strong bark of the fear 
less rover, 

And she has struck to thee the topsail 
That she had not veil’d to a royal 
armada 

Thou hast met the tower that bears its 
crest among the clouds, 

The battled massive tower of the Jarl 
of former days, 

And the cope stone of the turret 
Is lying upon its hospitable hearth , 
But thou too shalt stoop, proud com 
peller of clouds, 

When thou hearest the voice of the 
Reim-kennar 

There are verses that can stop the 
stag m the forest, 

Ay, and when the dark-colour’d dog 
IS opening on his track , 

There are verses can make the wild 
hawk pause on the wing. 

Like the falcon that wears the hood 
and the jesses. 

And who knows the shrill whistle of 
the fowler 

Thou who canst mock at the scream 
of the drowning manner, 

And the crash of the ravaged forest, 
And the groan of the overwhelmed 
crowds, 

When the church hath fallen in the 
moment of prayer , 

There are sounds which thou also 
must list. 

When they are chanted by the voice 
of the Reim kennar 

Enough of woe hast thou wrought on 
the ocean 

The widows wring their hands on the 
I beach , 
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Enough of woe hast thou wrought on 
the land, 

The husbandman folds his arms in 
despair , 

Cease thou the waving of thy pinions, 

Let the ocean repose in her dark 
strength , 

Cease thou the flashing of thine eyej 

Let the thunderbolt sleep in the ar- 
moury of Odin , 

Be thou still at my bidding, viewless 
racer of the north western 
heaven, — 

Sleep thou at the voice of Norna the 
Reim kennar 

Eagle of the far north-western wateis, 

Thou hast heard the voice of the Reim- 
kennar, 

Thou hast closed thy wide sails at her 
bidding, 

And folded them in peace by thy side 

My blessing be on thy retiring path , 

When thou stoopest from thy place on 
high, 

Soft be thy slumbers in the caverns of 
the unknown ocean, 

Rest till destiny shall again awaken 
thee , 

Eagle of the north west, thou hast 
heard the voice of the Reim 
kennar 
Chap VI 


A LAST FAREWELL 

Claud Halcro sings — 

Farewell to Northmaven, 
Grey Hillswicke, farewell ' 
To the calms of ihy haven. 
The storms on thy fell. 

To each breeze that can vaiy 
The mood of thy mam. 
And to thee bonny Mary • 
We meet not again 1 


Farewell the wild ferry. 

Which Hacon could brave, 
When the peaks of the Skerry 
Were white in the wave 
There *s a maid may look over 
These wild waves in vam, — 

For the skiff of her lovei — 

He comes not again f 

The vows thou hast broke, 

On the wild currents fling them , 
On the quifksand and rock 

Let the mermaidens sing them , 
New sweetness they'll give her 
Bewildering strain , 

But there ’s one who will never 
Believe them again 

O were there an island. 

Though ever so wild. 

Where woman could smile, and 
No man be beguded — 

Too tempting a snare 

To poor mortals were given , 
And the hope would there, 

That should anchor in heaven 
Chap XII 


HAROLD HARFAGER, 

The sun is rising dimly red, 

The wind is wailing low and dread , 
From his cliff the eagle sallies. 
Leaves the wolf his darksome \ alleys, 
In th^ mist the ravens hover, 

Peep the wild dogs from the cover. 
Screaming, croaking, baying, yelling. 
Each in his wild accents telling, 

‘ Soon we feast on dead and dying, 
Fair haiPd Harold’s flag is flying* 

Many a crest on air is streaming. 
Many a helmet darkly gleaming. 
Many an arm the axe uprears. 
Doom’d to hew the wood of spears 
D d 
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All along the crowded ranks 
Horses neigh and armour clanks , 
Chiefs are shouting, clarions ringing, 
Louder still the bai d is singing, 

‘ Gather footmen, gather horsemen, 
To the field, ye valiant Norsemen < 

‘Halt;j/e not for food or slumber. 
View not vantage, count not numbei 
Jolly leapers, forward still, 

Grow the crop on vale or hill. 

Thick or scatter d, stiff ^r lithe, 

It shall down before the scythe 
Forward with your sickles bright, 
Reap the harvest of the fight , 
Onward footmen, onward horsemen. 
To the charge ye gallant Norsemen ' 

‘ Fatal Choosers of the Slaughter, 
O’er jou hovers Odin’s daughter, 
Hear the choice she spreads before 

ye,— 

Victory, and wealth, and glory. 

Or old Valhalla’s roaring hail, 

Hei ever circling mead and ale, 
Where for eternity unite 
The joys of wassail and of fight 
Headlong forward, foot and horse- 
men, 

Charge and fight, and die like Norse- 
men * ’ 

Chap XV 


THE MEETING OF THE MER 
MAIDS AND MERMEN 

MERMAID 

Fathoms deep beneath the wave, 
Stringing beads of glistenng pearl, 
Singing the achievements brave 
Of many an old Norwegian earl , 
Dwelling where the tempest’s raving. 
Falls as light upon our ear, 


As the sigh of lover, craving 
Pity from his lady dear. 

Children of wild Thule, we. 

From the deep caves of the sea, 

As the lark springs from the lea, 
Hithti come, to shaie your glee 

MERMAN 

From leining of the water-horse, 

That bounded till the waves were 
foaming. 

Watching the infant tempest’s couise, 
Chasing the sea-snake in his roam 
ing, 

Fiom winding charge-notes on the 
shell. 

When the huge whale and sword 
fish duel, 

Or tolling shroudless seamen’s knell, 
When the winds and waves are 
cniel , 

Children of wild Thule, we 
Have plough’d such furrows on the 
sea, 

As the steer draws on the lea. 

And hither we come to shaie your 
glee 

MERMAIDS AND MERMEN 

We heard you m our twilight caves, 
A hundred fathom deep below, 

For notes of joy can pierce the waves, 
That drown each sound of war and 
woe 

Those who dwell beneath the sea 
Love the sons of Thule well , 

Thus, to aid your mirth, bring we 
i Dance, and song, and sounding 
shell 

Children of dark Thule, know. 

Those who dwell by haaf and voe, 
Where your daring shallops row, 
Come to share the festal show 

Chap XVI 
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NORNASm^S — 

For leagues along the wateiy waj, 
Through gulf and stream my course 
has been , 

The billows know my Runic laj , 

And smooth then crests to silent 
green 

The billows know my Runic laj , — 
The gulf grows smooth, the stream 
IS still , 

But human hearts, more wild than 
they. 

Know but the rule of wayward 
will 

One hour is mine, in all the year, 

To tell my woes,— and one alone , 
When gleams this magic lamp, ’tis 
here, — 

When dies the mystic light, Tis 
gone 

Daughters of northern Magnus, hail * 
The lamp is lit, the flame is clear, — 
To you I come to tell my tale, 

Awake, arise, my tale to hear ’ 

Norna’s Invocation 

Dwellers of the mountain, rise, 
Trolld the powerful, Haims the wise ’ 
Ye who taught weak woman's tongue 
Words that sway the wise and strong. 
Ye who taught weak woman’s hand 
How to wield the magic wand. 

And wake the gales on Foiilah s steep 
Or lull wild Sumburgh’s waves to 
sleep ’ 

Still live ye yet? Not yours the 
pow'r 

Ye knew in Odin’s mightier hour 
What are ^ye now but empty names, 
Powerful Trolld, sagacious Haims, 
That, lightly spoken, lightly heard, 
Float on the air like thistle’s beard ? 


Trolld ’ s Reply 

A thousand winters dark have flown 
Since o’er the threshold of my Stone 
A votaress pass’d, my power to own 
Visitor bold 

Of the mansion of Trolld, 
Maiden, haughty ofhearf. 
Who hast hither presum’d, — 
Ungifted, undoom d, 

Thou shalt not depart * 

The pow%r thou dost covet 
O’er tempest and wave, 

Shall be thine, thou proud maiden ’ 
By beach and by cave. 

By stack and by skerry, by noup ^ and 
by voe 

By air ® and by wick, and by helyer * 
and gio^. 

And by every wild shore which the 
northern winds know 
And the northern tides lave 
But tho’ this shall be given thee, thou 
desperately bra\ e, 

1 doom thee that never the gift thou 
shalt have 

Till thou reave thy life’s giver of the 
gift which he gave 


Norna’s Answer 

Dark are thy words, and severe, 
Thou Dweller in the Stone , 
But trembling and fear 
To her are unknown 
W^^o hath sought thee here, 

In thy dwelling lone 

Come what comes soever. 

The worst I can endure 
Life is but a short fever, 

And Death ’s the cure 

Chap xiK 


1 Around headed eminence. 2 A creek 
3 An open sea beach < A bt-i-cave 

3 A deep ravine admitting the sea 

D d 2 
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CLAUD HALCRO AND NORNA 

CLAUD HALCRO 

Mother darksome, Mother dread, 
Dweller on the Fitful head, 

Thou canst see what deeds are done 
Under the never-setting sun 
Look Through sleet, and look through 
fi ost, 

Look to Greenland’s caves and coast, — 
By the ice berg is a sail^ 

Chasing of the swarthy whale , 
Mother doubtful, Mother dread, 

Tell us, has the good ship sped ? 

NORNA 

The thought of the aged is ever on gear, 
On his fishing, his furrow, his flock, 
and his steer , 

But thrue may his fishing, flock, 
furrow, and herd. 

While the aged for anguish shall tear 
his grey beard 

The ship, well laden as bark need be, 
Lies deep in the fuirow of the Iceland 
sea , 

The breeze for Zetland blows fair and 
soft, 

And gaily the garland is fluttering aloft 
Seven good fishes have spouted their 
last, 

And their jaw bones are hanging to 
yard and mast, 

Two are for Lerwick, and two for 
Kirkwall, 

Three for Burgh Westra, the choicest 
of all 

CLAUD HALCRO 

Mother doubtful, Mother dread, 
Dweller of the Fitful head, 

Thou hast conn d full many a rhyme, 
That lives upon the surge of time 
Tell me, shall my lays be sung. 

Like Hacon s of the golden tongue. 
Long after Halcro ’s dead and gone^ 
Or, shall HialtUnd s minstrel own 
One note to rival glorious John? 


NORNA 

The infant loves the rattle s noise , 
Age, double childhood, hath its toys , 
But different far the descant rings, 

As strikes a different hand the strings 
The eagle mounts the polar sky 
The Imber-goose, unskill d to fly. 
Must be content to glide along. 
Where seal and sea dog list his song 

CLAUD HALCRO 

Be mine the Imber goose to play, 
And haunt lone ca\ e and silent bay , 
The archer’s aim so shall I shun — 

So shall I ’scape the levell’d gun — 
Content my verses’ tuneless jingle, 
With Thule’s sounding tides to mingle, 
While, to the ear of wondering wight, 
Upon the distant headland’s height. 
Soften’d by murmur of the sea, 

The lude sounds seem like harmony) 

Mothei doubtful. Mother dread, 
Dweller of the Fitful head, 

A gallant bark from far abroad, 

Saint Magnus hath her in his road, 
With guns and firelocks not a few — 
A silken and a scarlet ci ew , 

Deep stored with precious merchan 
dise, 

Of gold, and goods of raie device — 
What interest hath our comrade bold 
In balk and crew, in goods and gold^ 

NORNA 

Gold IS ruddy, fair, and free, 

Blood IS crimson, and dark to see , 

I look d out on Saint Magnus Bay, 
And I saw a falcon that struck her 
prey,— 

A gobbet of flesh in her beak she 
bore, 

And talons and singles are dripping 
with gore , 

Let him that asks after them look on 
his hand. 

And if there is blood on ’t, he s one 
of then band 
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CLALD HALCRO 

Mother doubtful Mother dread, 
Dweller of the Fitful head, 

Well thou know’st it is thy task 
To tell what Beauty will not ask , 
Then steep thy words in wine and 
milk, 

And weave a doom of gold and silk, — 
For we wouM know, shall Brenda 
prove 

In love, and happy in her love ? 

^ORN\ 

Untouch’d by lov e, the maiden’s breast 
Is like the snow on Rona’s ciest. 

High seated in the middle sky, 

In blight and barren purity, 

But by the sunbeam gently kiss’d. 
Scarce by the gazing eye ’tis miss’d, 
Ere, dowm the lonely valle3r stealing, 
Fresh grass and growth its course 
revealing, 

It cheers the flock, revives the flower. 
And decks some happy shepheids 
bower 

MAGNUS TROIL 

Mother speak, and do not tarry, 

Here ’s a maiden fain would marry 
Shall she marry, ay or not ^ 

If she marry, what ’s her lot ^ 

NORNA 

Untouch’d by love, the maiden’s breast 
Is like the snow on Rona’s crest, 

So pure, so free from earthy dye, 

It seems, whilst leaning on the sky 
Part of the heaven to which ’tis nigh , 
But passion, like the wild March ram. 
May soil the w reath with many a stain 
We gaze — the lovely vision ’s gone — 
A ton ent fills the bed of stone. 

That hurrying to destruction’s shock. 
Leaps headlong from the lofty rock 

Chap \\i 


SONG OF THE SHETLAND 
FISHERS 

Farewell, merry maidens, to song, 
and to laugh. 

For the brave lads of Westra aie 
bound to the Haaf , 

And we must have labour, and hflinger, 
and pain. 

Ere we dance with the maids of 
Dunrossness again 

For now, in our trim boats of Noroway 
deal, 

We must dance on the waves, with 
the porpoise and seal , 

The breeze it shall pipe, so it pipe not 
too high. 

And the gull be our songstress wher- 
e’er she flits by 

Sing on, my brave bird, while we 
follow, like thee, 

By bank, shoal, and quicksand, the 
swarms of the sea , 

And when twenty score fishes are 
straining our line. 

Sing louder, bi ave bird, for their spoils 
shall be thine 

We’ll sing while we bait, and we’d 
sing while we haul 

For the deeps of the Haaf have enough 
for us all 

There is torsk for the gentle, and 
skate for the carle, 

And there ’s wealth for bold Magnus, 
the son of the earl 

Huzza 1 my brave comrades, give way 
for the Haaf, 

We shall sooner come back to the 
dance and the laugh , 

For life without mirth is a lamp 
without oil , 

Then, mirth and long life to the bold 
Magnus Troil 1 
Chap XXII 



8o6 


Ant 


Cleveland sings — 

Love wakes and weeps 
While Beauty sleeps • 

O for Music’s softest numbers, 

To prompt a theme, 

For Beauty s dream, 

Soft as the pillow of her slumbers ’ 

Through groves of palm 
Sigh gales of balm, 

Fire flies on the air are ^wheeling , 
While through the gloom 
Comes soft perfume, 

The distant beds of flowers revealing 

O wake and live ♦ 

No dream can give 
A shadow’d bliss, the real excelling , 
No longer sleep 
From lattice peep, 

And list the tale that Love is telling 


Farewell ’ Farewell ’ the voice you 
hear 

Has left its last soft tone with you , 
Its next must join the seaward cheer, 
And shout among the shoutmgcrew 

The accents which I scarce could form 
Beneath your frown’s controlling 
check. 

Must give the word, above the storm, 
To cut the mast, and clear the wreck 

The timid eye I dared not raise, 

The hand, that shook when press’d 
to thine, 

Must point the guns upon the chase — 
Must bid the deadly cutlass shine 

To all I love, or hope, or fear, 
Honour, or own, a long adieu * 

To all that life has soft and deal, 
Farewell < save memory of you I 


Claud Halcro smgs o ) reates — 

And you shall deal the funeral dole , 
A3, deal It, mother mine, 

To weary body, and to heavy soul, 
The white bread and the wine 

And you shall deal my horses of 
pride , 

Ay, deal them, mother mine 
And you shall deal my lands so wide, 
And deal my castles nine 

But deal not vengeance for the deed, 
And deal not for the crime , 

1 he body to its place, and the soul to 
Heaven’s grace, 

And the rest m God s own time 


Saint Magnus control thee, that martyr 
of treason , 

Saint Ronan rebuke thee, with rhyme 
and with reason , 

By the mass of Saint Martin, the might 
of Saint Mary, 

Be thou gone or thy weird shall be 
worse if thou tarry ’ 

Ifofgood, go hence and hallow thee 
If of ill, let the earth swallow thee 
If thou ’rt of air, let the grey mist fold 
thee , — 

If of earth, let the swart mine hold 
thee , — 

If a Pixie, seek thy ring , — 

If a Nixie, seek thy spring, — 

If on middle earth thou ’st been 
Slave of sorrow, shame, and sin, 

Hast eat the bread of toil and strife, 
And dree’d the lot which men call life , 
Begone to thy stone > for thy coffin is 
scant of thee, 

The worm, thy play-fellow, wails for 
the want of thee 

Hence, houseless ghost ' let the earth 
hide thee, 

Till Michael shall blow the blast, see 
that there thou bide thee » — 
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Phantom, fly hence • take the Cross 
for a token, 

Hence pass till Hallowmass ’ — my 
spell IS spoken 

Where corpse-light 
Dances bright, 

Be it by day or night, 

Be it by light or dark. 

There shall corpse lie stiff and stark 

Menseful maiden ne’er should rise. 
Till the first beam tinge the skies , 
Silk-frmged eyelids still should close, 
Till the sun has kiss’d the rose , 
Maiden’s foot we should not view. 
Mark’d with tiny print on dew, 

Till the opening flowerets spread 
Carpet meet for beauty’s tread 
Chap xxiir 


Norna smgs or rentes — 

Champion, famed for warlike toil. 

Art thou silent, Ribolt Troil ? 

Sand, and dust, and pebbly stones 
Are leaving bare thy giant bones 
Who dared touch the wild bear s skin 
Ye slumber’d on, while life was in ? 

A woman now, or babe, may come 
And cast the covering from thy tomb 

Yet be not wrathful, Chief, nor blight 
Mine eyes or ears with sound or sight ' 
I come not, with unhallow’d tread. 
To wake the slumbers of the dead, 

Or lay thy giant reliques bare , 

But what I seek thou well canst spare 
Be it to my hand allow’d 
To shear a merk’s weight from thy 
shroud , 

Yet leave thee sheeted lead enough 
To shield thy bones from weather 
rough 


See, I draw my magic knife 
Never, while thou wert in life, 

Lay’st thou still for sloth or fear. 
When point and edge were glittering 
near, 

See, the ceiements now I sever — > 
Waken now, or sleep foi evei ' 

Thou wilt not wake — thedeed iS done * 
The prize I sought is fairly won 

Thanks, Ribolt, thanks , foi this the 
sea ♦ 

Shall smooth its ruffled crest for thee, 
And while afar its billows foam. 
Subside to peace near Ribolt’s tomb 
Thanks, Ribolt, thanks, for this the 
might 

Of wild winds raging at their height. 
When to thy place of slumber nigh, 
Shall soften to a lullaby 

She, the dame of doubt and dread, 
Noma of the Fitful head, 

Mighty m her own despite, 

Miserable in her might, 

In despair and frenzy great, 

In her greatness desolate. 

Wisest, wickedest who lives, — 

Well can keep the word she gives 
Chap XXV 


Norn\ rentes — 

Thou, so needful, yet so dread, 

With cloudy crest, and wing of red , 
Them, without whose genial breath 
The North would sleep the sleep of 
death , 

Who deign’st to warm the cottage 
hearth. 

Yet hurls proud palaces to earth, — 
Brightest, keenest of the Powers, 
Which form and rule this world of 
ours, 

With my rhyme of Runic, I 
Thank thee for thy agency 
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Old Reimkennai, to thy art 
Mother Hertha sends her part, 

She, whose gracious bounty gives 
Needful food for all that lives 
From the deep mine of the North 
Came the mystic metal forth, 

Doom’d amidst disjointed stones, 

Long fo cere a champion’s bones, 
Disinhumed my charms to aid — 
Mother Earth, m3'’ thanks are paid 

Girdle of our islands dear, 

Element of Water, hear > 

Thou whose power can overwhelm 
Broken mounds and ruin’d realm 
On the lowly Belgian strand , 

All thy fiercest rage can never 
Of our soil a furlong sever 

From our rock-defended land , 
Pla3 then gently thou thy part, 

To assist old Noma’s art 

Elements, each other greeting, 

Gifts and power attend your meeting 

Thou, that over billows dark 
Safel3 send’st the fisher’s bark, 
Giving him a path and motion 
Through the w iOerness of ocean , 

1 hou, that when the billows brave ye, 
O erthe shelves canst drite the navy, — 
Didst thou chafe as one neglected, 
While thy brethren were respected ^ 
To appease thee, sec, I tear 
Ihis full grasp of grizzled hair, 

Oft thy breath hath through it swig, 
Softening to my magic tongue , 

Now, tis thine to bid it fly 
Through the wide expanse of sky, 
’Mid the countless swarms to sail 
Of wild-fowl wheeling on thy gale , 
Take thy portion and rejoice, — 
Spirit, thou hast heard my voice ' 

She who sits by haunted well. 

Is subject to the Nixie’s spell , 


She who walks on lonely beach. 

To the Mermaid’s charmed speech, 
She who walks round ring of green, 
Offends the peevish Faiiy Queen, 

And she who takes rest in the Dwar 
fie’s cave, 

A weary weird of woe shall have 

By ring, by spring, by ca\e, by shore, 
Minna Troil has braved all this and 
more , 

And yet hath the root of her sorrow 
and ill, 

A source that ’s more deep and more 
mystical still 

Thou art within a demon’s hold. 

More wise than Heims, more strong 
than Trolld , 

No siren sings so sweet as he. 

No fay springs lighter on the lea , 

No elfin power hath half the art 
To soothe, to move, to wring the 
heart, — 

Life blood from the cheek to dram, 
Drench the eye, and dry the vein 
Maiden, ere we farther go. 

Dost thou note me, ay or no * 

MINNA 

I mark thee, my mother, both word, 
look, and sign , 

Speak on with thy riddle— to read it 
be mine 

NORNA 

Mark me ’ for the word I speak 
Shall bring the colour to thy cheek 
This leaden heart, so light of cost. 
The symbol of a treasure lost, 

Thou shalt wear m hope and in peace, 
That the cause of thy sickness and 
sorrow may cease, 

When crimson foot meets crimson 
hand 

In the Martyr’s Aisle, and in Orkney 
land 
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Be patient, be patient, for Patience 
hath power 

To ward us in danger, like mantle in 
shower , 

A fairy gift you best may hold 

In a chain of fairy gold , 

The chain and the gift are each a true 
token, 

That not without warrant old Nonia 
hath spoken , 

But thy nearest and dearest must never 
behold them, 

Till time shall accomplish the truths 
I have told them 
Chap XXVIII 


The Pedlar stngs hts wares — 

PooRsmners whom thesnake deceives, 
Are fain to cover them with leaves 
Zetland hath no leaves, *tis true, 
Because that trees are none, or few , 
But we have flax and taits of woo’, 
For linen cloth and wadmaal blue, 
And we have many foreign knacks 
Of finer waft, than woo’ or flax 
Ye gallant Lambmas lads appear, 

And bring your Lambmas sisters heie, 
Bryce Snailsfoot spares not cost or 
care, 

To pleasure every gentle pair 
Chap XXXII 


MOTTOES 

’Tis not alone the scene, the man, 
Anselmo, 

The man finds sympathies in these 
wild wastes, 

And roughly tumbling seas, which 
fairer views 

And smoother waves <Jeny him 

Ancient Drama 

Chap II 


This is no pilgrim’s morning yon 
grey mist 

Lies upon hill and dale, and field and 
lorest, 

Like the dun wimple of a new-made 
widow 

And, by my faith, although my heart 
be soft, 

I ’d rather hear that widow weep and 
sigh, 

And tell th e virtues of th e dear departe d , 

Than, wheif the tempest sends his 
voice abroad. 

Be subject to its fury 

The Double Nuptials 

Chap IV 

She does no work by halves, yon 
raving ocean , 

Engulphing those she strangles, her 
wild womb 

Affords the manners whom she hath 
dealt on, 

Their death at once, and sepulchre 

Old Play 

Chap VII 

This is a gentle trader, and a prudent 

He’s no Autolycus, to blear your eye, 

With quips, of worldly gauds and 
gamesomeness , 

But seasons all his glittering mer- 
chandise 

With wholesome doctrine suited to 
the use, 

As men sauce goose with sage and 
rosemary 

Old Play 

Chap IX 

All your ancient customs, 

And long-descended usages, I 11 
change 

Ye shall not eat, nor drink, nor speak, , 
nor move, 

D d 3 



8io 


ani 


Thinkj look, oi walk, as were 
viont to do, 

Even your marriage beds shall know 
mutation , 

The bride shall ha\e the stock, the 
groom the wall , 

For all old practice will I tuin and 
•change, 

And call it reformation — marr3’-, will I ’ 

’ Tts Even that we *ie at Odds 
Chap XI 

We’ll keep our customs — w’-hat is 
law itself, 

But old establish’d cus<-om» What 
religion, 

(I mean, with one half of the men 
that use it,) 

Save the good use and wont that 
carries them 

To worship how and where their 
fathers worshipp’d? 

All things resolve m custom — we’ll 
keep ours 

Old Play 

Chap MV 

See yonder woman, whom our swains 
revere, 

And dread in secret, while they take 
her counsel 

When sweetheart shall be kind, or 
when cross dame shall die , 

Where lurks the thief who stole the 
sih er tankard, 

And how the pestilent murrain may 
be cured, — 

This sage adviser’s mad, stark mad, 
my friend , 

\ et, in her madness, hath the art and 
cunning 

To wring fools’ secrets from their 
inmost bosoms. 

And pay inquirers with the coin the> 
gave her 
Chap XXIX 


What ho, my jovial mates ' come on t 
we’ll fiolic it 

Like fames fiisking in the merry 
moonshine, 

Seen by the curtal friar, who, from 
some christening, 

Or some blithe bridal, hies belated 
cell ward , — 

He starts, and changes his bold bottle 
swagger 

T 0 churchman space professional, and, 
ransacking 

His treacherous memory for some 
holy hymn. 

Finds but the roundel of the midnight 
catch 

Old Play 

Chap xx\ 


IsTRivE like to the vessel in the tideway , 

Which, lacking favouring breeze, hath 
not the power 

1 o stem the powerful current Even 
so, 

Resolving daily to forsake my vices, 

Habit, strong circumstance, renew’d 
temptation, 

Sweep me to sea again O heavenly 
breath, 

Fill thou my sails, and aid the feeble 
vessel, 

Which ne er can reach the blessed 
port without thee ' 

’Tts Odds when Evens meet 
Chap xxMi 


Parental lov e, my friend, has power 
o’er wisdom. 

And IS the charm, which, like the 
falconer s lure. 

Can bring from heaven the highest 
soaring spirits 

So when famed Prosper doff d his 
magic robe. 

It was Miranda pluck’d it from his 
shoulders 

Chap XXXIII 
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H ARiv to theinsult loud, the bitter sneer, 

The fierce threat answering to the 
brutal jeer , 

Oaths fly like pistol shots, and vengeful 
words 

Clash with each other like conflicting 
swords 

The robber’s quarrel by such sounds 
is shown, 

And true men have some chance to 
gain their own 

CapUvity, a Poem 

Chap wxiv 


XV 

FROM THE FORTUNES OF 
NIGEL 

MOTTOES 

Now Scot and English are agreed, 
And Saunders hastes to cross the 
Tweed, 

Where, such the splendours that 
attend him, 

His \ery mother scarce had ken’d 
him 

His metamorphosis behold, 

From Glasgow frieze to cloth of gold , 
His back sword, with the iron hilt. 

To rapier, fairly hatch’d and gilt , 

Was ever seen a gallant braver i 
His very bonnet ’s grown a beaver 
The Reformaiton 

Chap I 

This, sir, is one among the Seignory, 
Has wealth at will, and will to use 
his wealth, 

And wit to increase it Marry, his 
worst folly 

Lies in a thriftless sort of charity, 


That goes a gadding sometimes after 
objects, 

Which wise men will not see when 
thrust upon them 

The Old Couple 

Chap II 

Ay, sir, the clouted shoe hath ofttimes 
craft in ’t. 

As says the rustic proverb , and your 
citizen* 

In’s grogiam suit, gold chain, and 
well-black’d shoes, 

Bears under his flat cap ofttimes a 
brain 

Wiser than burns beneath the cap 
and feather, 

Or seethes within the statesman’s 
velvet nightcap 

Read me my Riddle 

Chap IV 

Wherefore come 3- e not to court 
Certain ’tis the rarest sport , 

There are silks and jewels glistening. 
Prattling fools and wise men listening, 
Bullies among brave men justling. 
Beggars amongst nobles bustling , 
Low-breath d talkers, mmion lispers, 
Cutting hones| throats by whispers , 
Wherefore come ye not to court 1 
Skelton swears Tis glorious sport 
Skelton Skeliomzeth 

Chap \ 

% 

O, I do know him, Tis the mouldy 
lemon 

Which our court wits will wet their 
lips withal, 

When they would sauce their honied 
conversation 

With somewhat sharper flav our 
Marry, sir, 

That virtue ’s wellnigh left him , all 
the juice 


D d .s 
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That was so sharp and poignant, as 
squeezed out , 

While the poor imd, although as 
sour as ever, 

Must season soon the draff we give 
our grunters, 

For two legg’d things are weary on T 
The Chamberlatn — A Comedy 
Chap VI 

Things needful we hav^? thought on , 
but the thing 

Of all most needful — that which 
Scripture terms, 

As if alone it merited regard. 

The ONE thing needful — that’s yet 
unconsider’d 

The Chambeilatn 

Chap VII 

Ah f mark the matron well — and 
laugh not, Harry, 

At her old steeple hat and velvet 
guard — 

I Ve call’d her like the ear of Dionysius, 

I mean that ear form’d vault, built 
o’er the dungeon, 

To catch the groans and discontented 
murmurs 

Of his poor bondsmen Even so doth 
Martha ^ 

Dunk up, for her own purpose, all 
that passes. 

Or is supposed to pass, in this wide 
city, 

She can retail it too, if that her profit 

Shall call on her to do so , and retail it 

For your advantage, so that you can 
make 

Your profit jump with hers 

The Conspiracy 

Chap vni 

Bid not thy fortune troll upon the 
whirls 

Of yonder dancing cubes of mottled 
bone 


And drown it not, like Eg3’'pt s royal 
harlot, 

Dissolving her rich peail in the 
biimm’d wine cup 

’These are the arts, Lothario, wh’ch 
shrink acres 

Intobnefyards — bring sterling pounds 

to farthings, 

Cl edit to infamy, and the poor 

Rull, 

Who might have lived an honoui’d, 
easy life, 

To rum, and an unregarded grave 
The Changes 

Chap X 


This is the vei^ barn-yard, 

Wheie muster daily the prime cocks 
o* the game, 

Ruffle their pinions, crow till they 
are hoarse, 

And spar about a barleycorn Here, 
too, chickens, 

Ihe callow, unfledged brood of 
forward folly. 

Learn first to rear the crest, and aim 
the spur, 

And tune their note like full-plumed 
Chanticleer 

The Beai Gaiden 

Chap XII 


Let the proud salmon gorge the 
feather d hook, 

Then strike, and then you have him 
He will wince , 

Spin out your line that it shall whistle 
from you 

Some twenty yards or so, yet you 
shall have him 

Mairy ' you must have patience , the 
stout rock 

Which IS his trust, hath edges some- 
thing sharp , 
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And the deep pool hath ooze and 
sludge enough 

To mar your fishing — 'less you are 
more careful 

Albion ot the Double Kings 
Chap xin 


Give way ’ give way • I must and 
will have justice , 

And tell me not of privilege and place , 

Where I am injured, there I’ll sue 
redress 

Look to it, every one who bars my 
access , 

I have a heart to feel the injury, 

A hand to right myself, and, by my 
honour, 

That hand shall grasp what grey- 
beard Law denies me 

The Chamberlain 

Chap XVI 


Come hither, young one Mark me » 
Thou art now 

’Mongst men o’ the sword, that live 
by reputation 

More than by constant income 
Single suited 

They are, I grant you , yet each single 
suit 

Maintains, on the rough guess, a 
thousand followers , 

And they be men, who, hazarding 
their all, 

Needful apparel, necessary income. 

And human body, and immortal soul, 

Do in the very deed but hazard 
nothing — 

So stnctly is that all bound in re- 
version , 

Clothes to the broker, income to the 
usurer. 

And body to disease, and soul to 
the foul fiend , 


Who laughs to see Soldadoes and 
fooladoes, 

Play better than himself his game 
on earth 

The Mohocks 

Chap XVII 

Mother What ’ dazzled by ft flash 
of Cupid s minor 

With which the boy, as mortal urchins 
wont. 

Flings back Ae sunbeam in the eye of 
passengers, 

Then laughs to see them stumble ^ 

Daughter Mother t no , 

It was a lightning flash which dazzled 
me, 

And never shall these eyes see true 
again 

Beef and Pudding, 

An Old English Comedy 

Chap XVIII 

By this good light, a wench of match- 
less mettle ’ 

This were a leaguer-lass to love a sol- 
dier, 

Tobmd his wounds, and kiss his bloody 
brow. 

And sing a roundel as she help’d to 
arm hjin, 

Though the rough foeman's drums 
were beat so nigh, 

They seem’d to bear the burden 

Old Play 

Cljap XIX 

Credit me, friend, it hath been ever 
thus. 

Since the ark rested on Mount Ararat 

False man hath sworn, and woman 
hath believed — 

Repented and reproach’d, and then 
believed once more 

The hen World 

Chap XX 
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Rove not from pole to pole — the man 
lives here 

Whose lazor's only equall’d by his 
beer , 

And where, in either sense, the cock- 
ney put 

May, if he pleases, get confounded cut 
FUr the Sign of an Alehouse kept 
by a Bat her 

Chap XXI 

Chance will not do the woik, Chance 
sends the breeze , 

But if the pilot slumber at the helm. 

The very wind that wafts us towards 
the port 

May dash us on the shelves The 
steersman’s part is vigilance. 

Blow it or rough or smooth 

Old Play 

Chap XXII 

This is the time Heaven’s maiden- 
sentinel 

Hath quitted her highwatch, thelesser 
spangles 

Are paling one by one , give me the 
ladder 

And the short lever , bid Antony 

Keep with his carabin^ the wicket 
gate. 

And do thou bare thy knife and follow 
me, 

For we will in and do it Darkness 
like this 

Is dawning of oar fortunes 

Old Play 

Chap XXIV 

Death finds us ’mid our playthings — 
snatches us, 

As a cross nurse might do a wayward 
child. 

From all our toys and baubles His 
rough call 


U nlooses all our favourite ties on earth 

And well if the3^ are such as may be 
answer’d 

In yonder world, where all is judged 
of trul^ 

Old Play 

Chap \\v 

Give us good voyage, gentle stream, 
we stun not 

Thy sober ear with sounds of levelry, 

Wake not the slumbering echoes of 
thy banks 

With voice of flute and horn , we do 
but seek 

On the broad pathway of thy swelliug 
bosom 

To glide in silent safety 

The Double Bndal 

Chap XXVI 

This way he safety and a sure 
retreat , 

Yonder he danger, shame, and 
punishment 

Most welcome danger then— -nay, let 
me sa} , 

Though spoke with swelling heart- 
welcome e’en shame , 

And welcome punishment — for, call 
me guilty, 

I do but pay the tax that’s due to 
justice , 

And call me guiltless, then that punish 
ment 

Is shame to those alone who do m 
flict it 

The Tribunal 

Chap xxvii 

How fares the man on whom good 
men would look 

With eyes where scorn and censure 
combated, 

But that kind Christian love hath 
taught the lesson — 
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That they who merit most contempt 
and hate, 

Do most deserve our pity 

Old Play 

Chap XXIX 


Blood shall flow freely, but it shall be 
gore 

Of herds and flocks, and venison and 
poultry, 

JoinM to the brave heart’s blood of 
John a-Barleycorn t 


Marry, come up, sir, with your gentle 
blood • 

Here’s a red stream beneath this coarse 
blue doublet. 

That warms the heart as kindly as if 
drawn 

From the far source of old Assyrian 
kings, 

Who first made mankind subject to 
their sway 

Old Play 

Chap XXXI 

We are not worse at once the course 
of evil 

Begins so slowly, and from such slight 
source, 

An infant’s hand might stem its breach 
with clay , 

But let the stream get deeper, and 
philosophy — 

Ay, and religion too, — shall strive in 
vain 

To turn the headlong torrent 

Old Play 

Chap XXXV 


XVI 

FROM PEVERIL OF THE 
PEAK 

MOTTOES 


Chap II 


Old Play 


Here *s neither want of appetites nor 
mouths , 

Pray Heave* we be not scant of meat 
or mirth 1 


Chap III 


Old Play 


No, sir, I will not pledge I ’m one of 
those 

Who think good wine needs neither 
bush nor preface 

To make it welcome If 5 ou doubt my 
word, 

Fill the quart-cup, and see if I will 
choke on ’t 

Old Play 

Chap i\ 


Ascasto Can she not speak ? 

Oswald If speech be only m ac- 
cented sounds, 

Framed by the tongue and lips, the 
maiden ’s dumb , 

But if by qm^k and apprehensive look, 

By motion, sign, and glance, to give 
each meaning. 

Express as clothed in language, be 
term’d speech. 

She hath that wondrous faculty , for 
her e>es, 

Like the bright stars of heaven, can 
hold discourse. 

Though it be mute and soundless 


Chap XVI 


Old Play 


Why then, we will have bellowing of 
beeves, 

Broaching of barrels, brandishing of 
spigots , 


This is a love meeting ’ See the maiden 
mourns, 

And the sad suitor bends his looks on 
earth 
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Tlieie’s more hath pass’d between 
them than belongs 

To Love’s sweet sorrows 

Old Play 

Chap XVII 

Now, hoist the anchor, mates , and 
let the sails 

Gi\e then broad bosom to the buxom 
wind, 

Like lass that wooes a lover 

Anonymous 

Chap XIX 

He was a fellow in a peasant’s garb , 

Yet one could censure you a wood- 
cock’s carving, 

Like any courtier at the ordinary 
The Ordinary 

Chap XXII 

We meet, as men see phantoms in a 
dream, 

Which glide and sigh, and sign, and 
mo\ e their lips, 

But make no sound , oi, if they utter 
voice, 

Tis but a low and undistmgmsh’d 
moaning, 

Which has nor word n«or sense of 
utter’d sound 

The Chieftain 

Chap XXIV 

The course of human life is changeful 
still 

As is the fickle wind and wandering 
rill. 

Or, like the light dance which the wild 
breeze weaves 

Amidst the faded race of fallen leaves , 

Which now its breath bears down, 
now tosses high, 

Beats to the earth, or wafts to middle 
sky 


Such, and so varied, the precarious 
play 

Of fate with man, frail tenant of 
a day ’ 

Anonymous 

Chap XXV 

Necessity, thou best of peacemakers, 

As well as suiest promptei of inven 
tion — 

Help us to composition ’ 

Anonymous 

Chap XXVI 

This is some creature of the elements 

Most like your sea gull He can 
wheel and whistle 

His screaming song, e’en when the 
stoim is loudest, 

Take for his sheeted couch the restless 
foam 

Of the wild wave crest , slumber m 
the calm, 

And dally with the storm Yet ’tis a 

gull, 

An arrant gull, with all this 

The Chieftain 

Chap xxvii 

I FEAR the devil worst when gown and 
cassock, 

Or, in the lack of them, old Calvin’s 
cloak. 

Conceals his cloven hoof 

Anonymous 

Chap XXXI.. 

’Tis the black ban dog of our jail 
Pray look on him, 

But at a wary distance, rouse him 
not — 

He bays not till he worries 

The Black Dog of Newgate 

Chap XXXIII 



from (Uooefo. 


!JI7 


‘ Speak not of niceness, when there 's 
chance of wreck,' 

The captain said, as ladies writhed 
their neck 

To see the dying dolphin flap the 
deck 

‘If VvC go down, on us these gentry 
sup , 

We dine upon them, if we haul them 
up 

Wise men applaud us when we eat 
the eaters. 

As the devil laughs when keen folks 
cheat the cheaters * 

The Sea Voyage 

Chap xxwiii 


Contentions fierce, 
Ardent, and dire, spring from no petty 
cause 


Albion, 


Chap \L 


To fate's disposal flung his heap of gold. 

And laugh’d alike when it increased 
or lessen’d 

Such virtue hath court air to teach us 
patience 

Which schoolmen preach m vain 

Why come ye not to Court ^ 
Chap XLv 

Here stand I tight and trim. 

Quick of e^e, though little of limb , 

He who denieth the word I have 
spoken. 

Betwixt him and me shall lances be 
broken 

Lay of the Little John de Sainire 
Chap XLvi 


XVII 


He came amongst them like a new- 
raised spirit, 

To speak of dreadful judgments that 
impend, 

And of the wrath to come 

The Reformei 

Chap XLiii 

And some for safety took the dreadful 
leap, 

Some for the voice of Heaven seem’d 
calling them , 

Some for advancement, or for lucre’s 
sake — 

I leap’d in frolic 

The Dream, 

Chap \Liv 

High feasting was there there, the 
gilded roofs 

Rung to the wassail-health , the 
dancer’s step 

Sprung to the chord responsive , the 
gay gamester 


FROM QUENTIN 
DURWARD 

COUNTY GUY 

Ah ^ County Guy, the hour is nigh, 
The sun has left the lea, 

The orange flowerperfumes the bower, 
The breeze is on the sea 
The lark, KS lay who thrill’d all day , 
Sits hush’d his partner nigh , 
Breeze, bird, and flower, confess the 
hour, 

But where is County Guy ^ 

« 

The village maid steals through the 
shade, 

Her shepherd’s suit to hear. 

To beauty shy, by lattice high, 

Sings high-born Cavalier 
The star of Love, all stars above, 

Now reigns o’er earth and sky , 
And high and low the influence know— 
But where is County Guy ^ 

Chap IV 
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MOTTOES 

Full m the midst a mighty pile arose 

Where iron grated gates theirstrength 
oppose 

To each invading step , and strong 
and steep 

The ’bittTed walls rose up, the fosse 
sunk deep 

Slow round the fortress rolled the 
sluggish stream, 

And high m middle air the warder’s 
turrets gleam 

Anonymous 

Chap III 

PAI^TERS show Cupid blind. Hath | 
Hymen eyes^ ! 

Or is his sight wai-p’d by those spec- 
tacles 

Which parents, guardians, and ad- 
visers lend him, 

That he may look through them on 
lands and mansions, 

’On jewels, gold, and all such rich 
donations, 

And see their value ten times 
magnified ? — 

Methmks ’twill brook a question 

The Miseries of Enfoi ced Mamage 

Chap XI 

This is a lecturer so skill’d m policy. 

That (no disparagement to Satan’s 
cunning) 

He well might read a lesson to the 
devil. 

And teach the old seducer new 
temptations 

Old Play 

Chap XII 

Talk not of kings — I scorn the poor 
comparison 

I am a sage, and can command the 
elements , 


At least men think I can , and on that 
thought 

I found unbounded empire 

Albumasai 

Chap XIII 

I SEE thee yet, fair France — thou 
fd\our’d land 

Of art and nature — thou art still before 
me , 

Th3^ sons, to whom their labour is a 
sport, 

So well thy grateful soil returns its 
tribute , 

Thy sun burnt daughters, with their 
laughing e^^’es 

And glossy i aven-locks But, fa\ our d 
France, 

Thou hast had many a tal e of woe to tell. 

In ancient times as now 

Anonymous 

Chap XIV 

He was a son of Egypt, as he told me, 

And one descended from those dread 
magicians, 

Who waged rash war, when Israel 
dwelt in Goshen, 

With Israel and her Pi ophet— match 
ing rod 

With his the sons of Levi’s— and 
encountering 

Jehovah’s miracles with incantations, 

Till upon Egypt came the avenging 
Angel, 

And those proud sages wept for their 
first-born, 

As. wept the unletter’d peasant 

Anonymous 

Chap XV 

Rescue or none. Sir Knight, I am 
your captive , 

Deal with me what your nobleness 
suggests — 
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Thinking the chance of war may one 
day place you 

Where I must now be reckon’d—i’ the 
roll 

Of melancholy prisoners 

Anonymous 

Chap XXIV 

No human quality is so well wove 

In warp and woof, but there's some 
flaw in it , 

I\e known a brave man fly a shep- 
herd’s cur, 

A wise man so demean him, dnvelling 
idiocy 

Had wellnigh been ashamed on’t 
For your crafty, 

Your worldly-wise man, he, above 
the rest, 

Weaves his own snares so fine, he ’s 
often caught in them 

Old Play 

Chap XXV 

When pimces meet, astrologers may 
mark it 

An ominous conjunction, full of 
boding, 

Like that of Mars with Saturn 

Old Play 

Chap XXVI 

Thy time is not yet out — the devil thou 
servest 

Has not as yet deserted thee He aids 

The friends who drudge for him, as the 
blind man 

Was aided by the guide, who lent his 
shoulder 

O’er rough and smooth, until he 
reach’d the brink 

Of the fell precipice— then hurl’d him 
downward 

Old Play 

Chap XXIX 


Our counsels waver like the unsteady 
bark. 

That reels amid the strife of meeting 
currents 

Old Play 

Chap XXX 

Hold fast thy truth, ;young ^oldier — 
Gentle maiden, 

Keep you your promise plight — lea've 
age its subtleties. 

And grej^hair’d policy its maze of 
falseh ood , 

But be you candid as the morning sky, 

Ere the high sun sucks vapours up to 
stain it 

The T7ial 

Chap XXXI 

*Tis brave for Beauty when the best 
blade wins her 

The Count Palatine 

Chap XXXV ^ 


XVIII 

FROM ST RONAN’S WELL 

MOTTOES 

Quts novus hic hospes ? 

Ch’m MAI]?’ — The Gemman in the 
front parlour ’ 

Boots’s free Translation ofiheAeneid 
Chap II 

There must 

Be government in all society , 

Bees have then Queen, and stag herds 
have their leader , 

Rome had her Consuls, Athens had 
hex Archons, 

And we, sir, have our Managing Com- 
mittee 

The Album of St Ronan's 

Chap HI 
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Come, let me have thy counsel, for I 
need it , 

Thou art of those, ^\ho better help 
their friends 

With sage advice, than usurers with 
gold, 

Or brawlers with their sw ords I *11 
truBt to thee, 

For I ask only from thee words, not 
deeds 

The Devtl hath met Ins Match 
Chap X 

Nearest of blood should still be next 
in love , 

And when I see these happj children 
playing. 

While William gathers flowers for 
Ellen’s ringlets, 

And Ellen dresses flies for William’s 
angle, 

I scarce can think, that m advancing 
life, 

Coldness, unkindness, interest, or 
suspicion, 

Will e’er divide that unity so sacred 

Which Nature bound at birth 

Anonymous 

Chap XI 


Oh ’ you would be a vestal maid, I 
warrant, 

The bride of Heaven ? Come ' w^emay 
shake j our purpose 

For here I bring in hand a jolly 
suitoi 

Hath ta’eii degrees m the se\en 
sciences 

That ladies love best — he is joung 
and noble, 

Handsome and valiant, gay and nch, 
and liberal 

The Nun 

Chap XXIII 


1 Hou bear’st a precious burden, gentle 
post,— 

Nitre and sulphur , see that it explode 
not 

Old Play 

Chap XXVII 

As shakes the bough of trembling leaf, 
When sudden whirlwinds rise , 

As stands aghast the warrior chief, 
When his base army flies- — 
Chap XXVIII 

It comes— It wrings me in my parting 
hour, 

The long-hid crime, the well-dis 
guised guilt 

Bring me some holy priest to lay the 
spectre ^ 

Old Play 

Chap XXXII 

On the lee beam lies the land, boys, 
See all clear to i eef each course , 
Let the fore sheet go— don’t mind, 
boys, 

Tho* the weather should be woise 
The Storm 

Chap xxxiir 

Sedet post equtiem atra cura 
Still though the headlong cavalier, 
O’er rough and smooth, in wild career. 
Seems racing with the wind. 

His sad companion, ghastly pale, 
And darksome as a widow’s veil, 
Care— keeps her seat behind 

Horace 

Chap XXXV 

What sheeted ghost is wandenng 
through the storm ^ 

For never did a maid of middle earth 
Choose such a time or spot to vent 
her sorrows 

Old Play, 

Chap xxxviii 
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Here come we to our close, — for that 
which follows 

Is but the tale of dull, unvaried misery 

Steep crags and headlong linns may 
court the pencil, 

Like sudden haps, dark plots, and 
strange adventures , 

But who would paint the dull and fog- 
wrapt moor, 

In its long tract of sterile desolation ^ 
Old Play 

Chap x\xix 


XIX 

FROM REDGAUNTLET 

HOPE 

As lords their labourers’ hue delay. 
Fate quits our toil with hopes to 
come. 

Which, if far short of present pay, 
Still owns a debt and names a sum 

Quit not the pledge, frail sufferer, then. 
Although a distant date be given, 
Despair is treason towards men. 

And blasphemy to Heaven 
Chap X 


XX 

FROM THE BETROTHED 

REVEILLE 

Soldier, wake ’ the day is peeping , 
Honour ne’er was won in sleeping. 
Never when the sunbeams still 
Lay unreflected on the hill 
’Tis when they are glinted back 
From axe and armour, spear and jack, 
That they promise future story. 

Many a page of deathless glory 
Shields that are the foeman’s terror. 
Ever are the morning s mirror 


Aim and up < the morning beam 
Hath call’d the rustic to his team. 
Hath call d the falc’ner to the lake. 
Hath call’d the huntsman to the brake , 
The early student ponders o’er 
His dusty tomes of ancient lore 
Soldier, wake ’ thy harvest, fame , 
Thj study, conquest , war,^thy game 
Shield, that would be foeman’s terror. 
Still should gleam the morning’s mirror 

Poor hir^ repays the rustic’s pain , 
More paltry still the sportsman’s gain , 
Vainest of all, the student s theme 
Ends in some metaphysic dream 
Yet each is up, and each has toil’d 
Since first the peep of dawn has smiled. 
And each is eagerer in his aim 
Than he who barters life for fame 
Up, up, and arm thee, son of terror » 
Be thy bright shield the morning’s 
mirror 
Chap XIX 


WOMAN»S FAITH 

WoMAis s faith, and woman’s trust — 
Write the characters in dust , 

Stamp them on the running stream. 
Print the^ on the moon s pale beam. 
And each evanescent letter 
Shall be clearer, firmer, better. 

And more permanent, I w’-een, 

Than the thing those letters mean 

1 have strain’d the spider’s thread 
’Gainst the promise of a maid , 

I have weigh’d a grain of sand 
’Gainst her plight of heart and hand, 

I told my true love of the token, 

How her faith proved light, and her 
word was broken 

Again her word and truth she plight. 
And I believed them again ere night. 

Chap XX. 
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VERSES IN THE STYLE OF THE 
DRUIDS 

I ASK D of my hai p, ^ Who hath injured 
thy chords ^ ’ 

And she replied, ‘ The crooked finger, 
which I mocked in my tunc * 

A blade 8f silver may be bended — a 
blade of steel abideth 
Kindness fadeth away, but \engeance 
endureth 

The sweet taste of mead passeth from 
the lips, 

But they are long corroded by the 
juice of wormwood , 

The lamb is brought to the shambles, but 
the wolf rangeth the mountain , 
Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance 
endureth 

I asked the red-hot iron, when it 
glimmer’d on the anvil, 

* Wherefore glowest thou longer than 
the firebrand 

was born in the dark mine, and the 
brand in the pleasant green 
wood ’ 

Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance 
endureth 

I askM the green oak of the** assembly 
wherefore its boughs were diy 
and sear d like the horns of the 
stag 

And it show’d me that a small v\ orm 
had gnaw d its roots 
The boy who remembered the scourge 
undid the wicket of the castle 
at midnight 

Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance 
endureth 

Lightning destroy eth temples, though 
their spires pierce the clouds , 
Storms destroy armadas, though their 
sails intercept the gale 


He that is in his glory falleth, and that 
by a contemptible enemy 
Kindness fadeth away, but vengeance 
endureth 

Chap \xxi 


MOTTOES 

In Madoc’s tent the clarion sounds. 
With rapid clangour hurried far, 
Each hill and dale the note rebounds, 
But when return the sons of war** 
Thou, born of stern Necessity, 

Dull Peace ’ the valley yields to thee. 
And owns thy melancholy sway 

Welsh Poem 

Chap II 

O, s^Div shines the moinmg sun 
On leaguer’d castle wall, 

When bastion, tower, and battlement, 
Seem nodding to their fall 

Old Ballad 

Chap VII 

Now all ye ladies of fair Scotland, 
And ladies of England that happy 
would prove. 

Marry never for houses, nor mairy 
for land. 

Nor marry for nothing but only 
love 

Family Quart els 

Chap XII 

Too much rest is rust. 

There 's ever cheer m changing , 
We tyne by too much trust, 

So we ’ll be up and ranging 

Old Song 

Chap XIII 
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Ring out the merry bells, the bride 
approaches, 

The blush upon her cheek has shamed 
the morning, 

For that is dawning palely Grant, 
good saints, 

These clouds betoken nought of evil 
omen > 

Old Play 

Chap XVII 

Julia Gentle sir. 

You are our captive, — but we 11 use 
you so. 

That you shall think your prison joys 
may match 

Whatever your liberty hath known of 
pleasure 

Roderick No, fairest, we have trifled 
here too long , 

And, lingering to see your roses 
blossom, 

r\ e let my laurels wither 

Old Play 

Chap XXVII 


XXI 

FROM THE TALISMAN 

AHRIMAN 

Dark Ahnman, whom Irak still 
Holds origin of woe and ill » 

When, bending at thy shrine, 

We View the world with troubled eye 
Where seewe’neath the extended skj, 
An empire matching thine ? 

If the Benigner Power can yield 
A fountain in the desert field, 

Where weary pilgrims drink , 
Thine are the waves that lash the rock. 
Thine the tornado’s deadly shock, 
Where countless navies sink ♦ 


Or if He bid the soil dispense 
Balsams to cheer the sinking sense, 
How few can they deliver 
From lingering pains, or pang intense. 
Red Fever, spotted Pestilence, 

The arrows of thy quiver » 

Chief in Man’s bosom sits th# sway. 
And frequent, while in words we pi aj 
Before another throne, 

Whate er of specious form be there, 
The secret* meaning of the prayer 
Is, Ahnman, thine own 

Say, hast thou feeling, sense, and form. 
Thunder thy voice, thy garments storm. 
As Eastern Magi say , 

With sentient soul of hate and wrath. 
And wings to sweep thy deadly path, 
And fangs to tear thy prey ? 

Or art thou mix’d m Nature’s source, 
An ever-operating force, 

Conveiting good to ill , 

An evil principle innate. 

Contending with our better fate, 

And oh ’ victorious still 1 

Howe’er it be, dispute is vain. 

On all without thou hold’st thy reign. 
Nor les* on all within , 

Each mortal passion’s fierce career, 
Love, hate, ambition, joy, and fear. 
Thou goadest into sin 

Whene’er a sunny gleam appears. 

To bnghteji up our vale of tears, 
Thou art not distant far , 

’Mid such brief solace of our li\es, 
Thou whett’st our very banquet knives, 
To tools of death and war 

Thus, from the moment of our birth. 
Long as we linger on the earth. 

Thou rul’st the fate of men , 
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llune are the pangs of life’s last hour. 
And — who dare answer ^ — is thy 
power, 

Dark Spirit > ended Then ^ 

Chap III 


A Minstrel sings — 

What brave chief shall hea/J the forces 
Where the red cross legions gather^ 
Best of horsemen, best of horses, 
Highest head and fairest feather 

Ask not Austria, why ’mid princes 
Still her banner rises highest , 

Ask as well the strong-wing’d eagle 
Why to heaven he soars the nighest 
Chap XI 


THE LAY OF THE BLOODY VEST 

Blondel stngs — 

FYTTE FIRST 

'Twas near the fair citj^ of Bene- 
vent. 

When the sun was setting on bough 
and bent, 

And knights were preparing in bower 
and tent. 

On the eve of the Baptist’s tourna- 
ment , 

When in Lincoln green a stripling 
gent, 

Well seeming a page by a princess 
sent, 

Wander’d the camp, and, still as he 
went. 

Enquired for the Englishman, Thomas 
a Kent 


Far hath he fared, and farther must 
fare. 

Till he finds his pavilion nor stately 
nor rare, — 

Little save iron and steel was there , 

And, as lacking the coin to pay 
armourers care, 

With his sinewy arms to the shoulders 
bare, 

The good knight with hammer and 
file did repair 

The mail that to moriow must see 
him wear, 

For the honour of Saint John and his 
lady fair 

‘ Thus speaks my lad^, ,’ the page said 
he, 

And the knight bent lowly both head 
and knee, 

‘ She IS Benevent’s Princess so high 
in degree. 

And thou art as lowly as knight may 
well be — 

He that would climb so lofty a tree. 

Or spring such a gulf as divides her 
from thee, 

Must dare some high deed, by which 
all men may see 

His ambition is back’d b}. his high 
chivalne 

* Therefore thus speaks mj- lady,’ the 

fair page he said, 

And the knight lowly louted with 
hand and with head, 

* Fling aside the good armour in which 

thou art clad. 

And don thou this weed of her night- 
gear instead, 

For a hauberk of steel, akirtleof thread 

And charge, thus attired, in the tour- 
nament dread, 

And fight as thy wont is where most 
blood is shed. 

And bring honour away, or remain 
with the dead ’ 
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Untroubled mhis look, and untroubled 
in his breast, 

The knight the weed hath taken, and 
reverently hath kiss’d 
*Now blessed be the moment, the 
messenger be blest ' 

Much honour’d do I hold me in my 
lady’s high behest , 

And say unto my lady, in this dear 
night weed dress d, 

To the best armed champion I will not 
vail my crest , , 

But 1^ I live and bear me well ’tis her | 
turn to take the test ’ 

Here, gentles ends the foremost fytte 
of the Lay of the Bloody Vest 

FYTTE SECOND 

The Baptist’s fair morrow beheld 
gallant feats — 

There was winning of honour, and 
losing of seats — 

Thei e was he-w mg with falchions, and 
splintering of staves, 

The victors won glory, the vanquish’d 
won giaves 

O, many a knight there fought bravely 
and well, 

Yet one was accounted his peers to 
excel, 

And ’twas he whose sole armour on 
body and breast, 

Seem’d the weed of a damsel when 
boune for her rest 

There were some dealt him wounds 
that were bloody and sore. 

But others respected his plight, and 
forbore 

' It is some oath of honour,’ ^hey said, 

‘ and I trow 

’Twere unknightly to slay him achiev- 
ing his vow ’ 

Then the Prince, for his sake, bade 
the tournament cease. 

Pie flung down his warder, the trum- 
pets sung peace , 


And the judges declai e, and competi- 
tors yield, 

That the Knight of the Night gear, 
was first in the field 

The feast it was nigh, and the mass it 
was nigher. 

When before the fair Princess low 
louted a squire, 

And deliver d a garment unseemly to 
view, 

With swor^-cut and spear thrust all 
hack’d and pierced through , 

All rent and all tatter’d, all clotted 
with blood, 

With foam of the horses, with dust, 
and with mud 

Not the point of that lady’s small 
firger, I ween, 

Could have rested on spot was un- 
sullied and clean 

‘ This token my master, Sir Thomas 
a Kent, 

Restores to the Princess of fair Bene- 
vent , 

He that climbs the tall tree has won 
right to the fruit, 

He that leaps the wide gulf should 
prevail in his suit , 

Through life’s utmost peril the prize 
I ha^e won. 

And now must the faith of my mistress 
be shown 

For she who prompts knights on such 
danger to run, 

Must avouch his true service in front 
of the sun 

restore,” says my master, ' the 
garment I’\e worn. 

And I claim of the Princess to don it 
in turn , 

For its stains and its rents she should 
prize It the more. 

Since by shame ’tis unsullied, though 
crimson’d with gore,” ’ 
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Then deep blush’d the Princess — yet 
kiss’d she and press’d 

The blood-spotted robes to her lips 
and her bi east 

‘ Go tell my true knight, church and 
chamber shall show, 

If I value the blood on this garment or 
no ’ 

And when it was time for the nobles 
to pass, 

In solemn procession to ifiinster and 
mass, 

The first walk’d the Princess in purple 
and pall, 

But the blood-besmeai ’d night robe she 
wore over all , 

And eke, in the hall, where they all 
sat at dine^ 

When she knelt to her father and 
proffer’d the wine. 

Over all her rich robes and state jewels 
she wore 

That wimple unseemly bedabbled with 
gore 

Then lords whisper’d ladies, as well 
you may think, 

And ladies leplied with nod, titter, 
and winU , 

And the Prince, who in anger and 
shame had look d down. 

Turn’d at length to his daughter, and 
spoke with a frown 

* Now since thou hast publish’d thy 
folly and guilt, 

E’en atone with thy hand for the bl^od 
thou hast spilt , 

Yet sore for your boldness you both 
will repent, 

When you wander as exiles from fan 
Benevent ’ 

Then out spoke stout Thomas, in hah 
where he stood. 

Exhausted and feeble, but dauntless 
of mood 


‘ The blood that I lost for this daughter 
of thine, 

I pour’d forth as freely as flask gives 
its wine , 

And if for my sake she brooks penance 
and blame. 

Do not doubt I will save her from 
suffering and shame , 

And light will she reck of thy prince- 
dom and rent, 

When I hail her, in England, the 
Countess of Kent ’ 

Chap XXVII 


MOTTOES 

Now change the scene — and let the 
trumpets sound. 

For we must rouse the lion in his lair 
Old Play 

Chap VI 

This is the Piince of Leeches , fever, 
plague. 

Cold rheum, and hot podagra do but 
look on him. 

And quit their grasp upon the tortured 
smews 

Anonymous 

Chap IX 

One thing is certain in our Northern 
land 

Allow that birth, or valour, wealth, or 
wit, 

Give each precedence to their pos- 
sessor. 

Envy, that follows on such eminence, 

As comes the lyme hound on the roe- 
buck’s trace, 

Shall pull them down each one 

Str David Lindsay (5Zf) 

Chap XI 
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You talk of Gaiety and Innocence • 

The moment when the fatal fruit was 
eaten, 

The;y parted ne’er to meet again, and 
Malice 

Has ever since been playmate to light 
Gaiety, 

From the first moment when the 
smiling infant , 

Destroys the flower or butteifly he 
toys with, 

To the last chuckle of the dying miser, 

Who on his deathbed laughs his last 
to hear 

His wealthy neighbour has become a 
bankrupt 

Old Play 

Chap XIII 

’Tis not her sense — for sure, in that 

There ’s nothing more than common. 

And all her wit is only chat, 

Like any other woman 

Song 

Chap XVI 

Were every hair upon his head a life, 

And every life were to be supplicated 

By numbers equal to those hairs quad- 
rupled, 

Life after life should out like waning 
stars 

Before the daybreak— or as festive 
lamps, 

Which have lent lustre to the midnight 
revel, 

Each after each are quench’d when 
guests depart • 

Old Play 

Chap XVII 

This work desires a planet ry in- 
tell’gence 

Of Jupiter and Sol , and those great 
spints 


Are proud, fantastical It asks great 
charges 

To entice them from the guiding of 
their spheres 

To wait on mortals 

Alhumazai 

Chap XVIII 

Must we then sheathe our still vie 
torious sword , 

Turn back our forward step, which 
evei^ti ode 

O’er foemen’s necks the onward path 
of glory , 

Unclasp the mail, which with a solemn 
vow. 

In God’s own house we hung upon 
our shoulders , 

That vow, as unaccomphsh’d as the 
promise 

Which village nurses make to still their 
children, 

And after think no more of? 

The Crusade, a Tragedy 

Chap XI \ 

When beauty leads the lion m her 
toils. 

Such aie her charms, he dare not raise 
his mane. 

Far less expand the terror of his fangs, 

So great \lcides made his club a 
distaff, 

And spun to please fair Omphale 
Anonymous 

Chap x\ 

’Mid these wild scenes Enchantment 
waves her wand, 

To change the face of the mysterious 
land 

Till the bewildering scenes around us 
seem 

The vain productions of a feverish 
dream 

Asiolpho, a Romance 

Chap XXIII 
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A GRAIN of dust 

Soiling our cup, will make our sense 
reject 

Fastidiously the draught which we 
did thirst for , 

A rusted nail, placed near the faithful 
compass, 

Will swfJy it from the truth, and wreck 
the argosy 

Even this small cause of anger and 
disgust 

Will break the bonds of aniity ’mongst 
princes, 

And \v reck their noblest purposes 
The Crttsade 

Chap XXIV 

[The tears I shed must ever fall ’ 

I weep not for an absent swain, 

Foi time may happier hours recall, 

And paited lovers meet again 

I w eep not for the silent dead, 

Their pains are past, their sorrows 
o’er, 

And those that loved their steps must 
tread, 

When death shall join to part no 
more ] 

But ^\orse than absence, worse than 
death. 

She wept her lover’s sullied fame. 

And, fired with all the pride of birth, 

She wept a soldier’s injured name ^ 
Ballad 

Chap XXVI 

We heard the tecbir, — so the Arabs 
call 

Their shout of onset, when with loud 
acclaim 

They challenge Heaven to give them 
victory 

Siege of Damascus 

Chap xxvn 


1 Only the last stanza is Scott s. 


XXII 

FROM WOODSTOCK 

A CONJURATION 

B\ pathless march, by greenwood tree, 

It is thy weird to follow me , 

To follow me thro’ the ghostly moon- 
light, 

To follow me thro’ the shadows of 
night, 

To follow me, comrade, still art thou 
bound 

I conjure thee by the unstanch’d 
wound, 

I conjure thee by the last words I 
spoke. 

When the body slept and the spirit 
awoke, 

In the -very last pangs of the deadly 
stroke 

Chap XIV 


AN HOUR WITH THEE 

An hour with thee > When earliest day 
Dapples with gold the eastern grey, 
Oh, what can frame my mind to bear 
The toil and turmoil, cark and care, 
New griefs, which coming hours un 
fold, 

And sad remembrance of the old ? 

One hour with thee 

One hour with thee ’ When burning 
June 

Waves his red flag at pitch of noon , 
What shall repay the faithful swain. 
His labour on the sultry plain , 

And, more than cave or sheltering 
bough, 

Cool feverish blood and throbbing 
brow? 

One hour with thee 
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One hour with thee > When sun is set. 
Oh, what can teach me to forget 
The thankless labours of the day , 

The hopes, the wishes, flung away , 
The increasing wants, and lessening 
gams, 

The masters pnde, who scorns my 
pains 2 

One hour with thee 

Chap XXVI 


MOTTOES 

Come forth, old man • Thj. daughter s 
side 

Is now the fitting place for thee 

When Time hath quell’d the oak s bold 
pride, 

The youthful tendril yet may hide 
The rums of the parent tree 
Chap II 

Now, ye wild blades, that make loose 
inns your stage, 

To vapour forth the acts of this sad 
age. 

Stout Edgehili fight, the Newberys 
and the West, 

And northern clashes, where you still 
fought best 

Your strange escapes, your dangers 
void of fear, 

When bullets flew between the head 
and ear, 

Whether you fought by Damme or the 
Spirit, 

Of you I speak 

Legend of Capiam Jones 

Chap III 

Yon path of greensward 

Winds round by sparry grot and gay 
pa\ilion , 

There is no flint to gall thy tender foot, 


There ’s ready shelter from each 
breeze, or shower 

But Duty guides not that way see 
her stand, 

With wand entwined with amaranth, 
near yon cliffs 

Oft where she leads thy blood must 
mark thy footsteps, 

Oft where she leads thy head must 
bear the storm, 

And thy shrunk form endure heat, 
cold> and hunger , 

But she will guide thee up to noble 
heights, 

Which he who gams seems native of 
the sky, 

While earthly things lie stretch d 
beneath his feet, 

Dimmish^, shmnk and valueless 
Anonymous 

Chap IV 

My tongue pads slowly under this new 
language, 

And starts and stumbles at these 
uncouth phrases 

They may be great in worth and 
weight, but hang 

Upon the native glibness of my lan- 
guage 

Like Saul’s plate armour on the shep- 
herc[ boy, 

Encumbering and not arming him 
PJ B 

Chap V 

Here we have one head 

U'pon two bodies your two headed 
bullock 

Is but an ass to such a prodigy 

These two have but one meaning, 
thought, and counsel , 

And when the single noddle has spoke 
out, 

The four legs scrape assent to it 
Old Play 

Chap X 
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Deeds are done on earth, 
Which have their punishment ere the 
earth closes 

Upon the perpetrators Be it the 
working 

Of the remorse stirr’d fancy, or the 
\ision, 

Distinct ^nd real, of unearthly being, 
All ages witness that beside the couch 
Of the fell homicide oft stalks the 
ghost 

Of him he slew, and s^hows the 
shadowy wound 

Old Play 

Chap XIV 

We do that in our zeal, 

Our calmer moments are afraid to 
answer 

Anonymous 

Chap XVII 

The deadliest snakes are those which, 
twined *mongst flowers, 

Blend their bright colouring with the 
varied blossoms. 

Their fierce eyes glittenng like the 
spangled dew drop , 

In all so like what nature has most 
harmless, 

1 hat sportive innocence, which dreads 
no danger. 

Is poison’d unawares 

Old Play 

Chap XXIV 


XXIII 

FROM CHRONICLES OF 
THE CANONGATE 

Mr Croi'tancry asketh — 

Whai ails me, I may not, as well as 
they, 

Rake up some threadbare tales that 
mould’nng lay 


In chimney corners, wont by Christ- 
mas fires 

To read and rock to sleep our ancient 
sires ^ 

No man his threshold better knows 
than I 

Brute’s fiist arrival and first victoi}-, 

Saint George’s sorrel and his cross of 
blood, 

Arthur’s round board, and Caledonian 
wood 
Chap v 


MOTTOES 

{From The Two Drovers ) 

Were ever such two loving friends ' — 
How could they disagree ^ 

O thus it was he loved him dear, 

And thought how to requite him, 

And having no fnend left but he, 

He did resolve to fight him 

Duke upon Duke 

Chap II 

{From My Aunt Margaret’s 
Mirror ) 

There are times 

When Fancy plays her gambols, in 
despite 

Even of our watchful senses, when 
in sooth 

Substance seems shadow, shadow 
substance seems, 

When the broad, palpable, and marked 
partition, 

’Twixt that which is and is not, seems 
dissolved, 

As if the mental eye gain’d power to 
gaze 

Beyond the limits of the existing world 

Such hours of shadowy dreams I better 
love 

Than all the gross realities of life 
Anonymous 
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XXIV 

FROM THE FAIR MAID 
OF PERTH 

THE GLEE MAIDEN 

Ah, poor Louise ' the livelong day 
She roams from cot to castle gay. 
And still her voice and viol say, 

Ah, maids, beware the woodland waj , 
Think on Louise 

Ah, poor Louise f The sun was high, 
ItsmirchM her cheek, itdimm’dher eye, 
The woodland walk was cool and nigh, 
Where birds with chiming streamlets 
vie 

To cheer I,ouise 

Ah, poor Louise < The sa\age bear 
Made ne er that lovely grove his lair , 
The wolves molest not paths so fair — 
But better far had such been there 
For poor Louise 

Ah, poor Louise ' In woody wold 
She met a huntsman fair and bold , 
His baldric was of silk and gold, 

And manj^ a witching tale he told 
To poor Louise 

Ah, poor Louise 1 Small cause to pme 
Hadst thou for treasures of the mine , 
For peace of mind that gift divine, 
And spotless innocence, were thine, 
Ah, poor Louise 1 

Ah, poor Louise • Thy treasure's reft • 
I know not if by force or theft, 

Or part by violence, part by gift , 

But misery is all that’s left 

To poor Louise 

Let poor Louise some succour have f 
She will not long your bounty cra\ e, 
Or tire the gay with warning stave — 
For Heaven has grace, and earth a 
grave 

For poor Louise 

Chap X 


THE BLOOD ORDEAL 

Viewless Essence, thin and bare, 
Wellnigh melted into air , 

Still with fondness hovering near 
The earthly form thou once didst wear , 

Pause upon thy pinion’s flight, 

Be thy course to left or rights 
Be thou doom’d to soar or sink. 

Pause upon the awful brink 

To avenge !he deed expelling 
Thee untimely from thy dwelling. 
Mystic force thou shalt retain 
O er the blood and o’er the brain 

When the form thou shalt espy 
That darken’d on thy closing eye , 
When the footstep thou shalt hear, 
That thrill’d upon thy dying ear , 

Then strange sympathies shall wake 
The flesh shall thrill, the nerves shall 
quake , 

The wounds renew their clotter’d flood, 
And every drop cry blood for blood 

Chap XXII 


A MELANCHOLY DIRGE 
Louise smgs to the Pnnce — 

Yes, thou mayst sigh, 

And look once more at all around. 

At stream and bank, and sky and 
ground 

Thy life its final course has found, 

And thou must die 

Yes, lay thee down, 

And while thy struggling pulses flutter. 
Bid the grey monk his soul- mass 
mutter. 

And the deep bell its death-tone 
utter — 

Thy life is gone 
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Be not afraid 

’Tis but a pang, and then a thrill, 

A fe\er fit, and then a chill, 

And then an end of human ill, 

For thou art dead 
Chap \xx 

rBOLD AND TRUE 
Oh, bold and true, 

In bonnet blue. 

That fear or falsehood ne^er knew , 
Whose heart was loyal to his word, 
Whose hand was faithful to his sword 
Seek Europe w’de from sea to sea, 
But bonnie Blue cap still for me ' 

I ’ve seen Almayn’s proud champions 
prance , 

I ’ ve seen the gallant knights of F ranee, 
Unrivalled with the sword and lance , 
I ’ve seen the sons of England true 
Wield the brown bill and bend theyew 
Search France the fair and England 
fiee — 

But bonnie Blue cap still for me > 

Chap XXXI 

MOTTOES 

The ashes here of murder’d Kings 
Beneath my footsteps sleep , 

And yonder lies the sceire of death, 
Where Mary learn’d to weep 

Capiam Mai^ot thanks 
Introductory 

^ Behold the Tiber * ’ the vain Ron^an 
cried, 

Viewing the ample Tay fromBaighe’s^ 
side, 

But where ’s the Scot that would tl e 
vaunt 1 epay, 

And hail the puny Tiber for the Tay 1 
Anonymous 

Chap I 


Fair is the damsel, passing fair, 
Sunny at distance gleams her smile « 
Approach— the cloud of woeful care 
Hangs trembling in her eye the 
while 

Luanda f a Ballad 

Chap XI 

Then up and spak the auld gudewife, 
And, wow » but she was grim, — 

^ Had e'er your father done the like. 
It had been ill for him ’ 

Lucky Trumbull 

Chap XII 

O FOR a draught of power to steep 
The soul of agony in sleep » 

Betiha 

Chap XV 

A woM\N wails for justice at the gate, 
A widow’d woman, wan and desolate 
Bet tha 

Chap \x 

Lo * where he lies embalm’d in gore, 
His wound to Heaven cries , 

The floodgates of his blood implore 
For vengeance from the skies 

Ui amts and Psyche 

Chap XXIII 

The hour is nigh, now hearts beat 
high. 

Each sword is sharpen’d well , 
And who dares die, who stoops to fly, 
To-morrow s light shall tell 

Stt Edwald 

Chap XXXIII 


1 LA pass of the Ochils above Glenfarg ] 
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XXV 

FROM ANNE OF 
GEIERSTEIN 

THE SECRET TRIBUNAL 

* Measurers of g^ood and evil, 

Bring the square, the line, the level, — 
Rear the altar, dig the trench, 

Blood both stone and ditch shall drench , 
Cubits SIX, from end to end, 

Must the fatal bench extend — 

Cubits six, from side to side, 

Judge and culprit must divide 
On the east the Court assembles. 

On the west the Accused trembles 
Answer, brethren, all and onej 
Is the ritual rightly done ? * 

‘ On life and soul, on blood and bone. 
One for all, and all for one. 

We warrant this is nghtly done ’ 

‘ How wears the night ? Doth morning 
shine 

In early radiance on the Rhine ^ 

What music floats upon his tide ^ 

Do birds the tardy morning chide ^ 
Brethren, look out from hill and height. 
And answer true, how wears the night 

‘ The night is old , on Rhine’s broad 
breast 

Glance drowsy stars which long to rest. 
No beams are twinkling in the east 
There is a voice upon the flood, 

The stern still call of blood for blood , 
’Tis time we listen the behest ’ 

‘ Up, then, up ’ When day’s at rest, 
’lis time that such as we are 
watchers , 

Rise to judgment, brethren, use t 
Vengeance knows not sleepy eyes, 
He and night are matchers ’ 

Chap XX 


MOTTOES 

Away with me 1 

1 he clouds grow thicker , there I now 
lean on me , 

Place your foot here , here, take this 
staff, and cling 

A moment to that shrub , now g;ive me 
your hand 

The chalet will be gained in half-an- 
hour 

Chap II 

I WAS one 

Who loved the greenwood bank and 
lowing herd. 

The russet guise, the lowly peasant’s 
life, 

Season’d with sweet content, more 
than the halls 

Where revellers feast to fever-height 
Believe me, 

There ne’er was poison mix’d in 
maple bowl 

Anonymous 

Chap V 

When we two meet, we meet like 
rushing torrents , 

Like warring winds, like flames from 
various points, 

That mate each other s fury There is 
nought 

Of elemental strife, were fiends to 
guide it, 

Can match the wrath of man 

Frmaud 

Chap vi 

They saw that city, welcoming the 
Rhine, 

As from his mountain heritage he 
bursts. 

As purposed proud Orgetorix of yore, 

Leaving the desert region of the hills 

To lord It o’er the fertile plains of Gaul 

I Helvetia 

I Chap VIII 
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We know not when we sleep nor 
when we wake 

Visions distinct and perfect cross our 
eye, 

Which to the slumberer seem realities , 

And while they waked, some men j 
have seen such sights 

Asset^t nought the evidence of sense, 

And left them well persuaded they 
were dreaming 

Anonymotis 

Chap IX 

These be the adept’s doctrines — every 
element 

Is peopled with its separate race of 
spirits 

The any Sylphs on the blue ether 
float. 

Deep in the earthy cavern skulks the 
Gnome, 

The sea green Naiad skims the ocean- 
billow , 

And the fierce fire is yet a friendly 
home 

To its peculiar sprite, the Sala- 
mander 

Anonymous 

Chap X 

Tell me not of it I could ne'er abide 

The mummery of alf that forced 
civility 

* Pray, seat yourself, my lord,' — with 
cringemg hams 

The speech is spoken, and with 
bended knee. 

Heard by the smiling courtier — 
' Before you, sir ? 

It must be on the earth then ' Hang it 
alll 

The pride which cloaks itself in such 
poor fashion 

Is scarcely fit to swell a beggar’s bosom 
Old Play 

Chap XXI 


A MIRTHFUL man he was , the snows 
of age 

F ell, but they did not chill him Gaiety, 

Even m life’s closing, touch'd his 
teeming brain 

With such wild visions as thesettingsun 

Raises in front of some hoar glacier, 

Painting the bleak ice with a thousand 
hues 

Old Play 

Chap XXVIII 

Ay, this IS he who wears the wreath 
of bays 

Wove by Apollo and the Sisters Nine, 

Which Jove's dread lightning scathes 
not He hath doft 

The (;:.umbrous helm of steel, and 
flung aside 

The yet more galling diadem of gold, 

And, with a leafy circlet round his 
brows, 

He reigns the King of lovers and of 
poets 

Chap XXIX 

Want you a man 

Experienced in the woild and its 
affaiis? 

Here he is for your purpose He’s 
a monk 

He hath forsworn the world and all 
its work, 

The rather that he knows it passing 
well, — 

I ’ Special the worst of it, for he's a monk 
Old Play 

Chap XXX 

Toll, toll the bell ^ 

Greatness is o’er , 

The heart has broke. 

To ache no more , 

An unsubstantial pageant all — 

Drop o'er the scene the funeral pall 
Old Poem 

Chap XXXII 
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Here’s a weapon now, 
Shall shake a conquenng general in 
his tent, 

A monarch on his throne, or reach a 
prelate, 

However holy be his offices, 

E’en while he serves the altar 

O/fl? P/qy 

Chap XXXIV 


XXVI 

FROM COUNT ROBERT OF 
PARIS 

MOTTOES 

O^/tus This superb successor 

Of the earth’s mistress, as thou vainly 
speakest, 

Stands ’midst these ages as, on the 
wide ocean, 

The last spared fragment of a spacious 
land 

That m some grand and awful minis- 
tration 

Of mighty nature has engulffed been, 
Doth lift aloft Its dark and rocky cliffs 
O’er the wild waste around, and sadly 
frowns 

In lonely majesty 

Constantine Paleologus^ Scene I 
Chap II 

Here, youth, thy foot unbrace, 
Here, youth, thy brow unbraid , 
Each tribute that may grace 
The threshold here be paid 
Walk with the stealthy pace 
Which Nature teaches deer, 
When, echoing in the chase. 

The hunter’s horn they hear 

The Court 

Chap III 


The storm increases ’tis no sunny 
shower, 

Foster’d m the moist breast of March 
or April, 

Or such as parched Summer cools his 
lip with , 

Heaven’s windows are flung wide, 
the inmost deeps 

Call in hoarse greeting one upon 
another , 

On comes the flood in all its foaming 
horror*, 

And where ’s the dike shall stop it » 
The Deluge^ a Poem 

Chap V 

Vain man ’ thou ma^ st esteem thy 
love as fair 

As fond hyperboles suffice to raise 

She may be all that’s matchless in 
her person. 

And all-divine m soul to match her 
bod> , 

But take this from me — thou shall 
never call her 

Superior to her sex while one surviv es, 

And I am her true votary 

Old Play 

Chap VI 

Between the'^ foaming jaws of the 
white torrent 

The skilful artist draws a sudden 
mound , 

By level long he subdivides their 
, strength, 

Stealing the waters from their rocky 
bed. 

First to diminish what he means to 
conquer , 

Then, for the residue he forms a road, 

Easy to keep, and painful to desert, 

And guiding to the end the planner 
aim’d at 

The Engineer 

[ Chap IX 
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Those were wild times — the antipodes 
of ours 

Ladies were then who oftener saw 
themselves 

In the broad lustre of a foeman*s 
shield 

Than m a mirror, and who rather 
fsought 

To match themselves in battle, than 
in dalliance 

To meet a lover's onset But though 
Nature 

Was outraged thus she was not over- 
come 

Feudal Ttmes 

Chap X 


Without — a rum, broken, tangled, 
cumbrous , 

Within— it was a little paradise. 

Where Taste had made her dwelling , 
Statuary, 

First born of human art, moulded her 
images, 

And bade men mark and worship 
Anonymous 

Chap XI 

The parties met The wily, wordy 
Greek, 

Weighing each word, and canvassing 
each syllable. 

Evading, arguing, equivocating 

And the stern Frank came with two- 
handed sword, 

Watching to see which way the bdance 
sway’d, 

That he might throw it in, and turn the 
scales 

Chap XU PaUshne 


Strange ape of man • who loathes thee 
while he scorns thee , 

Half a reproach to us and half a jest 


What fancies can be ours ere we have 
pleasure 

In viewing our own form, our pride 
and passions, 

Reflected in a shape grotesque as 
thine ! 

Anonymous 

Chap XVI 

Tis strange that, m the dark sul 
phureous mine, 

Where wild ambition piles its ripening 
stores 

Of slumbering thunder. Love will 
interpose 

His tiny torch, and cause the stern 
explosion 

To bwst, when the deviser’s least 
aware 

Anonymous 

Chap XVII 

All is prepared — the chambers of the 
mine 

Are cramm’d with the combustible, 
which, harmless 

While yet unkindled as the sable sand, 

Needs but a spark to change its nature 
so 

lhat he who wakes it from its 
slumbrous mood, 

Dreads scarce the explosion less than 
he wto knows 

That’tishis towers which meet its fury 

Anonymous 

Chap X2IV 

Heaven knows its time, the bullet 
has Its billet. 

Arrow and javelin each its destined 
purpose , 

The fated beasts of Nature’s lower 
strain 

Have each their separate task 

Old Play 

Chap xxv 
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XXVII 

FROM CASTLE DANGEROUS 
MOTTOES 

A TALE of sorrow, for your eyes may 
weep , 

A tale of horror, for your flesh may 
tingle , 

A tale of wonder, for the eyebrows 
arch 

And the blood curdles if you read it 
nghtly 

Old Play 

Chap V 

Beware, beware of the Black Friar 
He still retains his sway, ^ 

For he’s yet by right the Church’s heir 
Whoever may be the lay 

Amundeville is lord by day, 

But the monk is lord by night , 

Nor wine nor wassail could raise 
a vassal 

To question that F riar’s right 

Don Juan, Canio XVII (stc) 
Chap IX 

Where is he ? Has the deep earth 
swallow’d him ? 

Or hath he melted like some any 
phantom 

That shuns the approach of morn and 
the young sun ? 

Or hath he wrapt him in Cimmerian 
darkness. 

And pass’d beyond the circuit of the 
sight 

With things of the night’s shadows ^ 
Anonymous 

Chap XI 


The way is long, my children, long 
and rough, 

The moors are dreary, and the woods 
are dark , 

But he that creeps from cradle on to 
grave, 

Unskill’d save in the velvet course of 
fortune, 

Hath miss’d the discipline of noble 
hearts 

Old Play 

Chap XIV ♦ 


His talk was of another world, his 
bodements 

Strange, doubtful, and mysterious 
those who heard him 
Listen’d as to a man in fe\ ensh dreams, 
Who speaks of other objects than the 
present, 

And mutters like to him who sees a 
vision 


Chap xviii 


Old Play 


Cry the wild war-note, let the 
champions pass , 

Do bravely each, and God defend the 
right. 

Upon Saint Andrew thrice can they 
thus cry, 

And thrice they shout on height. 

And then "match’d them on the 
Englishmen, 

As I have told you right 

Saint George the bright, our ladies’ 
knight, 

"To name they were full fain , 

Our Englishmen they cried on height. 
And thrice they shout again 

Old Ballad 

Chap XX 


END OF POETRY AND VERSE FROM THE WAVERLEY NOVELS 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


SCOTTISH 

The Regent of Scotland 
Gordon, \ 

SWINTON, 

Lennox, 

Sutherland, [Scoif^isA Chiefs ana 
Rofas, I Nobles 

Maxwell, 

Johnstone, 

Linoesay, y 

Symon de Vipont, a Kmgkt Tem;plar 


The Prior of Maison Dieu 
Reynald, Swtntons Sqmre 
Hob Hattely, a Bolder Moss Trooper 
Heralds <■ 

ENGLISH 


King Edward III 
Chandos, 

Perc\ 

Ribaumont^ 

The Abbot of Walthamstow 


ARD 

J 


English and Norman 
Nobles 


ACT I 
Scene I 

The northern side of the eminence of 
Hahdon The back scene represents 
the summit of the ascent, occupied by 
the rearguard of the Scottish army 
Bodies of armed men appear as 
advancing from different points to 
join the main body 

Enter De Vipont and the Prior of 
Maison-Dieu 

Vip No farther, Father — here I 
need no guidance, 


I have already brought your peaceful 
step 

Too near the \erge of battle 

Pri Fain would I see you join some 
Baron’s banner 

Before I say farewell The honour’d 
sword. 

That fought so well in Syria, should 
not wave 

Amid the ignoble crowd 
Vip Each spot is noble in a pitched 
field, 

So that a man has room to fight and 
fall on ’t 

But I shall find out friends Tis 
scarce twelve years 
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Since I left Scotland foi the wars of 
Palestine, 

And then the flower of all the Scottish 
nobles 

Were known to me, and I, in my 
degree, 

Not all unknown to them 
Pri Alas* there have been changes 
since that time 

The Royal Bruce, with Randolph, 
Douglas, Grahame, 

Then shook in field the banners which 
now moulder 

Over their graves 1 ’ the chancel 
Vip And thence comes it. 

That while I look’d on many a well- 
known crest 

And blazon’d shield, as hitherward we 
came, 

The faces of the Barons who displayed 
them 

Were all unknown to me Brave 
youths they seem’d , 

Yet, surely, fitter to adorn the tilt- 
yard 

Than to be leaders of a war Their 
followers. 

Young like themselves, seem like 
themselves unpractised 

Look at their battle-rank 
Pri I cannot gaze on ’t with un- 
dazzled eye. 

So thick the rays dart back from shield 
and helmet. 

And sword and battle-axe, and spear 
and pennon 

Sure ’tis a gallant show * The Bruce 
himself 

Hath often conquer’d at the head of 
fewer 

And worse appointed followers 
Vip Ay, but ’twas Bruce that led 
them Reverend Father, 

’Tis not the falchion’s, weight decides 
a combat , 

It is the strong and skilful hand that 
wields it 


111 fate, that we should lack the noble 
King 

And all his champions now * Time 
call’d them not. 

For when I parted hence for Pales- 
tine 

The brows of most were free from 
grizzled hair 

Pri Too true, alas * But well you 
know, in Scotland 

Few hairs are silver’d underneath the 
helmet 

’Tis cowls like mine which hide them 
’Mongst the laity 

War’s the rash reaper, who thrusts 
in his sickle 

Before the grain is white In three- 
score years 

And ten, which I have seen, I have 
outlived 

Wellnigh two generations of our 
nobles 

The race which holds yon summit is 
the third 

Vip Thou mayst outlive them also 

Pri Heaven forfend* 

My prayer shall be, that Heaven will 
close my eyes, 

Before they look upon the wrath to 
come 

Vip Retire, retire, good Father* 
Pray for»S Gotland — 

Think not on me Here comes an 
ancient friend. 

Brother in arms, with whom to-day 
I ’ll join me 

Baclj: to youi choir, assemble all your 
brotherhood, 

And weary Heaven with piayers for 
victory 

Pri Heaven’s blessing rest with 
thee, Champion of Heaven, 

And of thy suffering country * 

\Extt Prior Vipont draws a 
httle aside and lets down the 
beaver of his helmet 
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Enter Swinton, followed by Reynald 
and others y to whom he speaks as he 
entefs 

SwI^ Halt here, and plant my pen- 
non, till the Regent 
Assign our band its station in the host 
Rey cThat must be by the Standard 
We ha\e had 

That right since good Saint David’s 
reign at least 

Fain would I see the MaT cher would 
dispute it 

SwiN Peace, Reynald ’ Where the 
general plants the soldier. 

There is his place of honour, and there 
only 

His -v alour can win worship Thou 'rt 
of those 

Who would have war’s deep art bear 
the wild semblance 
Of some disorder’d hunting, where, 
pell mell, 

Each trusting to the swiftness of his 
horse, 

Gallants press on to see the quarry fall 
Yon steel clad Southrons, Reynald, 
are no deer , 

And England’s Edward is no stag at 
bay 

ViP {advancing ) There needed not, 
to blazon forth the Swinton, 

His ancient burgonet, the sable Boar 
C nam’d to the gnarl’d oak, — nor his 
proud step, 

Nor giant stature, nor the ponderous 
mace, 

Which only he, of Scotland s realm, 
can wield 

His discipline and wisdom mark the 
leader, 

As doth his frame the champion Hail, 
brave Swinton < 

Swm BraveTempIar, thanks * Such 
your cross’d shouldei speaks you , 
But the closed visor, which conceals 
your features, 


F orbids more knowledge U mfraville 
perhaps — 

Vip {unclosing /its helmet) No , one 
less worthy of our sacred Order 

Yet, unless Syrian suns have scorch’d 
my features 

Swart as my sable visor, Alan Swinton 

Will welcome Symon Vipont 
SwiN {embjaanghtm) As the blithe 
reaper 

Welcomes a practised mate, when the 
ripe harvest 

Lies deep before him, and the sun is 
high’ 

Thou ’It follow yon old pennon, wilt 
thou not^ 

’Tis tatter’d since thou saw’st it, and 
the Boar heads 

Look as if brought from off some 
Christmas board 

Where knives had notch’d them deeply 
Vip Have with them, ne’ertheless 
The Stuart’s Chequer, 

The Bloody Heart of Douglas, Ross’s 
Lymphads, 

Sutherland’s Wild-cats, nor the royal 
Lion, 

Rampant in golden tressure, wins me 
from them 

We’ll back the Boar-heads bravely 
I see round them 

A chosen band of lances — some well 
known to me 

Where ’s the mam body of thy fol 
lowers 

SwiN Symon de Vipont, thou dost 
see them all 

That Swinton’s bugle horn can call to 
battle. 

However loud it rings There’s not 
a boy 

Left in my halls whose arm has 
strength enough 

To bear a sword— there’s not a man 
behind. 

However old, who moves without a 
staff 
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Striplings and greybeards, every one 
IS here, 

And here all should be — Scotland 
needs them all , 

And more and better men, were each 
a Hercules, 

And yonder handful centupled 

ViP A thousand followers— such, 
with friends and kinsmen, 

Allies and vassals, thou wert wont to 
lead — 

A thousand followers shrunk to sixty 
lances 

In twelve years’ space? — And thy 
brave sons. Sir Alan ? 

Alas ' I fear to ask 

SwiN All slain, De Vipont In m;y 
empty home 

A puny babe lisps to a widow’d 
mother, 

‘Where is my grandsire’ wherefore 
do you weep ? ’ 

But for that prattler, Lyulph’s house 
is hen less 

I*m an old oak, from which the 
foresters 

Have hew’d four goodly boughs, and 
left beside me 

Only a sapling, which the fawn may 
crush 

As he springs over it 

ViP All slam ? — alas > 

SwI^ Ay, all, De Vipont And 
their attributes, 

John with the Long Spear — Archibald 
with the Axe — 

Richard the Read;> — and my youngest 
darling, 

My Fair-hair d William — do but now 
survive 

In measures which the grey hair’d 
minstrels sing, 

When they make maidens weep 
ViP These wars with England’ they 
have rooted out 

The flowers of Christendom Knights, 
who might win 


The sepulchre of Christ from the rude 
heathen. 

Fall in unholy warfare ’ 

SwiN Unholy warfare ? ay, well 
hast thou named it , 

But not with England — would her 
cloth-yard shafts 

Had bored their cuirassesj their 
lives had been 

Lost like their grandsire’s, in the bold 
defence 

Of their de^r countiy , but in private 
feud 

With the proud Gordon, fell my Long- 
spear d John, 

He with the Axe, and he men call’d 
the Ready, 

Ay, and my Fair hair’d Will the 
Gordon’s wrath 

Devour’d my gallant issue 
Vip Since thou dost weep, their 
death is unavenged ? 

SwiN Templar, what think’st thou 
me ? See yonder rock 

From which the fountain gushes , is it 
less 

Compact of adamant, though waters 
flow from it ? 

Firm hearts have moister eyes They 
are avenged , ^ 

I wept not till they were — till the 
proud Gordon 

Had with his life blood dy ed iny 
father’s sword, 

In guerdon that he thinn’d my father’s 
lineage , 

And then I wept my sons And, as the 
Gordon 

Lay at my feet, there was a tear for him 

Which mingled with the rest we 
had been friends, 

Had shared the banquet and the chase 
together, 

Fought side by side, and our first 
cause of strife, 

Woe to the pride of both ’ was but a 
light one 
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ViP You are at feud, then, with the 
mighty Gordon ? 

SwiN At deadly feud Herein this 
Border-land, 

Where the sire’s quarrels descend 
upon the son, 

As due a part of his inheritance 

As the ^trong castle and the ancient 
blazon , 

Where piivate Vengeance holds the 
scales of justice, 

Weighing each drop blood as 
scrupulously 

As Jews or Lombards balance silver 
pence , 

Not in this land, ’twixt Solway and 
Saint Abb’s, 

Rages a bitterer feud than mine and his, 

The Swinton and the Gordon 

ViP You, with some threescore 
lances, and the Gordon 

Leading a thousand followers ^ 

SwiN You rate him far too low 
Since you sought Palestine 

He hath had grants of baronies and 
lordships 

In the far-distant North A thousand 
horse 

His southorn friends and vassals 
always number'd 

Add Badenoch kerne, and horse from 
Dee and Spey, ^ 

He’ll count a thousand more And 
now, De Vipont, 

If the Boar heads seem m your eyes 
less worthy 

For lack of followers, seek yonder 
standard, 

The bounding Stag, with a brave host 
around it , 

There the young Gordon makes his 
earliest field, 

And pants to win his spurs His 
father’s fnend, 

As well as mine, thou wert go, join 
his pennon, 

And grace him with thy presence 


ViP When you were friends, I was 
the friend of both, 

And now I can be enemy to neither 

But my poor person, though but slight 
the aid. 

Joins on this field the banner of the 
two 

Which hath the smaller following 
SwiN Spoke like the generous 
Knight w ho gave up all. 

Leading and lordship, in a heathen 
land 

To fight a Christian soldier Yet, in 
earnest, 

I pray, De Vipont, you would join the 
Gordon 

In this high battle ’Tis a noble 
you»*-h — 

So fame doth vouch him — amorous, 
quick, and valiant , 

Takes knighthood, too, this day, and 
well may use 

His spurs too rashly m the wish to win 
them 

A fnend like thee beside him in the 
fight 

Were worth a hundred spears, to rein 
his valour 

And temper it with prudence 'Tis 
the aged eagle 

Teaches his brood to gaze upon the 
sun 

With eye undazzled 
ViP Alas ' brave Swinton, would’st 
thou tram the hunter 

That soon must bring thee to the bay ? 
Your custom, 

Your most unchristian, savage, fiend- 
like custom. 

Binds Gordon to avenge his father’s 
death 

SwiN Why, be it so * I look for 
nothing else 

My part was acted when I slew his 
father. 

Avenging my four sons, young 

[ Gordon’s sword, 
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If it should find my heart, can ne’er 
inflict there 

A pang so poignant as his father’s did 
But I would perish by a noble hand, 
And such will his be if he bear him 
nobly, 

Nobly and wisely, on this field of 
Halidon 

Enter a Pursuivant 

Pur Sir Knights, to council* — 
’tis the Regent’s order 
That knights and men of leading meet 
him instantly 

Before the Royal Standard Edward’s 
army 

Is seen from the hill-summit 

SwiN Say to the Regent, ^e obey 
his orders \Ex%t Pursuivant 
( To Reynald ) Hold thou my casque, 
and furl my pennon up 
Close to the staff I will not show 
my crest, , 

Nor standard, till the common foe 
shall challenge them 
I T1 wake no civil strife, nor tempt the 
Gordon 

With aught that ’s like defiance 
ViP Will he not know your 
features ^ 

SwiN He never saw me In the 
distant North, 

Against his will, ’tis said, his friends 
detain’d hint 

During his nurture — caring not, be- 
like. 

To trust a pledge so precious near the 
Boar-tusks 

It was a natural but needless caution 
I wage no war with children, for I 
think 

Too deeply on mine own 
ViP I have thought on it, and will 
see the Gordon 

As we go hence to council I do bear 
A cross, which binds me to be Chris- 
tian priest 


As well as Christian champion God 
may grant 

That I, at once his father's friend and 
yours. 

May make some peace betwixt you 
SwiN When that your pnestly zeal, 
and knightly valour, 

Shall force the grave to rende? up the 
dead {Exeunt severally 


Scene II 

The summtt of Halidon Hill, hefote the 
Regen fs Tent The Royal Standard of 
Scotland is seen m the background, 
with the Pennons and Banners of 
the principal Nobles around it 
Council of Scottish Nobles and Chiefs 
Sutherland, Ross, Lennox, Max- 
well, and other Nobles of the highest 
rank, are close to the Regent's person, 
and m the act of keen debate Viponi 
With Gordon and others remain 
grouped at some distance on the nght 
hand of the Stage On the left, stands 
mg also apart, is Swinton, alone 
and bare headed The Nobles aie 
dressed in Highland or Lowland 
habits, as historical costume requires 
Trumpets, Heralds, dr»r are m at- 
tendance 

Len Nay, Lordings, put no shame 
upon my counsels 
I did but say, if we retired a little, 
We should have fairer field and better 
vantage 

I’ve seen King Robert, ay, The 
Bruce himself, 

Retreat six leagues m length, and 
think no shame on ’t 
Reg Ay, but King Edward sent a 
haughty message. 

Defying us to battle on this field, 
This very hill of Halidon, if we 
leave it 
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Unfought withal, it squares not with j 
our honour ! 

SwiN (apart) A perilous honour j 
that allows the enemy, 

And such an enemy as this same 
Edward, 

To choose our field of battle’ He 
kn^ws how 

To make our Scottish pride betray its 
master 

Into the pitfall 

[JDunM^ ihts speech^ the debate 
among the Nobles ts continued 
SuTH (aloud) We will not back 
one furlong — not one yard. 

No, nor one inch , where er we find 
the foe, 

Or where the foe finds us, there will 
we fight him 

Retreat will dull the spirit of our 
followers, 

Who now stand prompt for battle 
Ross My Lords, methinks great 
Morarchat ^ has doubts 
That, if his Northern clans once turn 
the seam 

Of their check’d hose behind, it will 
be hard 

To halt and rally them 

SuTH Say’st thou, MacDonnell’ 
Add another falsehood, 

And name when Morarchat was 
coward or traitor ^ 
fhine island race, as chronicles can tell. 
Were oft affianced to the Southron 
cause, 

Loving the weight and temper of their 
gold 

More than the weight and temper of 
their steel 

Reg Peace, my Lords, ho ’ 

Ross (throwing down hts glove) 
MacDonnellwillnotpeace’ There 
lies my pledge, 

Proud M orarchat, to witness thee aliar 

1 Morarchate is the ancient Gaelic description of the 
Earls of Sutherland. 


Ma\ Brought I all Nithsdale from 
the Western Border, 

Left I my towers exposed to foraying 
England 

And thieving An nan dale, to see such 
misrule ? 

John Who speaks of Annandale? 
Dare Maxwell slander 

1 he gentle House of Lochwood ® i 

Reg Peace, Lordings, once again 
We represent 

The Majesty of Scotland in our 
presence 

Brawling is treason 

SuTH Were it in presence of the 
King himself, 

What should prevent my saying 

r 

Enter Lindesay 

Lin You must determine quickly 
Scarce a mile 

Parts our vanguard from Edward’s 
On the plain 

Bright gleams of armour flash through 
clouds of dust. 

Like stars through frost mist , steeds 
neigh and weapons clash , 

And arrows soon will whistle — the 
woist sound 

That waits on English war You 
must determine 

Reg We are determined We will 
spare proud Edward 

Half of the ground that parts us 
Onward, Lords , 

Saint Andrew strike for Scotland’ 
We will lead 

The middle wai d ourselves, the Royal 
Standard 

Display’d beside us , and beneath its 
shadow 

Shall the young gallants, whom we 
knight this day, 

F ight for their golden spurs Lennox, 
thou ’rt wise, 

2 Lochwood Castle in as the ancient seat of the 

Johxistones, Lords of Amiandale. 






S45 


And wilt obey command , lead thou 
the rear 

Len The rear » why I the rear ? 
The van were fitter 

For him who fought abreast with 
Robert Bruce 

SwiN {apart) Discretion hath for- 
saken Lennox too f 

The wisdom he was forty years in 
gathering 

Has left him in an instant 'Tis 
contagious 

Even to witness frenzy 

SuTH The Regent hath determined 
well , the rear 

Suits him the best who counsell’d 
our retreat 

Len Proud Northern TKkne, the 
van were soon the rear 

Were thy disorder’d followers planted 
there 

SuTH Then, for that very word, 
I make a vow, 

By my broad Earldom, and my father’s 
soul, 

That, if I have not leading of the 
van, 

I will not fight to day * 

Ross Morarchat » thou the leading 
of the van ? 

Not whilst MacDonnell lives 

SwiN {apart) Nay, then a stone 
would speak 

{A ddresses the Regent ) May ’t please 
your Grace, 

And you, great Lords, to hear an old 
man’s counsel. 

That hath seen fights enow These 
open bickerings 

Dishearten all our host If that your 
Grace 

With these great Earls and Lords 
must needs debate, 

Let the closed tent conceal your dis 
agreement , 

Else Twill be said, ill fares it with 
the flock 


If shepherds wrangle when the wolf 
is nigh 

Reg The old Knight counsels well 
Let every Lord 

Or Chief, who leads five hundred 
men or more, 

Follow to council, others are ex- 
cluded — 

WeTl have no \ulgar censurers of 
our conduct 

{Looking at Swinton 

Young Go*»don, >our high rank and 
numerous following 

Gne you a seat with us, though yet 
unknighted 

Gordon I pray you, pardon me 
My youth ’s unfit 

To sit in council, when that Knight s 
grey hairs 

And wisdom wait without 

Reg Do as you will , we deign not 
bid you twice 

[77?^ Regent, Ross, Sutherland, 
Lennox, Maxwell, enter 
the Tent The rest remain grouped 
about the Stage 

Gor {observing Swin ) That helmet- 
less old Knight, his giant stature 

His awful accents of rebuke and 
wisdom. 

Have caught my fancy strangely He 
doth s«%em 

Like to some vision’d form which 
I have dream’d of, 

But never saw with waking eyes till 
now 

I will accost him 

ViP Pray you, do not so , 

Anon ITl give you reason why you 
should not 

There ’s other work in hand 

Gor I will but ask his name There’s 
in his presence 

Something that works upon me like 
a spell, 

Or like the feeling made my childish 
ear 
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Dote upon tales of superstitious 
dread, 

Attracting^ while they chill’d my heart 
with fear 

Now, born the Gordon, I do feel nght 
well 

I ’m bound to fear nought earthly , 
an<J I fear nought 

I ’ll know who this man is 

[Accosts SWINTON 

Sir Knight, I pra> you, of^our gentle 
courtesy, 

To tell your honour’d name I am 
ashamed, 

Being unknown in arms, to say that 
mine 

Is Adam Gordon 

SwiN {shows emotion^ but instantly 
subdues it) It is a name that 
soundeth in my ear 

Like to a death-knell, ay, and like 
the call 

Of the shrill trumpet to the mortal 
lists , 

Yet ’tis a name which ne’er hath been 
dishonour’d, 

And never will, 1 trust, most smely 
never 

By such a youth as thou 

Gor There^s a mysterious courtesy 
in this, 

And yet it yields no answer to my 
question 

I trust you hold the Gordon not un- 
worthy 

To know the name he asks 

SwiN Worthy of all that openness 
and honour 

May show to friend or foe , but, for 
my name, 

Vipont will show it you, and, if it 
sound 'I 

Harsh in your ear, remember that it 
knells there 

But at your own request This day, 
at least, 


Though seldom wont to keep it m 
concealment, 

As there ’s no cause I should, you had 
not heard it 

Gor This strange 

ViP The mystery is needful Fol- 
low me 

[They retire behind the side scene 
SwiN {looking after them) ’Tis a 
brave youth How blush’d his 
noble cheek, 

While youthful modesty, and the em- 
barrassment 

Of curiosity, combined with wonder, 

And half suspicion of some slight in- 
tended. 

All mingled in the flush, but soon 
’twEl deepen 

Into revenge’s glow How slow is 
Vipont > 

I wait the issue as I’ve seen spec- 
tators 

Suspend the motion even of the eye- 
lids 

When the slow gunner, with his 
lighted match, 

Approach’d the charged cannon, in 
the act 

To waken its dread slumbers — Now 
tis out, 

He draws his sword, and rushes 
towards me, 

Who will nor seek nor shun him 
Enter Gordon, withheld by Vipont 

ViP Hold, for the sake of Heaven » 
O, for the sake 

Of your dear country, hold > Has 
Swinton slam your father, 

And must you, therefore, be yourself 
a parricide. 

And stand recorded as the selfish 
traitor 

Who in her hour of need his country’s 
cause 

Deserts, that he may wreak a private 
wrong t 
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Look to yon banner— that is Scotland’s 
standard , 

Look to the Regent— he is Scotland’s 
general , 

Look to the English— they are Scot- 
land’s foemen ' 

Bethink thee, then, thou art a son of 
Scotland, 

And think on nought beside 

Gor He hath come here to brave 
me ’ Off’ unhand me • 

Thou canst not be my father’s ancient 
fnend, 

That stand’st ’twixt me and him who 
slew my father 

Vip You know not Swinton 
Scarce one passing thought 

Of his high mind was with yc?u , now, 
his soul 

Is fix’d on this days battle You 
might slay him 

At unawares before he saw your blade 
drawn 

Stand still, and watch him close 
Enter Maxwell from the tent 

SwiN How go our councils, 
Maxwell, may I ask ? 

Max As wild as if the \ery wind 
and sea 

With every breeze and eveiy billow 
battled 

For their precedence 

Swi Most sure they are possess’d • 
Some evil spirit, 

To mock their valour, robs them of 
discretion 

Fie, fie, upon ’t * Oh, that Dunferm- 
line’s tomb 

Could render up The Bruce* that 
Spain’s red shore 

Could give us back the good Lord 
James of Douglas * 

Or that fierce Randolph, with his 
voice of terror, 

Were here to awe these biawlers to 
submission * 


Vip {to Gor ) Thou hast perused 
him at more leisure now 
Gor I see the giant form which all 
men speak of. 

The stately port, but not the sullen 
eye. 

Not the bloodthirsty look that should 
belong 

To him that made me orphan 1 shall 
need 

To name my father twice ere I can 
strike ^ 

At such grey hairs, and face of such 
command , 

Yet my hand clenches on my falchion 
hilt, 

In token he shall die 
Vip Need I again remind you that 
the place 

Permits not private quarrel ^ 

Gor I ’m calm I will not seek — . 
nay, I will shun it , 

And yet methmks that such debate ’s 
the fashion 

You ’ve heard how taunts, reproaches, 
and the he, 

The he itself, have flown from mouth 
to mouth , 

As if a band of peasants were disputing 

About a football match, rather than 
chiefs 

Were ordepng a battle I am young, 

And lack expenence tell me, brave 
De Vipont, 

Is such the fashion of your wars in 
Palestine ^ 

Vip Such it at times hath been , 
and then the Cross 

Hath sunk before the Crescent 
Heaven’s cause 

Won us not victory where wisdom 
was not 

Behold yon English host come slowly 
on 

With equal front, rank marshall’ d 
upon rank. 

As if one spirit ruled one moving body , 
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The leaders in their places, each 
prepared 

To charge, support, and rally, as the 
fortune 

Of changeful battle needs then look 
on ours, 

Broken, disjointed, as the tumbling 
surges 

Which the winds wake at random 
Look on both. 

And dread the issue , yet there might 
be succour 

Gor We’re fearfully o’ermatch’d 
m discipline , 

So even my inexperienced eye can 
judge 

What succour save in Heaven ? 

Vip Heaven acts by human means 
The artist’s skill 

Supplies in war, as in mechanic crafts, 

Deficiency of tools There ’s courage, 
wisdom, 

And skill enough, live in one leader 
heie, 

As, flung into the balance, might avail 

To counterpoise the odds ’twixt that 
ruled host 

And our wild multitude I must not 
name him 

Gor I guess, but dare not ask 
What band is yonder, 

Ananged so closely as «^he English 
discipline 

Hath marshall’d their best files ? 

Vip Know’st thou not the pennon ? 

One day, perhaps, thou Tt see it all 
too closely , 

It IS Sir Alan Swmton’s 

Gor These, then, are his, the 
relics of his power , 

Yet worth an host of ordinary men 

And I must slay my country’s sagest 
leader, 

And crush by numbers that determined 
handful, 

When most my country needs their 
practised aid, 


Or men will say, ‘There goes de- 
generate Gordon, 

His father^ blood is on the Swinton’s 
swoi d. 

And his IS in his scabbard i ' [Muses 
Vip {apart) High blood and mettle, 
mix’d with early wisdom, 

Sparkle in this brave youth If he 
survive 

This evil-omen’d day, I pawn my word 
That, in the rum which I nowforbode, 
Scotland hastreasureleft How close 
he eyes 

Each look and step of Swmton • Is it 
hate, 

Or IS it admiration, or are both 
Commingled strangely in that steady 
gaze? 

[SwiNTON««<f Maxwell return fi om 
the bottom of the stage 

Max The storm is laid at length 
amongst these counsellors , 

See, they come forth 

SwiN And It is more than time , 
For I can mark the vanguard archery 
Handling their quivers, bending up 
then bows 

Entet the Regent and Scottish Lords 

Reg Thus shall it be, then, since 
we may no better , 

And, since no Lord will yield one jot 
of way 

To this high urgency, or give the 
vanguard 

Up to another’s guidance, we will 
abide them 

Even on this bent, and as our troops 
are rank’d, 

So shall they meet the foe Chief, 
nor Thane, 

Nor Noble, can complain of the 
precedence 

Which chance has thus assign’d him 
SwiN (apart) O sage discipline, 
That leaves to chance the marshalling 
of a battle « 
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Gor Move him to speech, De Alan of Swmtoii, who hath kept a 


Vipont 

ViP Move him f Move whom ? 

Gor Even him, whom, but brief 
space since, 

My hand did burn to put to utter silence 

ViP I ’ll move him to it Swinton, 
speak to them , 

They lack thy counsel sorely 

SwiN Had I the thousand spears 
which once I led 

I had not thus been silent But men’s 
wisdom 

Is rated by their means From the 
poor leader 

Of sixty lances, who seeks words of 
weight ? 

Gor {stepping format d) owinton, 
there’s that ofwisdomonthy brow, 

And valour in thine eye, and that of 
peril 

In this most urgent hour, that bids 
me say — 

Bids me, thy mortal foe, say — 
Swinton, speak 

For King and Country’s sake ’ 

SwiN Nay, if that voice commands 
me, speak I will , 

It sounds as if the dead laid charge 
on me 

Reg {to Lennox, with whom he 
has been consulting) ’Tis better 
than you think This broad hill- 
side 

Affords fair compass for our power’s 
display. 

Rank above rank nsing in seemly 
tiers , 

So that the rearward stands as fair 
and open 

SwiN As e’er stood mark before an 
English archer 

Reg Who dares to say so ? Who 
is ’t dare impeach 

Our rule of discipline ^ 

SwiN A poor Knight of these 
Marches, good my Lord , 


house here, 

He and his ancestry, since the old days 

Of Malcolm, called the Maiden 

Reg You have brought here, even 
to this pitched field. 

In which the Royal Banner is dis- 
play’d, 

I thmk some sixty spears. Sir Knight 
of Swinton , 

Our musters name no more ^ 

SwiN I'^brought each man I had , 
and Chief, or Earl, 

Thane, Duke, or dignitary, brings no 
more 

And with them brought I what may 
here be useful 

An aged eye, which, what with Eng- 
land, Scotland, 

Spam, France, and Flanders, hath 
seen fifty battles, 

And ta’en some judgment of them , a 
stark hand too, 

Which plays as with a straw with 
this same mace, — 

Which if a young arm here can wield 
more lightly, 

I nevermore will offer word of counsel 
Len Hear him, my Lord , it is the 
noble Swinton 

He hath had high experience 

Max He is noted 

The wisest warrior ’twixt the Tweed 
and Solway 

I do beseech you, hear him 
John Ay, hear the Swinton , hear 
^ stout old Sir Alan , 

Maxwell and Johnstone both agree 
for once 

Reg Where ’s your impatience 
now? 

Late you were all for battle, would 
not hear ^ 

Ourself pronounce a word , and now 
you gaze 

On yon old warrior in his antique 
armour. 
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As if he were arisen from the dead 

To bring us Bruce’s counsel for the 
battle 

SwiN ’Tis a proud word to speak , 
but he who fought 

Long under Robert Bruce may some- 
thing guess, 

Withouti»communication with the dead, 

At what he would have counsipird 
Bruce had bidden ye 

Review your battle order, marshaird 
broadly 

Here on the bare hillside, and bidden 
you mark 

Yon clouds of Southron archers, bear- 
ing down 

To the green meadow-lands which 
stretch beneath , 

The Bruce had warn'd you not a 
shaft to-day 

But shall find mark within a Scottish 
bosom, 

If thus our field be order’d The 
callow boys, 

Who draw but four foot bows, shall 
gall our front 

While on our mainward, and upon 
the rear, 

The cloth yard shafts shall fall like 
death’s own darts, 

And, though blind men discharge 
them, find a mark r 

Thus shall we die the death of slaugh- 
ter’d deer, 

Which, driven into the tods, are shot 
at ease 

By boys and women, while they tpss 
aloft 

All idly and m vain their branchy 
horns, 

As we shall shake our unavailing 
spears 

Reg TusS, tell not me’ If their 
shot fall like hail, 

Our men have Milan coats to bear it out 
SwiN Never did armourer temper 
steel on stithy 


That made sure fence against an 
English arrow 

A cobweb gossamer were guard as good 
Against a wasp sting 

Reg Who fears a wasp-sting? 

SwiN I, my Lord, fear none, 
Yet should a wise man brush the 
insect off, 

Or he may smart for it 

Reg We ’ll keep the hill , it is the 
vantage ground 
When the main battle joins 

SwiN It ne’er will join, while their 
light archery 

Can foil our spearmen and our barbM 
horse 

To hope Plantagenet would seek close 
com'oat 

When he can conquer riskless, is to 
deem 

Sagacious Edward simpler than a babe 
In battle knowledge Keep the hill, 
my Lord, 

With the mam body, if it is your 
pleasure , 

But let a body of your chosen horse 
Make execution on yon waspish 
archei s 

I ’ve done such work before, and love 
it well , 

If ’tis your pleasure to give me the 
leading, 

The dames of Sherwood, Inglewood, 
and Weardale, 

Shall sit in widowhood and long for 
venison, 

And long m vain Whoe’er remem- 
bers Bannockburn, — 

And when shall Scotsman, till the last 
loud trumpet, 

Forget that stirring word knows 
that great battle 
Even thus was fought and won 
Len This is the shortest road to 
bandy blows 

For when the bills step forth and 
bows go back, 




Then is the moment that our hardy 
spearmen, 

With their strong bodies, and their 
stubborn hearts, 

And limbs well knit by mountain 
exercise, 

At the close tug shall foil the short- 
breathM Southron 
SwiN I do not say the field will thus 
be won , 

The English host is numerous, brave, 
and loyal , 

Their Monarch most accomplish’d in 
war’s art, 

Skill’d, resolute, and wary 

Reg And if your scheme secure 
not victory, ^ 

What does it promise us ^ 

SwiN 1 his much at least, — 

Darkling we shall not die the 
peasant’s shaft, 

Loosen’d perchance without an aim 
or purpose, 

Shall not drink up the lifeblood we 
derive 

From those famed ancestors who 
made their breasts 

This frontier’s barrier for a thousand 
3 ’'ears 

We’ll meet these Southron bravely 
hand to hand, 

And eye to eye, and weapon against 
weapon , 

Each man who falls shall see the foe 
who strikes him 

While our good blades are faithful to 
the hilts, 

And our good hands to these good 
blades are faithful, 

Blow shall meet blow, and none fall 
unavenged , 

We shall not bleed alone 

Reg ^ And this is all 

Your wisdom hath devised ^ 

SwiN Not all , for I would pray you, 
noble Lords, 




(If one, among the guilty guiltiest, 
might), ' 

For this one day to charm to ten 
hours’ rest 

The never-dying worm of deadly feud 

That gnaws our vex^d hearts , think 
no one foe 

Save Edward and his ho‘!«t Days 
will remain, 

Ay, days by far too many will remain. 

To avenge old feuds or struggles for 
precedence , 

Let this one day be Scotland’s For 
myself. 

If there is any here may claim from 
me 

(As well may chance) a debt of blood 
and hatred. 

My life is his to morrow unresisting. 

So he to-day will let me do the best 

That my old arm may achieve for the 
dear country 

That ’s mother to us both 

[Gordon skoivs much emoiton 
during ihts and the preceding 
speech o/^Swinton 
Reg It is a dream — a vision 1 If 
one troop 

Rush down upon the archers, all will 
follow, 

And order is destroy’d we’ll keep 
the baHle-rank 

Our fathers wont to do No more 
on’t Ho • 

Where be those youths seek knight- 
hood from our sword * 

JIer Here are the Gordon, Somer- 
ville, and Hay, 

And Hepburn, with a score of gallants 
more 

Reg Gordon, stand forth 
Gor I pray your Grace, forgive m e 
Reg How 1 seek youhot for knight- 
hood « 

Gor I do thirst for ’t 

But, pardon me ’ ’tis from another 
sword 
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Reg It IS your Sovereign s , seek 
you for a worthier ^ 

Gor Who would drink purely^ 
seeks the secret fountain, 

How small soever, not the general 
stream, 

Though it be deep and wide My 
Lord, I seek 

The boon of knighthood from the 
honour’d weapon 

Of the best knight and of the sagest 
leader 

That ever graced a ring of chivalry 
Therefoi e I beg the boon on bended 
knee, 

Even from Sir Alan Swinton [K»eeis 
Reg Degenerate boy, abject at 
once and insolent • 

See, Lords, he kneels to him that 
slew his father ’ 

Gor (staiimgup) Shame be on him 
who speaks such shameful word * 
Shame be on him, whose tongue 
would sow dissension 
When most the time demands that 
native Scotsmen 
Forget each private wrong « 

SwiN {mterrupixng htm) Youth, 
since you crave me 
To be your sire in chivalry, I remind 
you 

War has its duties, OfFce has its 
reverence , 

j Who governs in the Sovereign’s name 
IS Sovereign , 

Crave^the Lord Regent’s pardon 
Gor You task me justly, an(J I 
crave his pardon, 

[Bows to the Regent 
His- and these noble Lords', and pray 
them all 

Bear witness to my words Ye 
noble pi^sence, 

Here I remit unto the Knight of 
Swmton 

All bitter memory of my father’s 
slaughter, 


All thoughts of malice, hatred, and 
levenge , 

By no base fear or composition moved, 

But by the thought, that in our 
country’s battle 

All hearts should be as one I do 
forgive him 

As freely as I pray to be forgiven, 

And once more kneel to him to sue 
for knighthood 

S WIN {affected, and drawing his sword) 

Alas ’ brave youth, ’tis I should kneel 
to you, 

And, tendering thee the hilt of the 
fell sword 

That made thee fatherless, bid thee 
use the point 

After thfne own discretion For thy 
boon — 

Trumpets be ready — In the Holiest 
name, 

And in Our Lady’s and Saint Andrew’s 
name, 

[ Touching hts shoulder with hts 
sword 

I dub thee Knight ' Arise, Sir Adam 
Gordon • 

Be faithful, brave, and O be fortunate, 

Should this ill hour permit ’ 

[The trumpets sound, the Heralds 
cry ‘Largesse,’ and the Atten 
dants shout ‘ A Gordon » A 
Gordon • ’ 

Reg Beggars and flatterers’ Peace, 
peace, I say ’ 

We ’ll to the Standard , knights shall 
there be made 

Who will with better reason crave 
your clamour 

Len What of Swinton’s counsel ? 

Here’s Maxwell and myself think it 
worth noting 

Reg 

Let the 

leader, — 

So Gordon quotes the man who slew 
his father, — 


{mih concentrated indignation) 
best knight, and let the sagest 
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With his old pedigree and heavy mace, 

Essay the adventure, if it pleases him, 

With his fair threescore horse As 
for ourselves, 

We will not peril aught upon the 
measure 

Gor Lord Regent, jou mistake, 
for if Sir Alan 

Shall venture such attack, each man 
who calls 

The Gordon chief, and hopes or fears 
from him 

Or good or evil, follows Swinton’s 
banner 

In this achievement 

Reg Why, God ha’ mercy * this 
is of a piece 

Let young and old e en fo^ow their 
own counsel. 

Since none will list to mine 

Ross The Border cockerel fain 
would be on horseback , 

’Tissafetobepreparedforfightorflight 

And this comes of it to give Noithern 
lands 

To the false Norman blood 

Gor Hearken, proud Chief of Isles’ 
Within my stalls 

I have two hundred horse, two 
hundred riders 

Mount guard upon my castle, who 
would tread 

Into the dust a thousand of your 
Redshanks, 

Nor count it a day’s service 

SwiN Hear I this 

From thee, young man, and on the 
day of battle 1 

And to the brave MacDonnell 1 
Gor ’Twas he that urged me , but 
I am rebuked 

Reg Hecroucheslikea leash hound 
to his master » 

SwiN Each hound must do so that 
would head the deer , 

’Tis mongrel curs that snatch at mate 
or master 


Reg Too much of this Sirs, to 
the Royal Standard ’ 

I bid you, in the name of good King 
David 

Sound trumpets ’ sound for Scotland 
and King David 
[ The Regent and the 1 esi go 
and the Scene closes ^ Manent 
Gordon, SwiNTON,a«^/ViPONi, 
with Re\nald and followers 
LENNOxyb//oz£>5//2^ Regent, but 
lett^ns and addresses SwiUTON 
Len O were my western horse- 
men but come up , 

I would take part with you ' 

SwiN Better that you remain 
They lack discretion , such grey head 
as yours 

May best supply that want 
Lennox, mine ancient friend and 
honour’d lord, 

Farewell, I think, for ever ’ 

Len Farewell, brave friend ’ and 
farewell, noble Gordon, 

Whose sun will be eclipsed even as 
it nses ’ 

The Regent will not aid j/ou 

SwiN We will so bear us that as 
soon the blood hound 
Shall halt, and take no part, what 
time his comrade 

Is grapplAg with the deer, as he 
stand still 

And see us overmatch’d 

Len Alas’ thou dost not krow 
how mean his pride is, 

Hpw strong his envy 

SwiN Then we will die, and leave 
the shame with him 

\Extt Lennox 
Vip {to Gordon) What ails thee, 
noble youth ? What means this 
pause ^ 

Thou dost not rue thy generosity ? 
Gor I have been hurried on by 
strong impulse. 
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Like to a bark that scuds before the 
storm. 

Till driven upon some strange and 
distant coast, 

Which never pilot dream’d of 
Have I not forgiven t 

And am I not still fatherless * 

SwiN Gordon, no , 

For while we live I am a father to thee 
Gor Thou, Swinton ^ No » that 
cannot, cannot be 

SwiN Then change the phrase, and 
say that while we live 

Gordon shall be my son If thou art 
fatherless. 

Am I not childless too ? Bethink thee, 
Gordon, 

Our death feud was not like the 
household fire. 

Which the poor peasant hides among 
its embeis. 

To smoulder on, and wait a time for 
waking 

Ours was the conflagration ofthe forest. 

Which, in its fury, spares nor sprout 
nor stem, 

Hoar oak nor sapling, not to be 
extinguish’d 

Till Heaven m mercy sends down 
all her waters , 

But, once subdued, its flame is 
quench’d for ever , 

And spring shall hide the tract of 
devastation 

With foliage and with flowers Give 
me thy hand 

Gor My hand and heart* -And 
freely now to fight * ^ 

Vip How will you act^ {To 
Swinton) The Gordon’s band 
and thine 

Are in the rearward left, I think, in 
scorn 

m post for them who wish to charge 
the foremost * 

SwiN We’ll turn that scorn to 
vantage, and descend 


Sidelong the hill , some winding path 
there must be 

O, for a well-skiird guide * 

[Hob Hattely star/s up from 
a thicket 

Hob So here he stands An 
ancient hiend, Sir Alan, — 

Hob Hattely, or, if jj-ou like it better. 

Hob of the Heron Plume, here stands 
your guide 

SwiN An ancient friend ? — a most 
notorious knave. 

Whose throat I ’ve destined to the 
dodder’d oak 

Before my castle, these ten months 
and more 

Was it not you who drove from 
SimiT im-mains, 

And Swmton-quarter, sixty head of 
cattle ^ 

Hob What then, if now I lead your 
sixty lances 

Upon the English flank, where they 11 
find spoil 

Is worth six hundred beeves ? 

SwiN Wh3?’, thou canst do it, knave 
I would not trust thee 

With one poor bullock , yet would 
risk my life, 

And all my followers, on thine honest 
guidance 

Hob There is a dingle, and a most 
discreet one 

(I ’ve trod each step by starlight), 
that sweeps round 

The rearward of this hill, and opens 
secretly 

Upon the archers’ flank Will not 
that serve 

Your present turn, Sir Alan ^ 

SwiN Bravely, bravely * 

Gor M ount, sirs , and cry my slogan 

Let all who love the Gordon followme » 

SwiN Ay, let all follow , but in 
silence follow 

Scare not the hare that’s couchant 
on her form , 
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The cushat from her nest , brush not, 
if possible, 

The dewdrop from the spray , 

Let no one whisper, until I cry 
‘ Havoc ’ ’ 

Then shout as loud’s ye will On, 
on, brave Hob , 

On, thou false thief, but yet most 
faithful Scotsman ’ [Exeunt 


ACT II 
Scene I 

A rising ground immediately in front 
of the position of the Engl^h mam 
body PERcy, Chandos, Ribau- 
MONT, and other English and Norman 
Nobles f aie grouped on the Stage 

Per The Scots still keep the hill , 
the sun grows high 

Would that the charge would sound 
Chan Thou scent’st ttie slaughter, 
Percy Who comes here ^ 

Enter the Abbot of Walthamstow 

Now, by my life, the holy priest of 
Walthamstow, 

Like to a lamb among a herd of wolves ’ 

See, he ’s about to bleat 
Ab The King, raethinks, delays the 
onset long 

Chan Your general, Father, like 
your rat catcher. 

Pauses to bait his traps, and set his 
snares 

Ab 1 he metaphor is decent 
Chan Reverend sir, 

I will uphold it just Our good King 
Edward 

Will presently come to this battlefield. 

And speak to you of the last tilting 
match, 

Or of some feat he did a twenty years 
since , 


But not a word of the day’s work 
before him 

Even as the artist, sir, whose name 
oifends you. 

Sits prosing o’er his can, until the 
trap fall, 

Announcing that the vermin are se- 
cured, ^ 

And then *tis up, and on them 

Per Chandos, you give our tongue 
too bold a license 
Chan P^rcy, I am a necessary^'evil 

King Edward would not want me, if 
he could , 

And could not, if he would I know 
my value 

My heavy hand excuses my light 
tongue 

So men wear weighty swords in their 
defence, 

Although they may offend the tender 
shin 

When the steel boot is doffd 
Ab My Lord of Chandos, 

This IS but idle speech on brink of battle. 

When Christian men should think 
upon their sins , 

F or as the tree falls so the trunk must he, 

Be It for good or evil Lord, bethink 
thee. 

Thou hast withheld from our most 
reverend house 

The tithes of Evenngham and Settle- 
ton , 

Wilt thou make satisfactiori to the 
Church 

Before her thunders strike thee * I do 
warn thee 

In most paternal sort 
Chan I thank you. Father, filially 

Though but a truant son of Holy 
Church, 

I would not choose to^undergo her 
censures 

When Scottish blades are waving at 
my throat 

I ’ll make fair composition. 
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Ab No composition, I’ll have all, 
or none 

Ch\n None, then • ’tis soonest 
spoke 1 ’ll take my chance, 

And trust my sinful soul to Heaven’s 
mercy, 

Rather than risk my worldly goods 
with thee 

My hour may not be come 
Ab Impious— impenitent — 

Per Hush > the King — the King ’ 

Enter King Edward, atkndcd by 
Baliol and others 
K Ed {apart to Chandos) Hark 
hither, Chandos * Have the \ ork- 
shire archers 

Yet join’d the vanguard ? 

Chan They are marching thither 
K Ed Bid them make haste, for 
shame , send a quick rider 

The loitering knaves < were it to steal 
my venison, 

Then steps were light enough How 
now, Sir Abbot ? 

Say, IS your reverence come to study 
with us 

The princely art of war ^ 

Ab I Ve had a lecture from my 
Lord of Chandos, 

In which he teim’d your Grace a rat- 
catcher 

K Ed Chandos, how ’srthis ? 

Chan O, I will prove it, sir’ These 
skipping Scots 

Have changed a dozen times ’t-wixt 
Bruce and BalioI, 

Quitting each House when itbegan^o 
totter, 

They ’re fierce and cunning, treacher- 
ous, too, as rats. 

And we, as such, will smoke them m 
their fastnesses 

K Ed These rats have seen your 
back, my Lord of Chandos, 

And noble Percy’s too 

Per Ay , but the mass which now 
lies weltering 


On yon hillside, like a Leviathan 
That ’s stranded on the shallows, then 
had soul in ’t, 

Order and discipline, and power of 
action 

Now ’tis a headless corpse, which 
only shows 

B> wild convulsions that some life 
remains in’t 

K Ed True, they had once a head , 
and ’twas a wise. 

Although a rebel head 

Ab {bowtngto the King) Would he 
were here, we should find one 
to match him 

K Ed There’s something in that 
wish which wakes an echo 
Within n»y bosom Yet it is as well, 
Or better, that The Bruce is in his 
grave , 

We have enough of powerful foes on 
earth 

No need to summon them from other 
worlds 

Per Your Grace ne’er met The 
Bruce 

K Ed Never himself, but m my 
earliest field 

I did encounter with his famous cap 
tains, 

Douglas and Randolph Faith ’ they 
press’d me hard 

Ab My Liege, if I might uige you 
with a question, 

Will the Scots fight to day ^ 

K Ed {sharply) Go look your bre- 
viary 

Chan {apart) The Abbot has it— 
Edward will not answer 
On that nice point We must observe 
his humour 

[Addresses the King ] 

Your first campaign, my Liege ^ 
That was in Weal dale, 

When Douglas gave our camp yon 
midnight ruffle. 

And turn’d men’s beds to biers ^ 
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K Ed Ay, by Saint Edward ♦ I 
escaped right nearly 
I was a spldier then for holidays, 

And slept not in mine armour my 
safe rest 

Was startled by the cry of * Douglas ’ 
Douglas ' ’ 

And by my couch, a grisly chamberlain. 
Stood AUn Swmton, with his bloody 
mace 

It was a churchman saved me, my 
stout chaplain, 

Heaven quit his spirit * caught a 
weapon up. 

And grappled with the giant How 
now, Louis ? 

Enter an Officer^ who wlnspe^s 
the King 

K Ed Say to him, — thus — and 

thus \Whispers 

Ab That Swmton ’s dead A monk 
of ours reported. 

Bound homeward from Saint Ninian’s 
pilgrimage, 

The Lord of Gordon slew him 

Per Father, and if your house 
stood on our borders 
You might have cause to know that 
Swmton lives, 

And is on horseback yet 

Chan He slew the Gordon , 

That ’s all the difference, a very trifle 
Ab Trifling to those who wage a 
war more noble 
Than with the arm of flesh 

Chan {apari) The Abbot ’s vexM 
I '11 rub the sore for him 
{Aloud) I have seen priests that used 
that arm of flesh, 

And used it sturdily Most reverend 
Father, 

What say you to the chaplain's deed 
of arms 

In the King’s tent at Wear dale ? 

Ab It was most sinful, being against 
the canon 


Prohibiting all churchmen to bear 
weapons , 

And as he fell m that unseemly g^uise, 

Perchance his soul may rue it 

K Ed {overhearing the last words) 
Who may rue ? 

And what is to be rued ? 

Chan {apart) I ’ll match lr*s rever- 
ence for the tithes of Evermgham 

The Abbot says, my Liege, the deed 
was sinful, 

By which"* your chaplain, wielding 
secular weapons, 

Secured >our Grace’s life and liberty, 

And that he suffers for 't m purga- 
tory 

K Ed {to the Abbot) Say’st thou 
my chaplain is m purgatory ^ 

Ab It is the canon speaks it, good 
my Liege 

K Ed In purgatory f thou shalt 
pray him out on 't, 

Or I will make thee wish thyself 
beside him 

Ab My Lord, perchance his soul 
IS past the aid 

Of all the Church may do, there is 
a place 

From which there ’s no redemption 

K Ed And if I thought my faithful 
chaplain there, 

Thou shouWst there join him, priest » 
Go watch, fast, pray, 

And let me have such, prayers as will 
storm Heaven , 

None of your maim’d and mutter’d 

^ hunting masses 

Ab /o Chandos) For God’s 

sake take him off 

Chan Wilt thou compound, then, 

The tithes of Evermgham ? 

K Ed I tell thee, if thou bear'st 
the keys of Heaven'^ 

Abbot, thou shalt not turn a bolt with 
them 

’Gainst any well-deserving English 
subject 


858 (pku&. 


Ab {io Chandos) We will com- 
pound and grant thee, too, a share 
r the next indulgence Ihou dost 
need it much, 

Ana greatly ’twill avail thee 

Chan Enough ’ we ’re friends , and 
when occasion serves, 

I will stirike in 

[^Looks as tf towards the Scottish 
Army 

K Ed Answer, proud ^Abbot, is 
my chaplain’s soul. 

If thou knowest aught on \ in the 
evil place ? 

Chan My Liege, the Yorkshire men 
have gam d the meadow 
I see the pennon green of merry 
Sherwood 

K Ed Then give the signal instant* 
We have lost 

But too much time already 
Ab My Liege, your holy chaplain’s 
blessed soul — 

K Ed To hell with it and thee * 
Is this a time 

To speak of monks and chaplains ^ 
[Flourish ofT) umpets, ausweted by 
a distant sound of Bugles 
See, Chandos * Percy » Ha, Saint 
George > Saint Edward * 

See It descending now, thr fatal hail- 
shower, 

The storm of England’s wrath, sure, 
swift, resistless, 

Which no mail-coat can brook 
Brave English hearts * 

How close they shoot together * as 
one eye 

Had aim’d five thousand shafts, as if 
one hand 

Had loosed five thousand bow-stiings* 
Per The thick volley 

Darkens the air, and hides the sun 
from us 

K Ed It falls on those shall see 
the sun no more 


The winged, the resistless plague is 
with them , 

How then vex’d host is reeling to 
and fro , 

Like the chafed whale with fifty 
lances in him, 

They do not see, and cannot shun 
the wound 

The storm is viewless as death’s 
sable wing, 

Unerring as his scythe 

Per Horses and riders are going 
down together 

’Tis almost pity to see nobles fall, 
And by a peasant’s arrow 

Bal I could weep them, 

Although they are my rebels 

Chan ^ (aside to Percy) His con- 
querors, he means, who cast him out 
From his usurped kingdom (Aloud) 
’Tis the worst of it, 
lhat knights can claim small honour 
m the field 

Which archers win, unaided by our 
lances 

K Ed The battle is not ended 

[Loo ^5 towards the field 
Not ended ^ scarce begun ’ "What 
horse are these, 

Rush from the thicket underneath the 
hiin 

Per They ’1 e Hainaulters, the fol 
lowers of Queen Isabel 
K Ed (hastily) Hainaulters * thou 
art blind , w ear Hainaulters 
Saint Andrew’s silver cross * or 
would they charge 
Full on our archers, and make havoc 
of them ^ 

Bruce is alive again * ho, rescue * 
rescue * 

Who was ’t survey d the ground ? 
Ribau Most royal Liege— 

K Ed A rose hath fallen from thy 
chaplet, Ribaumont 
Ribau I ’ll win it back, or lay my 
4 head beside it \Extt 
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K Ed Saint George * Saint Ed- 
ward ' Gentlemen, to horse, 

And to the rescue • Percy, lead the 
bill-men , 

Chandos, do thou bring up the men- 
at arms 

If yonder numerous host should now 
bear down 

Bold as their vanguard, [io the Ahboi\ 
thou maj st pray for us , 

We may need good men’s praters 
To the rescue, 

Lords, to the rescue I ha, Saint George* 
Saint Edward * \Exeunt 


Scene II 

A part of the field of battle betwixt the 
two main atmtes Tumults behind 
the scenes f alarums^ and cnes of 
‘ Gordon, a Gordon,’ ‘ Swinton/ &c 

Enter, as victorious over the English 
vanguard, Vipont, Reynald, and 
others 

Vip ’Tis sweet to hear these war- 
cries sound together, — 

Gordon and Swmton 

Rey 'Tis passing pleasant, yet ’tis 
strange withal 

Faith, when at first I heard the 
Gordon’s slogan 

Sounded so near me, I had nigh struck 
down 

The knave who cried it 

Enter Swinton and Gordon 
SwiN Pitch down my pennon in 
yon holly bush 

Gor Mine m the thorn beside it , 
let them wave, 

As fought this morn their masters, 
side by side 

S WIN Let the men rally, and restore 
their ranks 

Here in this vantage-ground dis 
orderM chase 


Leads to disorder’d flight, we have 
done our part, 

And if we’re succour’d now, Plan- 
tageiiet 

Must turn his bridle southward 

Reynald, spur to the Regent with the 
basnet 

Of stout De Grey, the leader* of their 
vanguard , 

Say, that m battle front the Gordon 
slew him. 

And by tl^t token bid him send us 
succour 

Gor And tell him that when Selby’s 
headlong charge 

Had wellnigh borne me down. Sir Alan 
smote him 

I cannot send his helmet , never nut- 
shell 

Went to so many shivers Hack ye, 
grooms * 

[ To those behind the scenes 

Why do 5 ou let my noble steed stand 
stiffening 

After so hot a course ^ 

SwiN Ay, breathe your horses, 
they’ll have work anon, 

For Edward’s men at-arms will soon 
be on us, 

The flower of England, Gascony , and 
Flanders , 

But with ?wift succour we will bide 
them bravely 

De Vipont, thou look.st sad ? 

Vip It is because I hold a Templar’s 
sword 

W^et to the crossed hilt with Christian 
blood 

SwiN The bloodof English archers, 
what can gild 

A Scottish blade more bravely ? 

ViP Even therefore giieve I for 
those gallant yeomen, 

England’s peculiar and appropriate 
sons, 

Known m no other land Each bf^^ts 
his hearth 
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And field as free a§ the best lord his 
barony, 

Owing subjection to no human vassal- 
age, 

Save to their King and law Hence 
are they resolute 

Leading the van on e\ery day of battle, 

As men who know the blessings they 
defend , 

Hence are they frank and generous 
in peace, 

As men who have their pofLion in its 
plenty 

No other kingdom shows such worth 
and happiness 

VeiFd in such low estate Therefore 
I mourn them 

SwiN I ’ll keep my sorrow for our 
native Scots, 

Who, spite of hardship, poverty, 
oppression, 

Still follow to the field their Chieftain’s 
banner. 

And die in the defence on 't 
Gor And if I live and see my halls 
again 

They shall have portion in the good 
they fight for 

Each hardy follow ershall have his field, 

His household hearth and sod-built 
home, as free 

As ever Southron had Chey shall 
be happy * 

And my Elizabeth shall smile to see it’ 

I have betray’d myself 

SwiN Do not believe it 

Vipont, do thou look out from yonder 
height, 

And see what motion in the Scottish 
host, 

And in King Edward’s [Exit Vipont 
Now will I counsel thee, 

TheTemplar’fearis for no tale of love, 

Being wedded to his Order But 
I tell thee, 

The brave young knight that hath no 
lady-love 


Is like a lamp unlighted , ins brave 
deeds. 

And its rich painting, do seem then 
most glorious 

When the pure ray gleams through 
them 

Hath thy Elizabeth no other name ? 
Gor Must I then speak of her to 
you, Sir Alan ^ 

The thought of thee, and of thy 
matchless strength, 

Hath conjured phantoms up amongst 
her dreams 

The name of Swinton hath been spell 
sufficient 

To chase the rich blood from her 
loveljr cheek, 

And wouldst thou now know hers^ 
SwiN I would, nay must 

Thy father in the paths of chivalry, 

Should know the load-star thou dost 
rule thy course by 
Gor Nay, then, her name is— 

hark [ Whispers 

SwiN I know it well, that ancient 
northern house 

Gor O, thou shalt see its fairest 
grace and honour 

In my Elizabeth And if music touch 
thee 

SwiN It did, before disasters had 
untuned me 
Gor O, her notes 

Shall hush each sad remembrance to 
oblivion, 

Or melt them to such gentleness of 
feeling, 

That grief shall have its sweetness 
Who, but she. 

Knows the wild harpings of our native 
land ^ 

Whether they lull the shepherd on his 
hill, 

Or wake the knight to battle , rouse 
to merriment, 

Or soothe to sadness , she can touch 
each mood 
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Pnnces and statesmen, chiefs re- 
nownM m arms. 

And grey-hair’d bards, contend which 
shall the first 

And choicest homage render to the 
enchantress 

SwiN You speak her talent bravely 
Gor Though you smile, 

I do not speak it half Her gift 
creative. 

New measures adds to every air she 
wakes , 

Varying and gracing it with liquid 
sweetness, 

Like the wild modulation of the lark , 

Now leaving, now returning to the 
strain » 

To listen to her, is to seem-^o wander 

In some enchanted labyrinth of 
romance, 

Whence nothing but the lovely fairy’s 
will, 

Who wove the spell, can extricate the 
wanderer 

Methmks I hear her now > 

SwiN BlessM pnvilege 

Of youth » There 's scarce three 
minutes to decide 

’Twixt death and life, ’twixt triumph 
and defeat, 

Yet all his thoughts are in his lady s 
bower. 

Listening her harping ’ 

Eftfer ViPONT 

Where are thine, De Vipont? 
ViP On death, on judgment, on 
eternity • 

For time is over with us 
SwiN There moves not, then, one 
pennon to our aid. 

Of all that flutter yonder ’ 

ViP From the main English host 
come rushing forward 

Pennons enow, ay, and their Royal 
Standard , 

But ours stand rooted, as for crows to 
roost on 


SwiN (iohtmself) I ’ll rescue him at 
least — Young Lord of Gordon, 

Spur to the Regent , show the instant 
need 

Gor. I penetrate thy purpose , but 
I go not 

SwiN Not at my bidding? I, thy 
sire in chivalry, ^ 

Thy leader m the battle ? I command 
thee 

Gor No, thou wilt not command 
me s<^ek my safety — 

For such is thy kind meaning — at the 
expense 

Of the last hope which Heaven re 
serves for Scotland 

While I abide, no follower of mine 

Will turn his rein for life , but were 
I gone. 

What power can stay them ? and, our 
band dispersed. 

What swords shall for an instant stem 
yon host, 

And save the latest chance for victory ? 

ViP The noble youth speaks truth , 
and were he gone, 

There will not twenty spears be left 
with us 

Gor No, bravely as we have begun 
the field, 

So let us fight it out The Regent s 
eyes,„ 

More certain than athousand messages, 

Shall see us stand, the barrier of his 
host 

Against yon bursting storm If not 
for honour, 

II not for warlike rule, for shame at 
least 

He must bear down to aid us 

SwiN Must it be so ? 

And am I foiced to yield the sad 
consent, 

Devoting thy young life ? O, Gordon, 
Gordon ’ 

I do it as the patnarch doom’d his 
issue, 
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I at my country’s, he at Heaven’s 
command , 

But I seek vainly some atoning sacri- 
fice, 

Rather than such a victim » {Tf lim- 
pets ) Hark, they come » 

That music sounds not like thy lady s 
lute. 

Gor Yet shall my lady’s name mix 
with it gaily 

Mount, vassals, couch your lances, and 
cry ‘ Gordon ’ 

Gordon for Scotland and Elizabeth!’ 

[^Exeunt Loud Alarums 


Scene III 

Another part of the field of battle^ ad 
jacent to the former Scene 

Alai urns Enter Swinton, folloived 
by Hob Hattely 

Swi Stand to it yet ’ The man who 
flies to day, 

May bastards warm them at his house- 
hold hearth < 

Hob That ne’er shall be my curse 
My Magdalen 

Is trusty as my broadsword 

Swi Ha, thou knave, 

Art thou dismounted too « 

Hob I know, Sir Allan, 

You want no hlomeward guide, so 
threw my reins 

Upon my palfrey’s neck, and let him 
loose 

Within an hour he stands before my 
gate, 

And Magdalen will need no other 
token 

To bid the M^^rose monks say masses 
for me 

Swi Thou art resolved to cheat 
the halter, then ? 

Hob It is my purpose, 


Having lived a thief, to die a brave 
man’s death , 

And never had I a more glorious 
chance for’t 

SwiN Here lies the way to it, 
knave Make in, make m, 

And aid > oung Gordon * 

[Exeunt Loud and long alamms 
Aftei winch the back Scene rises, 
and discovers Swinion on the 
giound, Gordon supporting 
him , both much wounded 

SwiN All are cut down, the reapers 
have pass’d o’er us, 

And hie to distant harvest My toil ’s 
over , 

There hrs my sickle {dropping hts 
swords Hand of mine again 

Shall never, never wield it * 

Gor O valiant leader, is thy light 
extinguish’d ^ 

That only beacon-flame which pro- 
mised safety 

In this day’s deadly wrack » 

SwiN My lamp hath long been dim* 
But thine, young Gordon, 

Just kindled, to be quench’d so 
suddenly, 

Ere Scotland saw its splendour * 

Gor Five thousand horse hung 
idly on yon hill, 

Saw us o’erpower’d, and no one 
stirr’d to aid us * 

SwiN It was the Regent’s envy 
Out *— alas » 

Why blame I him * It was our civil 
discord, 

Our selfish vanity, our jealous hatred, 

Which framed this day of dole for our 
poor country 

Had thy brave father held yon leading 
staff, 

As well his rank and valour might 
have claim’d it, 

We had not fall’n unaided How, 
O how 
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Is he to answer it, whose deed pre- 
vented— 

Gor Alas » alas ’ the authoi of the 
death feud. 

He has his reckoning too ’ foi had 
your sons 

And num’rous vassals lived, we had 
lack’d no aid 

SvviN May God assoil the dead, and 
him who follows • 

We’ve drank the poison’d beverage 
which we brew’d 

Have sown the wind, and reap’d the 
tenfold whirlwind » 

But thou, brave youth, whose noble 
ness of heart 

Pour’d oil upon the wounds our hate 
inflicted , ^ 

Thou, who hast done no wrong, 
need’st no forgiveness, 

Why should’st thou shai e our punish- 
ment * 

Gor All need forgiveness (Dts 
tant alarum ) Hark, in yonder 
shout 

Did the mam battles counter ^ 

SwiN Look on the field, brave 
Gordon, if thou canst, 

And tell me how the day goes But 
I guess, 

Too surely do I guess 

Gor All ’s lost » all ’s lost * Of 
the mam Scottish host, 

Some wildly fly, and some 1 ush wildly 
forward , 

And some there are who seem to 
turn their spears 
Against their countrymen 
SwiN Rashness, and cowardice, and 
secret treason. 

Combine to rum us, and our hot 
valour. 

Devoid of discipline, is madmen’s 
strength, 

More fatal unto friends than enemies ’ 
I ’m glad that these dim eyes shall 
see no more on ^t 


Let thy hands close them, Gordon, 

I will dream 

My fair-hair’d William renders me 
that office 1 \Dtes 

Gor And, Swmton, I will think 
I do that duty 

To my dead father 

Enter De Vipont ^ 

Vip Fly, fly, brave youth ’ A 
handful of thy followers, 

The scatter’d gleaning of this desperate 
day, ^ 

Still hover yonder to essay thy 
rescue 

O hnger not * I ’ll be 5- our guide to 
them 

Gor Look there, and bid me fly ’ 
The oak has fall’n , 

And the young ivy bush, which 
learn’d to climb 

By Its support, must needs partake its 
fall 

Vip Swmton ? Alas ' the best, the 
bravest, strongest. 

And sagest of our Scottish chivalry ' 

Forgive one moment, if to save the 
living. 

My tongue should wrong the dead 
Gordon, bethink thee, 

Thou dost but stay to perish with 
the corpse 

Of him wh^ slew thy father 

Gor Ay, but he was my sire m 
chivalry 

He taught my youtfi to soar above 
the promptings 

Of mean and selfish vengeance , 
* gave my youth 

A name that shall not die even on 
this death-spot 

Records shall tell this field had not 
been lost, 

Had all men fought lik% Swmton and 
like Gordon [Trumpets 

Save thee, De Vipont Hark » the 
Southron trumpets 
Vip Nay, without thee I stir not 
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Enter Edward, Chandos, Percy, ! 

Baliol, <Sr*c 

Gor Ay, they come on, the Tyrant 
and the Tiaitor, 

Workman and tool, Plantagenet and 
Baliol 

O for a moment's strength in this 
poojj- arm, 

To do one glorious deed < 

[He rushes on the English^ but is 
made prisoner with Vipont 
K Ed Disarm them — harm them 
not , though it was they 

Made havoc on the archers of our 
vanguard, 

They and that bulky champion 
Where is he ? 

Chan Here lies the giant ^ Staj^ ’ 
his name, young Knight ? 

Gor Let it suffice, he was a man 
this morning 

Chan I question’d thee in sport 
I do not need 

Thy information, youth Who that 
has fought 

Through all these Scottish wars, but 
knows his crest, 

The sable boar chain’d to the leafy oak, 

And that huge mace still seen where 
war was wildest < 

K Ed 'Tis Alan Swinton * 

Grim chamberlain, who if my tent at 
Weardale, 

Stood by my <f startled couch with 
torch and mace, 

When the Black Douglas* war-cry 
waked my camp ,, 

Gor {sinking down) If thus thou 
know’st him, 

Thou wilt respect his corpse 

K Ed As belted Knight and 
crowned King, I will 
Gor An<f let mine 


Sleep at his side, m token that ourdeath 
Ended the feud of Swmton and of 
Gordon 

K Ed It is the Gordon » Is there 
aught beside 

Edward can do to honour bravery, 
Even in an enemy ^ 

Gor Nothing but this , 

Let not base Baliol, with his touch 
or look. 

Profane my corpse or Swmton’s I 've 
some breath still, 

Enough to say— Scotland— Elizabeth* 
Chan Baliol, I would not brook 
such dying looks, 

To buy the crown you aim at 

K Ed (Jo Vipont) Vipont, thy 
croaked shield shows ill m warfare 
Against a Christian king 

ViP That Christian king is warring 
upon Scotland , 

I was a Scotsman ere I was a Templar, 
Sworn to my country ere I knew my 
Order 

K Ed I will but know thee as a 
Christian champion, 

And set thee free unransom’d 
Enter Abbot of Walthamstow 
Ab Heaven grant your Majesty 
Many such glorious days as this has 
been I 

K Ed It is a day of much and high 
advantage , 

Glorious it might have been, had all 
our foes 

Fought like these two brave cham- 
pions Strike the drums, 

Sound trumpets, and pursue the 
fugitives, 

Till the Tweed's eddies 'whelm them 
Berwick 's render’d , 

These wars, I trust, will soon find 
lasting close 
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MACDUFF’S CROSS. 

Sr ^tamniic 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 

Waldhave,} Monks of Lindorcs | ’Berkeley. } ScoUtsk Borons 


TO 

MRS JOANNA BAILLIE, 

AUTHORESS OF 

'THE PLAYS ON THE PASSIONS 


PRELUDE 

Nay, smile not, Lady, when I speak 
of witchcraft, 

And say that still there lurks amongst 
our glens 

Some touch of strange enchantment 
Mark that fragment, 

I mean that rough-hewn block of 
massne stone, 

Placed on the summit of this mountain- 
pass, 

Commanding prospect wide o’er field 
and fell, 

And peopled village and extended 
moorland. 

And the wide ocean and majestic Tay, 

To the far distant Grampians Do not 
deem it 

A loosen’d portion of the neighbouring 
rock, 

Detach’d by storm and thunder, — 
'twas the pedestal 


On which, in ancient times, a Cross 
was rear’d, 

Carved o’er with words which foil d 
philologists , 

And the events it did commemorate 

Were daik, remote, and undistin- 
guishable 

As were the mystic characters it bore 

But, mark, — a wizard, born on Avon s 
bank, 

Tuned but his harp to this wild 
northern theme, 

And, lo ’ the scene is hallow’d N one 
shall pa^s. 

Now, or in after da> s, beside that stone, 

But he shall have strange visions, 
thoughts and words, 

That shake, or rouse, or thrill the 
human heart, 

Shall rush upon his memory when 
he hears 

The spirit-stirring name of this rude 
symbol , 

Oblivious ages, at that simple spell, 

Shall render back their ’’Errors with 
their woes, 

Alas ’ and with their crimes , and the 
proud phantoms 

Shall move with step familiar to his eye, 
Ff 
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And accents which, once heard, the 
ear forgets not, 

Though ne’er again to list them 
Siddons, thine, 

Thou matchless Siddons ’ thrill upon 
our ear , 

And on our eye thy lofty Brother's form 

Rises rs Scotland’s monarch But, 
to thee, 

Joanna, why to thee speak of such 
visions * 

Thine own wild wand cat raise them 

Yet since thou wilt an idle tale of 
mine, 

Take one which scarcely is of worth 
enough 

To give or to withhold Our time 
creeps on, 

Fancy grows colder as the silvery hair 

Tells the advancing winter of our life 

But if it be of worth enough to please, 

That worth it owes to her who set 
the task , 

If otherwise, the fault rests with the 
author 


Scene I 

The summit of a Rocky Pass near to 
Newburgh, about two miles from 
the ancient Abbey of Lindores, m 
Fife In the centre is MacDuff^s 
Cross, an antique monument , and, 
at a small* distance, on one side, 
a Chapel, with a lamp burning 
Enter, as having ascended the Pass, 
Ninian and Waldhave, Monts of 
Ltndores Ninian crosses himself, 
and seems to recite his devotions 
Waldhave stands gazing on the 
prospect, as if in deep contemplation 

Nin Here stands the Cross, good 
brothel, consecrated 
By the bold Thane unto his patron 
saint, 

Magndius, once abrotherof our house 


Canst thou not spare an ave or a 
creed ? 

Or hath the steep ascent exhausted 
you t 

You trode it stoutly, though ’twas 
rough and toilsome 
Wal I have trode a rougher 
Nin On the Highland hills- 
Scarcely within our sea-girt province 
here, 

Unless upon the Lomonds or Benarty 
Wal I spoke not of the literal path, 
good father, 

But of the road of life which I have 
travel!’ d, 

Ere I assumed this habit, it was 
bounded, 

Hedges in, and limited by earthly 
prospects, 

As ouis beneath was closed by dell 
and thicket 

Here we see wide and far, and the 
broad sky, 

With wide horizon, opens full around, 
While earthly objects dwindle Bro 
ther Ninian, 

F am would I hope that mental elevation 
Could raise me equally o’er worldly 
thoughts. 

And place me nearer heaven 

Nin Tis good moiality But yet 
forget not, 

That though we look on heaven from 
this high eminence, 

Yetdoththe Prince ofall theairyspace, 
Arch foe of man, possess the realms 
between 

Wal Most true, good brother, 
and men may be farther 
From the bright heaven they aim at, 
even because 

They deem themselves secure on’t 
Nin \afterapause You do gaze*— 
Strangers are wont to do so — on the 
prospect 

Yon IS the Tay rolld down from 
Highland hills, 
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That rests his waves, after so rude 
a race, 

In the fair plains of Gowrie , further 
westward 

Proud Stirling rises , yonder to the 
east, 

Dundee, the gift of God , and fair 
Montrose, 

And still more northwaid he the 

ancient towers 

Wal OfEdzell 

Nin How^ know you the 

towers of Edzell ? 

Wal Fve heard of them 
Nin Then have you heard a tale, 
Which when he tells, the peasant 
shakes his head, 

And shuns the mouldering ^nd de- 
serted walls 

Wal Why, and by whom, deserted ^ 
Nin Long the tale 

Enough to say that the last Lord of 
Edzell, 

Bold Louis Lindesay, had a wife, and 
found 

Wal Enough is said, indeed, — 
since a weak woman, 

Ay, and a temptmgfiend, lost Paradise, 
When man was innocent 

Nin They fell at strife, 

Men say, on slight occasion , that 
fierce Lindesay 

Did bend his sword against De Berke- 
ley’s breast, 

And that the lady threw herselt 
between , 

That then De Berkeley dealt the 
Baron's death-wound 
Enough, that from that time De Berke- 
ley bore 

Aspear in foreign wars But, it issaid, 
He hath return’d of late , and, there- 
fore, brother, 

The Prior hath ordain’d our vigil here, 
To watch the privilege of the sanc- 
tuary, 

And nghts of Clan MacDufif 


Wal What rights are these * 

Nin Most true’ you are but newly 
come from Rome, 

And do not know our ancient usages 

Know then, when fell Macbeth be- 
neath the arm 

Of the predestined knight, unborn of 
woman, 

Three boons the victor ask’d, and 
thrice did Malcolm, 

Stooping the sceptre by the Thane 
restored. 

Assent to his request And hence the 
rule. 

That first when Scotland’s King as- 
sumes the crown, 

MacDuff s descendant rings his brow 
with It , 

And hence, when Scotland s King 
calls forth his host, 

MacDuffs descendant leads the van 
in battle , 

And last, in guerdon of the crown 
restored, 

Red with the blood of the usurping 
tyrant, 

The right was granted in succeeding 
time. 

That if a kinsman of the Thane of Fife 

Commit a slaughter on a sudden im- 
pulse. 

And fly for’* refuge to this Cross 
MacDuff, 

For the Thanes sake^he shall find 
sanctuary , 

For here must the avenger’s step be 
Staid, 

And here the panting homicide find 
safety 

Wal And here a brother of your 
order watches, 

To see the custom of th^ place ob- 
served ^ 

Nin Even so such is our con- 
vent’s holy right, 

Since Saint Magndius — blessed be 
his memory ' — 
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Did by a vision warn the Abbot 
Eadmir 

And chief we watch when there is 
bickering 

Among the neighbouring nobles, now 
most likely 

From this return of Berkeley from 
atft*oad, 

Having the Lindesay’s blood upon 
his hand 

W\L The Lmdesay, then, was 
loved among his frie*ids ? 

Nin Honour’d and fear d he was 
— but little loved , 

For e\en his bounty bore a show of 
sternness , 

And when his passions waked, he 
was a Sathan 
Of wrath and injury 

W\L How now, Sir Priest • 
{fiercely ) — forgive me {recol 

lecting himself — I was dreaming 
Of an old baron, who did bear about 
him 

Some touch of your Lord Reynold 
Nin Lindesay’s name, my brother, 
Indeed was Reynold , — and methinks, 
moreover, 

That, as you spoke even now, he 
would have spoken 
I brought him a petition from our 
convent 

He granted straight, but in such tone 
and manner, 

By my good saint ’ I thought myself 
scarce safe 

Till Tay roll d broad betweep us 
I must now 

Unto the chapel— meanwhile the 
watch is thine, 

And, at thy word, the hurrying fugitive. 
Should such arrive, must here find 
sanctffary , 

And, at thy word, the fiery-paced 
avenger 

Must stop his bloody course, e’en as 
swoln Jordan 


Controll’d his waves soon as they 
touch’d the feet 
Of those who bore the ark 
Wal Is this my charge* 

Nin Even so and I am near, 
should chance require me 
At midnight I relieve you on your 
watch, 

When we may taste together some 
lefreshment 

I ha\ e cared for it , and for a flask of 
wine — 

There is no sin, so that we drink it 
not 

Until the midnight hour, when lauds 
have toll d 

Farewell a while, and peaceful watch 
b^ with you * 

\Extt towards the Chapel 
Wal It IS not with me, and alas > 
alas * 

I know not where to seek it This 
monk s mind 

Is with his cloister match’d, nor lacks 
more room 

Its petty duties, formal ritual, 

Its humble pleasures and its paltry 
troubles, 

Fill up his round of life , even as 
some reptiles, 

They say, are moulded to the very 
shape, 

And all the angles of the rocky 
crevice. 

In which they live and die But for 
myself, 

Retired in passion to the narrow cell. 
Couching my tired limbs m its recesses, 
So ill-adapted am I to its limits. 

That e\ery attitude is agony 
How now ’ what brings him back* 

Re enter Ninian 

Nin Look to your watch, my 
brother , horsemen come 
I heard their tread when kneeling in 
the chapel 
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Wal {looking to a distance^ My 
thoughts have rapt me more than 
thy devotion, 

Else had I heard the tread of distant 
horses 

Farther than thou couldst hear the 
sacring bell , 

But now in truth they come flight 
and pursuit 

Are sights I Ve been long strange to 
Nin See how they gallop down 
the opposing hill ' 

Yon grey steed bounding down the 
headlong path, 

As on the level meadow , while the 
black, 

Urged by the rider with his naked 
sword, 

Stoops on his prey, as I have seen 
the falcon 

Dashing upon the heron Thou dost 
frown 

And clench thy hand, as if it grasp’d 
a weapon * 

Wal ’Tis but for shame to see 
a man fly thus 

While only one pursues him Coward, 
turn > 

Turn thee Isay' thou art as stout as he. 

And well mayst match thy single 
sword with his ' 

Shame, that a man should rein a steed 
like thee, 

Yet fear to turn his front against a foe ' 

I am ashamed to look on them 

Nin Yet look again, they quit 
their horses now. 

Unfit for the rough path the fugitive 

Keeps the advantage still They 
strain towards us 
Wal I ’ll not believe that ever the 
bold Thane 

Rear’d up his Cross to be a sanctuary 

To the base coward, who shunn’d an 
equal combat 

How’s this ^ — that look— that mien — 
mine eyes grow dizzy ' 


Nin He comes f Thou art a novice 
on this watch, — 

Brother, I ’ll take the word and speak 
to him 

Pluck down thy cowl , know that we 
spiritual champions 

Have honour to maintain, and must 
not seem 

To quail before the laity 

[Waldhave lets down hts cowl^ 
and steps back 

■» 

Enter Maurice Berkeley 
Nin Who art thou, stranger? speak 
thy name and purpose 
Ber I claim the privilege of Clan 
MacDuif 

My name is Maunce Berkeley, and 
my lineage. 

Allies me nearly with the Thane of 
Fife 

Nin Give us to know the cause of 
sanctuary ? 

Ber Let him show it 

Against whose violence I claim the 
pnvilege 

Enter Lindesay, with hts sword drawn 
He lushes at Berkeley, Ninian 
interposes 

Nin Peace, in the name of Saint 
Magnduis ' 

Peace, in our Priors name, and m 
the name 

Of that dear symbol, which did pur- 
chase peace 

And goodwill towards man ' I do 
command thee 

lo sheathe thy sword, and stir no 
contest here 

Lin One charm I ’ll try first, 

To lure the craven from the enchanted 
circle 

Which he hath harbour’d in Hear 
you, De Berkeley ' 

This is my brother’s sword , the hand 
it arms 
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Is \v capon’d to avenge a brother’s I 
death , 

If thou hast heart to step a furlong off, 

And cnange three blows — even for 
so short a space 

As these good men may say an ave- 
mane — 

So Heaven be good to me < I will 
forgive thee 

Thy deed and all its consequences 
Ber Were not my right hand 
fetter’d by the thought 

That slaying thee were but a double 
guilt 

In which to steep my soul, no bride- 
groom ever 

Stepp’d forth to trip a measure with 
his bride 

More joyfully than I, young man, 
would rush 

To meet thy challenge 

Lin He quails, and shuns to look 
upon my weapon, 

Yet boasts himself a Berkeley • 

Ber Lmdesay, and if there were 
no deeper cause 

For shunning thee than terror of thy 
weapon, 

That rock hewn Cross as soon should 
start and stir 

Because a shepherd boy blew horn 
beneath it, 

As I for brag of thine 

Nin I charge you both, and in the 
name of Heaven, 

Breathe no defiance on this sacred spot. 

Where Christian men must bear them 
peacefully, 

On pain of the Church thunders 
Calmly tell 

Your cause of difference , and. Lord 
Lmdesay, thou 

Be first to s^eak them 

Lin Ask the blue welkin, ask the 
silver Tay, 

The northern Grampians — all things 
know my wrongs , 


But ask not me to teU them, while 
the villain 

Who wrought them stands and listens 
with a smile 
Nin It is said — 

Since you refer us thus to general 
fame — 

That Berkeley slew thy brother, the 
Lord Louis, 

In his own halls at Edzell — 

Lin Ay, in his halls— 

In his own halls, good father, that’s 
the word ’ 

In his own halls he slew him, while 
the wine 

Pass’d on the board between * The 
gallant Thane, 

Who wreak’d Macbeth’s inhospitable 
murder, 

Rear’d not >on Cross to sanction 
deeds like these 

Ber Thou say’st I came a guest* 

I came a victim, 

A destined victim, train’d on to the 
doom 

His frantic jealousy prepared for me 

He fix’d a quarrel on me, and we fought 

Can I forget the form that came 
between us 

And perish d by his sword? ’Twas 
then I fought 

For vengeance , until then I guarded 
life, 

But then I sought to take it, and 
prevail’d 

Lin Wretch * thou didst first dis 
honour to thy victim. 

And then didst slay him » 

Ber There is a busy fiend tugs at 
my heart, 

But I will struggle with it ^ Youthful 
knight, 

My heart is sick of war, my hand of 
slaughter , 

I come not to my lordships, or my land, 

But just to seek a spot in some cold 
cloister, 
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Which I may kneel on living, and, 
when dead, 

Which may suffice to cover me 

Forgive me that I caused your brother s 
death , 

And I forgive thee the injurious 
terms 

With which thou taxest me 

Lin Takeworseand blacker » Mur- 
derer, adulterer* — 

Art thou not moved yet ? 

Ber Do not press me further 

The hunted stag, even when he seeks 
the thicket, 

CompeU'd to stand at bay, grows 
dangerous • 

Most true thy brother perish’d by my 
hand, 

And if you term it murder — I must 
bear it 

Thus far my patience can , but if thou 
brand 

The purity of yonder martyr’d saint. 

Whom then my sword but poorly did 
avenge, 

With one injurious word, come to the 
valley, 

And I will show thee how it shall be 
answer’d * 

Nin This heat, Lord Berkeley, 
doth but ill accord 

With thy late pious patience 

Ber Father, forgive, and let me 
stand excused 

To Heaven and thee, if patience brooks 
no more 

I loved this lady fondly — truly loved — 

Loved her, and was beloved, ere yet 
her father 

Conferr’d her on another While she 
lived. 

Each thought of her was to my soul 
as hallow’d 

As those I send to heaven, and on 
her grave. 

Her bloody, early grave, while this 
poor hand 


Can hold a sword, shall no one cast 
a scorn 

Lin Follow me Thou shalt hear 
me call the adulteress 

By her right name I ’m glad there’s 
yet a spur 

Can rouse thy sluggard mettle 
Ber Make then obeisance-^to the 
blessed Cross, 

For it shall be on earth thy last devo- 
tion [ They are gotn^ off 

Wal {yoking forward) Madmen, 
stand ! 

Stay but one second — answer but one 
question 

There, Maurice Berkeley, can’st thou 
look upon 

That blessed sign, and swear thou ’st 
spoken truth ? 

Ber I swear by Heaven, 

And by the memory of that murder d 
innocent. 

Each seeming charge against her was 
as false 

As our bless’d Lady ’s spotless Hear, 
each saint * 

Hear me, thou holy rood* hear me 
from Heaven, 

Thou martyr d excellence * Hear me 
from penal fire 

(Forsure not yet thy guilt is expiated ') 

Stern ghost4>f her destroyer * 

Wal {throws hack hts cowl) He 
hears ! he hears ’^Thy spell hath 
raised the dead 
Lin My brother * and alive * 

Wal Alive,— but yet, ray Richard, 
’ dead to thee , 

No tie of kindred binds me to the 
world , 

All were renounced, when, with re- 
viving life, 

Came the desire to seeV the sacred 
cloister 

Alas, in vam ! for to that last retreat, 

Like to a pack of bloodhounds in full 
chase, 





My passion and my wrongs have 
follow’d me, 

Wrath and remorse , and, to fill up 
the cry, 

Thou hast brought vengeance hither 
Lin I but sought 

To do the act and duty of a brother 
Wal ceased to be so when I left 
the 'w orld , 

But if he can forgne as I forgi\e, 

God sends me here a brother in mine 
enemy, 

To pray for me and with me If thou 
canst, 


De Berkeley, give thine hand 
Ber {gives /ns hand) It is the will 

Of Heaven, made manifest m thy 
preservation, 

To inhibit faither bloodshed, for 
De Berkeley, — 

The votary Maurice lavs thetitledown 

Go to his halls, Lord Richard, where 
a maiden, 

Km to his blood, and daughter m 
affection, 

Hens his broad lands — if thou canst 
love her, Lmdesay, 

Woo her, and be successful 


THE DOOM OF DEVORGOEL. 

#> 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


Oswald of Devorgoil, a decayed ScoUtsk 
Barm 

Lfonard, a Ranger 
Dlrward, a Paltner 

Lavcelot Blackthorn, a Companion of 
Leonard^ tn love wti/t Kaileen 
Gullcrammer, a conceited Student 

0^ylSP.FCLE end 

COCKLEDEMOY, ; Bighorn and Kai 


Spirit of Lord Erick of Dcvorgoil. 

Peasanfs^ Shepherds^ and Vassals of tn 
ferior rank 

Eleanor, Wife of Oswald^ descended of 
obscure parentage 
Flora, Daughter of Oswald 
Katleen, Niece of Eleanor 


^CT I 
Scene I 

The Scene represents a wild and hilly ^ 
hut not a mountainous country, tn 
a frontier district of Scotland The 
flat Scene exhibits the Castle of De 
vorgoil, decayed^ and partly ruinous 
situated upon a Lake, and connected 
Tvtih the %nd by a drawbridge, 
which is lowered Time — Sunset 

Flora enters from the Castle^ looks 
timidly around, then comes forward 
and speaks 


F LO He is not here— those pleasures 
are not ours 

Which placid evening brings to all 
things else 

SONG 

1 he sun upon the lake is low, 

The wild birds hush their song, 
The hills have evening's deepest glow, 
Yet Leonard tames long 
Now all whom varied toil and care 
From home and love divide, 

In the calm sunset may repair 
Each to the loved one's side 
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The noble dame, on turret high, 

Who waits her gallant knight, 
Looks to the western beam to spy 
The flash o-f armour bright 
The village maid, with hand on 
brow, 

The level ray to shade, 

Upon the footpath watches now 
For Cohn’s darkening plaid 

Now to their mates the wild swans 
row, 

By day they swam apart , 

And to the thicket wanders slow 
The hind beside the hart 
The woodlark at his partner’s side, 
Twitters his closing song , 

All meet whom day and care -divide. 
But Leonard tarries long 

[Katleen come out of the Castle 

while Flora was singings and 
speaks when the song ts ended 

Kat Ah, my dear coz’ — if that 
your mother’s niece 
May so presume to call your father’s 
daughter — 

All these fond things have got some 
home of comfort 

To tempt their rovers back the lady’s 
bower. 

The shepherdess’s hut, the wild 
swan’s couch 

Among the rushes, even the lark’s low 
nest 

Has that of promise which lures home 
a lover, — 

But we have nought of this 
Flo How call you, then, this castle 
of my sire. 

The towers of Devorgoil ? 

Kat Dungeons for men, and 
palaces for owls , 

Yet no wise owl would change a 
farmer’s barn 

For yonder hungry hall Our latest 
mouse, 


Our last of mice, I tell you, has been 
found 

Starved m the pantry , and the rever- 
end spider. 

Sole living tenant of the Baron’s halls, 
Who, train’d to abstinence, lived a 
whole summer 

Upon a single fly, he’s famisK’d too , 
The cat is in the kitchen-chimney 
seated 

Upon our last of fagots, destined soon 
To dress oisr last of suppers, and, poor 
soul, 

Is starved with cold, and mewling 
mad with hunger 

Flo D ’ye mock our misery, 
Katleen ? 

Kat No, but I am hysteric on the 
subject, 

So I must laugh or cry, and laughing’s 
lightest 

Flo Why stay you with us, then, 
my merry cousin '2 

From you my sire can ask no filial duty 

Kat No, thanks to Heaven • 

No noble in wide Scotland, rich or 
poor, 

Can claim an interest in the vulgar 
blood 

That dances m my veins , and I might 
wed 

A forester to-^morrow, nothing fearing 
The wrath of high-born kindred, and 
far less , 

That the dry bones of lead-lapp’d an- 
cestors 

Would clatter in their cerements at 
the tidings 

Flo My mother, too, would gladly 
see you placed 

Beyond the verge of our unhappiness. 
Which, like a witch’s circle, blights 
and taints 

Whatever comes within it 

Kat Ah * my good aunt » 

She IS a careful kinswoman and 
prudent, 

F f 3 
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In all but marrying a ruin’d baron, 

When she could take her choice of 
honest yeomen , 

And now, to balance this ambitious 
error, 

She presses on her daughter’s love 
the suit 

Of onenvho hath no touch of noble- 
ness, 

In manneis, biith, or mind, to recom- 
mend him, — 

Sage Master Gullcrammei*^, the new- 
dubb’d preacher 

Flo Do not name him, Katleen • 
Kat Ay, but I must, and with 
some gratitude 

I said but now I saw our last of fagots 

Destined to dress our last of meals, 
but said not ^ 

That the repast consisted of choice 
dainties 

Sent to our larder by that liberal suitor, 

The kind Melchisedek 

Flo Were famishing the word, 

Fd famish eie I tasted them — the 
fop, 

The lool, the low-born, low bred, 
pedant coxcomb * 

Kat There spoke the blood of 
long descended sues ’ 

My cottage wisdom ought to echo 
back — 

O the snug parsonage ’ the well-paid 
stipend! ^ 

The yew hedged garden t beehives, 
pigs, and poultry I 

But, to speak honestly, the peasant 
Katleen, 

Valuing these good things justly, still 
would scorn 

To wed, for such, the paltry Gull- 
crammer, 

As much arLady Flora 

Flo Mock me not with a title, 
gentle cousin, 

Which poverty has made ndiculous 
[Tmmpets far off 


Hark* they have broken up the 
weapon-shawing , 

The vassals are dismiss’d, and march 
ing homeward 

Kat Comes your sue back to- 
night ? 

Flo He did purpose 

To tarry for the banquet This day 
only, 

Summon’d as a king’s tenant, he re 
sumes 

The right of rank his birth assigns to 
him, 

And mingles with the proudest 
Kat To return 

To his domestic wretchedness to- 
morrow * 

I envy ^lot the privilege Let us go 
To yonder height, and see the marks 
men practise 

They shoot their match down in the 
dale beyond. 

Betwixt the Lowland and the Forest 
district. 

By ancient custom, for a tun of wine 
Let us go see which wins 

Fi o That were too forward 

Kat Why, you may drop the 
screen before your face, 

Which some chance breeze may haply 
blow aside 

Just when a youth of special note 
takes aim 

It chanced even so that memorable 
morning 

When, nutting in the woods, we met 
young Leonard 

And in good time here comes his 
sturdy comrade. 

The rough Lance Blackthorn 

Efiter Lancelot Blackthorn, a 
Forester^ with the carcass of a deer 
on hts backi and a gun tn hts hand 

Bla Save you, damsels * 

Kat Godden, good yeoman Come 
I you from the Weaponshaw^ 
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Bla Not I, indeed , there lies the 
mark I shot at 

[Lays down the deer 
The time has been I had not miss’d 
the sp6rt, 

Although Lord Nithsdale’s self had 
wanted venison , 

But this same mate of mine, young 
Leonard Dacre, 

Makes me do what he lists HeTl 
win the prize, though 
The Forest district will not lose its 
honour, 

And that is all I care for — [some shots 
are heard ] Hark ’ they ’re at it 
ril go see the issue 
Flo Leave not here 

The produce of your hunting 
Bla But I must, though 

This is his lair to night, for Leonard 
Dacre 

Charged me to leave the stag at De- 
vorgoil , 

Then show me quickly where to stow 
the quarry, 

Andlet me to the sports — [more shots'] 
come, hasten, damsels ’ 

Flo It IS impossible — we dare not 
take it 

Bla There let it he, then, and I ’ll 
wind my bugle, 

That all within these tottering walls 
may know 

That here lies venison, whoso likes to 
lift it [About to blow 

Kat (to Flora*) He will alarm your 
mother , and, besides, 

Our Forest proverb teaches, that no 
question 

Should ask where \enison comes 
from 

Your careful mother, with her wonted 
prudence, 

Will hold Its presence plead its own 
apology 

Come, Blackthorn, I will show you 
where to stow it 


[Exeunt Kaileen and Black- 
thorn into the Castle More 
shootm^^tken a distant shout 
Stragglers, armed in different 
ways, pass over the Stage, as tf 
from the Weaponshaw 

Flo The prize is won , that general 
shout proclaim’d it 

The marksmen and the vassals are 
dispersing [5/?^ draws back, 
[a peasant) Ay, ay, 
’tis lost and won, — the Forest 
have it 

’Tis they have all the luck on ’t 
Second Vas {a shepherd) Luck, 
sayst thou, man ? ’Tis practice, 
skill, and cunning 
Third Vas ’Tis no such thing I 
had hit the mark precisely 

But for this cursed flint, and, as I 
filed, 

A swallow cross’d mine eye too Will 
you tell me 

That that was but a chance, mine 
honest shepherd^ 

First Vas Ay, and last year, when 
Lancelot Blackthorn won it, 

Because my powder happen’d to be 
damp. 

Was there no luck in that? The 
worse lu^ mine 

Second Vas Still I say *twas not 
chance , it might b-^ witchcraft 
First Vas Faith, not unlikely, 
neighbours , for these foresters 

Do often haunt about this ruin’d castle 

I’ve seen myself this spark, young 
Leonard Dacre, 

Come stealing like a ghost ere break 
of day. 

And after sunset too, alon^ this path, 

And well you know the haunted 
towers of Devorgoil 

Have no good reputation in the land 
Shep That have they not I’ve 
heard my father say 
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Ghosts dance as lightly in its moon- 
light halls 

As ever maiden did at Midsummer 
Upon the village green 

First Vas Those that frequent 
such spint-haunted rums 
Must needs know more than simple 
Christians do 

See, Lance this blessed moment 
leaves the castle, 

And comes to triumph o’er us 
Blackthorn enters front the Castle^ 
and comes forward while they speak 

Third Vas A mighty triumph* 
What IS ’t, after all, 

Except the diiving of a piece of 
lead — 

As learned Master Gullcrammer 
defined it — 

Just through the middle of a painted 
board 

Black And if he so define it, by 
your leave, 

Your learned Master Gullcrammer ’s 
an ass 

Third Vas {angnly) He is a 
preacher, huntsman, under fa 
vour 

Second Vas No quarrelling, neigh- 
bours — you may both be right 

Enter a Fourth Vassal with a gallon 
stoup of wine 

Fourth Vas W’hy stand you brawl- 
ing here? Young Leonard Dacie 
Has set abroach the tun of wme he 
gam d, 

That all may drink who list Black- 
thorn, I sought you , 

Your comrade prays you will bestow 
this flagon 

Where you have left the deer you 
kill’d this morning 

Black And that I will, but first 
we will take toll 

To see if it ’s worth carriage Shep- 
herd, thy horn 


There must be due allowance made 
for leakage, 

And that will come about a draught a 
piece 

Skink it about, and, when our throats 
are liquor’d, 

We’ll meriily trowl our song of 
weaponshaw 

\They dunk about out of the Shep 
herd s horn^ and then sing 

SONG 

We love the shrill trumpet, we love 
the drum’s rattle, 

They call us to sport, and they call 
us to battle , 

And old Scotland shall laugh at the 
th^feats of a stranger 

While our comrades in pastime are 
comrades in danger 

If there’s mirth in our house, ’tis 
our neighbour that shares it , 

If peril approach, ’tis our neighbour 
that dares it , 

And when we lead off to the pipe and 
the tabor, 

The fair hand we press is the hand 
of a neighbour 

Ihen close your ranks, comrades, the 
bands that combine them, 

Faith, friendship, and brotherhood, 
join’d to entwine them , 

And we ’ll laugh at the threats of each 
insolent stranger, 

While our comrades in sport are our 
comrades m danger 

Black Well, I must do mine er 
rand Master flagon [Shaking ti 

Is too consumptive for another bleed 
mg 

Shep I must to my fold 

Third Vas I’ll to the butt of wine, 

And see if that has given up the ghost 
yet 

First Vas Have with you, neigh 
hour 
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r B lackthorn eftfets the Castle, the And hard as is the cudgel it supplies, 


rest exeunt severally Melchi- 
SEDEK Gullcrammer watches 
them off the stage, and then 
enters from the side scene Hts 
costume ts a Geneva cloak and 
band, with a high crowned 
hat , the rest of hts dress tn the 
fashion of James the Firsfs time 
He looks to the windows of the 
Castle, then diaws hack as if 
to escape obsei'vation, while he 
brushes his cloak, drives the 
white threads f om hts waistcoat 
with his wetted thumb, and 
dusts his shoes, all with the air 
of one who would not willingly 
be observed engaged In these 
offices He then adjusts hts 
collar and band, comes forward 
and speaks 

Gull Right comely is thy garb, 
Melchisedek , 

As well beseemeth one, whom good 
Saint Mungo, 

The patron of our land and university, 

Hath graced with license both to 
teach and preach 

Who dare opine thou hither plod st 
on foot ^ 

Trim sits thy cloak, unruffled is thy ban d, 

And not a speck upon thine outward 
man 

Bewrays the labours of thy weary sole 
[ Touches his shoe, and smiles 
complacently 

Quaint was that jest and pleasant* 
Now will I 

Approach and hail the dwellers of 
this fort , 

But specially sweet Flora Devorgoil, 

Ere her proud sire return He loves 
me not, 

Mocketh my lineage, flouts at mine 
advancement — 

Sour as the fruit the crab-treefurnishes, 


But Flora— she’s a lily on the lake, 
And I must reach her, though I risk 
a ducking 

[As Gullcrammer moves towai ds 
the drawbridge, Bauldie Dur- 
WARD enters, and interposes 
himself betwixt him ^nd the 
Castle Gullcrammer stops 
and speaks 

Whom have we here? that ancient 
fortun^ teller, 

Papist and sorcerer, and sturdy beggar, 
Old Bauldie Durward • Would I were 
well past him » 

[Durward advances partly tn the 
dress of a palmer, partly tn that 
of an old Scotiv^h mendicant, 
having “hoarse blue cloak and 
badge, white beard, &c 
Dur The blessing of the evening 
on your worship, 

And on your tafflty doublet Much 
I marvel 

Your wisdom chooseth such trim 
garb, when tempests 

Are gathering to the bursting 

Gullcrammer {looks to hts dress, 
and then to the sly, with some appre^ 
hension') Surely, Bauldie, 

Thou dost ^elie the evening — in the 
west 

The light sinks down as lovely as this 
band 

Drops o’er this mantle Tush, man * 
’twill be fair 

Dur Ay, but the storm I bode is 
big with blows, 

Horsewhips for hailstones, clubs for 
thunderbolts , 

And for the wailing of the midnight 
wind. 

The unpitied howling of a cudgell’d 
coxcomb 

Come, come I know thou seek’st fair 
Flora Devorgoil 



S)raittahc (pttue 


878 


Gul And if I did, I do the damsel 
grace 

Her mother thinks so, and she has 
accepted 

At these poor hands gifts of some 
consequence, 

And curious dainties for the evening 
ch^er, 

To which I am invited She respects 
me 

Dur But not so doth her father, 
haughty Oswald 

Bethink thee, he’s a baron 

Gul And a bare one , 

Construe me that, old man • The 
crofts of Mucklewhame — 
Destined for mine so soon as hea\ eii 
and earth 

Have shared my uncles soul and 
bones between th^m — 

The crofts of Mucklewhame, old man, 
which nourish 

Three scores of sheep, three cows, 
with each her follower, 

A female palfrey eke— I will be candid, 
She IS of that meek tribe whom, m 
derision, 

Our wealthy southern neighbours nick- 
name donkeys 

Dur She hath her follower too, — 
when thou art there 
Gul I say to thee, tijese crofts of 
Mucklewhame, 

In the meie tithing of their stock 
and produce, 

Outvie whatever patch of land remains 
To this old rugged castle and its 
owner 

Well, therefore, may Melchisedek 
Gullcrammer, 

Younger of Mucklewhame, for such 
I wnte me, 

Master of Arts, by grace of good 
Saint Andrew, 

Preacher, m brief expectance of a kirk 
Endow d with ten score Scottish 
pounds per annum. 


Being eight pounds seventeen eight 
in sterling coin — 

Well then, I say, may this Melchisedek 
Thus highly graced by fortune, and 
by nature 

E’en gifted as thou seest, aspire to woo 
The daughterof thebeggar’dDevorgoil 
Dur Credit an old man’s word 
kind Master Gullcrammer, 

You will not find it so Come, sir 
I ve known 

1 he hospitality of Mucklewhame , 

It reach’d not to profuseness, yet, in 
gratitude 

For the pure water of its living well, 
And for the barley loaves of its fair 
fields, 

Where^ chopp d straw contended 
with the gram 

Which best should satisfy the appetite, 
I would not see the hopeful heir of 
Mucklewhame 

Thus fling himself on danger 

Gul Danger < what danger? 
Know ’st thou not, old Oswald 
This day attends the muster of the 
shire, 

Where the crown vassals meet to 
show their arms 

And their best horse of service? 
’Twas good sport 

(An if a man had dared but laugh at it) 
To see old Oswald with his rusty 
morion, 

And huge two handed sword, that 
might have seen 

The field of Bannockburn or Chevy 
Chase, 

Without a squire or vassal, page or 
groom. 

Or e’en a single pikeman at his heels, 
Mix with the proudest nobles of the 
county, 

And claim precedence for his tatter’d 
person 

O’er armours double gilt and ostrich 
plumage 
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Dur Ay* twas the jest at which 
fools laugh the loudest, 

The downfall of our old nobility — 
Which may forerun the ruin of a 
kingdom 

I Ve seen an idiot clap his hands, and 
shout 

To see a tower like yon [potnts to a 
part of the Castle\ stoop to its base 
In headlong rum , while the wise 
look’d round, 

And fearful sought a distant stance to 
watch 

What fragment of the fabric next 
should follow , 

For when the turrets fall, the walls 
are tottering 

Gul {after pondering) If tWt means 
aught, it means thou sawst old 
Oswald 

Expeird from the assembly 

Dur Thy sharp wit 

Hath glanced unwittingly right nigh 
the truth 

Expell’d he was not, but, his claim 
denied 

At some contested point of ceremony. 
He left the weaponshaw in high dis- 
pleasure, 

And hither comes — his wonted bitter 
temper 

Scarce sweeten’d by the chances of 
the day 

Twere much hke rashness should you 
wait his coming, 

And thither tends my counsel 

Gul And I ’ll take it , 

Good Bauldie Durward, I will take 
thy counsel. 

And will requite it with this minted 
farthing, 

That bears our sovereign’s head in 
purest copper 

Dur Thanks to thy bounty * Haste 
thee, good young master , 
Oswald, besides the old two-handed 
sword, 


Bears in his hand a staff of potency. 

To charm intruders from his castle 
purlieus 

Gul I do abhor all charms, nor 
will abide 

To hear or see, far less to feel their use 

Behold, I have departed \Exit hastily 

Manent Durward 
Dur Thus do I play the idle part 
of one 

Who seeks to save the moth from 
scorching him 

In the bright taper s flame , and 
Flora’s beauty 

Must, not unlike that taper, waste 
away, 

Gilding the rugged walls that saw it 
kindled 

This was a sh{v*d-born beetle, heavy, 
drossy, 

Though boasting his dull drone and 
gilded wing 

Here comes a flutterer of another 
stamp. 

Whom the same ray is charming to 
his ruin 

Leonard, dressedasahuntsman , 
he pauses before the Tower, and 
whistles a note or two at intervals — 
drawing hack, as if fearful of obser- 
vation— y^t waiting, as if expecting 
some reply Durward, whom he 
had not observed, moves round, so as 
to front Leonard unexpectedly 

Leon I am too late— it was no easy 
<> task 

To nd myself from yonder noisy re- 
vellers 

Flora* — I fear she’s angry — Flora* 
Flora * 

SONG 

Admire not that I gain’d the prize 
From all the village crew , 

How could I fail with hand or eyes. 
When heart and faith were true^ 
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And when m floods of rosy wine i 
comrades drown'd their cares, 

I thought but that thy heart was mine, 
My own leapt light as theirs 

My brief delay then do not blame, 

Nor deem your swam untrue, 

My fornj but linger'd at the game. 

My soul was still with you 

She hears not > 

Dur But a friend hath heard — 
Leonard, I pity thee 
Leot*. (starts ^ but recovets htmself') 
Pity, good father, is for those in 
want, 

In age, in sorrow, in distress of mind, 
Or agony of body I ’m in health — 
Can match my limbs against the stag 
in chase, 

Have means enough to meet my 
simple wants, 

And am so free of soul that I can carol 
To woodland and to wild in notes as 
lively 

As are my jolly bugle’s 

Dur Even therefore dost thou 
need my pity, Leonard, 

And therefore I bestow it, praying 
thee. 

Before thou feel’st the need, my mite 
of pity ^ 

Leonard, thou lovest, and in that 
little word 

There lies enough to claim the 
sympathy 

Of men who wear such hoaiy locks 
as mine, ^ 

And know what misplaced love is 
sure to end in 

Leon Good father, thou art old, 
and even thy youth. 

As thou hast Wd me, spent m cloister’d 
cells, 

Fits thee but ill to judge the passions 
Which are the joy and charm gf social 
life 


Press me no farther, then, nor waste 
those moments 

Whose worth thou canst not estimate 
[_As tut nmg from him* 
Dur (detains him) Stay, young 
man • 

’Tis seldom that a beggar claims a debt, 

Yet I bethink me ot a gay young 
stripling 

That owes to these white locks and 
hoary beard 

Something of reverence and of grati-* 
tude 

More than he wills to pay 

Leon Forgive me, father Often 
hast thou told me. 

That in the ruin of my father’s house 

You savOd the orphan Leonard in his 
cradle , 

And well I know, that to thy care 
alone — 

Care seconded by means beyond thy 
seeming — 

I owe whate’er of nurture I can boast 
Dur Then for thy life preserved, 

And for the means of knowledge 
I have furnish’d 

(Which lacking, man is levell’d with 
the brutes;, 

Grant me this boon — Avoid these 
fatal walls t 

A curse is on them, bitter, deep, and 
heavy, 

Of power to split the massiest tower 
they boast 

From pinnacle to dungeon vault It 
rose 

Upon the gay horizon of proud 
Devorgoil, 

As unregarded as the fleecy cloud, 

The first forerunner of the hurncane. 

Seal ce seen amid the welkin’s shade- 
less blue 

Dark grew it, and more dark, and still 
the fortunes 

Of this doom’d family have darken’d 
with it 



®oom of ©OOOtJOtf. 88 1 


It hid their sovereign’s favour, and 
obscured 

The lustre of their service, gender’d 
hate 

Betwixt them and the mighty of the 
land , 

Till by degrees the waxing tempest 
rose, 

And stripp’d the goodly tree of fruit 
and flowers, 

And buds, and boughs, and branches 
There remains 

A rugged trunk, dismember’d and un- 
sightly. 

Waiting the bursting of the final bolt 
To splinter it to shivers Now, go 
pluck 

Its single tendiilto enwreath Zhybrow, 
And rest beneath its shade — to share 
the rum » 

Leon This anathema, 

Whence should it come^ How merited? 
and when ? 

Dur ’Twas m the days 
Of Oswald’s grandsire, — ’mid Gal 
wegian chiefs 

The fellest foe, the fiercest champion 
His blood red pennons scared the 
Cumbrian coasts, 

And wasted towns and manors mark’d 
his progress 

His galleys stored with treasure, and 
their decks 

Crowded with English captives, who 
beheld, 

With weepingeyes, their native shores 
retire. 

He bore him homeward , but a tempest 
rose 

Leon So far I ’ve heard the tale, 
And spare thee the recital The grim 
chief, 

Marking his vessels labour on the sea, 
And loth to lose his treasure, gave 
command 

To plunge his captives m the raging 
deep 


Dur There sunk the lineage of a 
noble name, 

And the wild waves boom’d over sire 
and son, 

Mother and nursling, of the House of 
Aghonby, 

Leaving but one frail tendril Hence 
the fate 

That hovers o’er these turrets , hence 
the peasant, 

Belated, hying homewards, dreads to 
cast 

A glance upon that portal, lest he see 
The unshrouded spectres of the mur- 
der’d dead , 

Or the avenging Angel, with his sword, 
Waving destruction, or the grisly 
phantom 

Of that fell Chief, the doer of the deed. 
Which still, they say, roams through 
his empty halls, 

And mourns their wasteness and their 
lonelihood 

Leon Such is the dotage 
Of superstition, father, ay, and the cant 
Of hoodwink’d prejudice Not for 
atonement 

Of some foul deed done in the ancient 
warfare. 

When war was butchery, and men 
were wolves, 

Doth Heaven consign the innocent to 
suffering 

I tell thee, Flora’s virtues might atone 
For all the massacres her sires have 
done, 

Since first the Pictish race their stained 
limbs 

Array’d in wolfs skin 

Dur Leonard, ere yet this beggar’s 
scrip and cloak 

Supplied the place of mitre and of 
crosier, 

Which in these alter’d lands must not 
be worn, 

I was superior of a brotherhood 
Of holy men, — the Prior of Lanercost 
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Nobles then sought my footstool many 
a league, 

There to unload their sins , questions 
of conscience 

Of deepest import were not deem'd 
too nice 

For my decision, youth But not 
e\eij then, 

With mitre on my brow, and all the 
\oice 

Which Rome gives to a father of her 
church, 

Dared I pronounce so boldly on the 
ways 

Of hidden Providence, as thou, young 
man. 

Whose chiefest knowledge is to track 
a stag. 

Or wind a bugle, hast presumed to do 
Leo\ Nay, I pray forgive me, 

Father thou know’st I meant not to 
presume * 

Dlr Can I refuse thee pardon^ 
Thou art all 

That war and change ha\ e left to the 
poor Durw ard 

Thy father, too, who lost his life and 
fortune 

Defending Lanercost, when its fair 
aisles 

Were spoil d by sacrilege — I bless’d 
his banner, 

And yet it prosper’d not But — all 
I could — 

Thee from the wreck I saved, and for 
thy sake 

Have still dragg’d on my life of 
pilgrimage 

And penitence upon the hated shores 

I else had left for ever Come with 
me, 

And I will teach thee there is heal- 
ing in 

The wounds which friendship gives 
[Exeunt 


Scene II 

The Scene changes to the interior of the 
Castle An apartment is discaveied, 
in which there is muck appearance of 
present poverty^ mixed with some relics 
of former grandeur On the wall 
hangs, amongst other things, a suit 
of ancient aimour, by the table is a 
covered basket , behind, and concealed 
by it, the carcass of a roe deer Thei e 

IS a small latticed window, which, 
appearing to perforate a wall of great 
thickness, is supposed to look out 
towards the drawbridge It is in the 
shape of a loop hole for musketry , 
and, as IS not unusual in old buildings, 
IS placid so high up in the wall, that 
it IS only approached by five or 
narrow stone steps 

Eleanor, the wife of Oswald of 
Devorgoil, Flora and Katleen, 
her Daughter and Niece, are discovered 
at work The former spins, the latter 
are embroidering Eleanor quits 
her own labour to examine the man- 
ner in which Flora is executing her 
task, and shakes her head as if dis- 
satisfied 

Ele Fy on it, Flora , this botch d 
work of thine 

Shows that thy mind is distant from 
thy task 

The finest tracery of our old cathedral 
Had not a richer, freer, bolder pattern 
Than Flora once could trace Thy 
thoughts are wandering 
Flo They’re with my father 
Broad upon the lake 
Ihe evening sun sunk down, huge 
piles of clouds, 

Crimson and sable, rose upon his disk, 
And quench’d him ere hiS setting, 
like some champion 
In his last conflict losing all his glory 
Sure signals those of stoim And if 
my father 
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Be on his homeward road 

Ele But that he will not 
Baron of Devorgoil, this day at least 
He banquets with the nobles, who 
the next 

Would scarce vouchsafe an alms to 
save his household 
From want or famine Thanks to a 
kind friend, 

For one brief space we shall not need 
their aid 

Flo {joyfully) What* knew you 
then his gift ? 

How silly I that would, yet durst not 
tell it » 

I fear my Jather will condemn us both, 
That easily accepted such a present 
Kai Now, here 's the g^e a by 
stander sees better 
Than those who play it My good 
aunt IS pondenng 

On the good cheer which Gullcrammer 
has sent us, 

And Flora thinks upon the forest 
venison [Astde 

Ele (/oFlora> Thy father need not 
know on ’t , Tis a boon 
Comes timely, when frugality, na>, 
abstinence, 

Might scarce avail us longer I had 
hoped 

Ere now a visit from the youthful donor, 
That we might thank his bounty , and 
perhaps 

My Flora thought the same, when 
Sunday's kerchief 
And the best kirtle were sought out, 
and donn’d 

To grace a work day evening 

Flo Nay, mother, that is judging 
all too close ! 

My work-day gown was torn, my 
kerchief sullied, 

And thus— but, think you, will the 
gallant come ^ 

Ele He will, for with these dainties 
came a message 


From gentle Master Gullcrammer, to 
intimate 

Flo {greatly disappointed) Gull 
crammer ? 

Kat There burst the bubble — down 
fell house of cards, 

Andcousin’slike to cry for't * \_Astde 

Ele Gullcrammer ? ay, Gnllcram- 
mer , thou scorn’ st not at him ? 

’Twere something short of wisdom in 
a maiden, * 

Who, lik0»the poor bat in the Grecian 
fable. 

Hovers betwixt two classes in the 
world. 

And is disclaim’d by both the mouse 
and bird 

Kat {aside) I am the poor mouse, 

And may go creep into what hole I 
list, ^ 

And no one heed me , yet I ’ll waste 
a word 

Of counsel on my betters — Kind my 
aunt, 

And you, my gentle cousin, were’t 
not better 

We thought of dressing this same 
gear for supper, 

Than quarrelling about the worthless 
donor ? 

Ele Peace, minx* 

Flo Thpu hast no feeling, cousin 
Katleen 

Kat Soh* I hav^e brought them 
both on my poor shoulders , 

So meddling peace makers are still 
rewarded 

E^en let them to ’t again, and fight it out 
Flo Mother, were I disclaim’d of 
every class, 

I would not therefore so disclaim 
myself, 

As even a passing thodght of scorn to 
waste 

On cloddish Gullcrammer 

Ele List to me, love, and let 
adversity 
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Incline thine ear to wisdom Look 
around thee , 

Of the gay youths who boast a noble 
name, 

Which will irchne to wed a dowerless 
damsel ? 

And of the yeomanry, who, think'st 
thoUf Flora, 

Would ask to share the labours of his 
farm 

An high-born beggdr? This young 
man is modest r 

Flo Silly, good mother , sheepish, 
if you will it 

Ele E’en call it what you list , the 
softer temper, 

The fitter to endure the bitter sallies 

Of one whose wit is all too sharp for 
mine 

Flo Mother, you cannot mean it as 
you say , 

You cannot bid me prize conceited 
folly 2 

Ele Content thee, child , each lot 
has its own blessings 

This youth, with his plain-dealing 
honest suit, 

Proffers thee quiet, peace, and com- 
petence, 

Redemption from a home, o’er which 
fell Fate 

Stoops like a falcon f), if thou 
couldst choose 

(As no such choice is given) Twixt 
such a mate 

And some proud noble * Who, in 
sober judgment. 

Would like to navigate the heaSy 
river, 

Dashing in fury from its parent 
mountain, 

More than the waters of the quiet lake'* 
Kat Now ♦can I hold no longer’ 
Lake, good aunt * 

Nay, in the name of truth, say mill- 
pond, horse pond , 

Or if there be a pond more miry, 


More sluggish, mean derived, and 
base than either. 

Be such Gullcrammer’s emblem — and 
his portion ’ 

Flo I would that he or I were m 
our grave, 

Rather tnan thus his suit should goad 
me ’ Mother, 

Flora of Devorgoil, though low in 
fortunes. 

Is still too high 111 mind to join her 
name 

With such a base-born churl as Gull- 
crammei 

Ele You are trim maidens both » 

( 7 b Flora ) Have you forgotten, 

Or did you mean to call to my remem- 
brarffe 

Thy father chose a wife of peasant 
blood * 

Flo Will you speak thus to me, 
or think the sti earn 

Can mock the fountain it derives its 
source from * 

My venerated mother, in that name 

Lies all on earth a child should chiefest 
honour , 

And with that name to mix reproach 
or taunt. 

Were only short of blasphemy to 
Hea\en 

Ele Then listen, Flora, to that 
mother’s counsel, 

Or rather profit by that mother’s fate 

Your father’s fortunes were but bent, 
not broken. 

Until he listen d to his rash affection 

Means were afforded to redeem his 
house, 

Ample and large the hand of a rich 
heiress 

Awaited, almost courted, his accept- 
ance 

He saw my beauty — such it then was 
call’d, 

Or such at least he thought it , the 
wither’d bush, 
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Whatever it now may seem, had 
blossoms then, — 

And he forsook the proud and wealthy 
heiress, 

To wed with me and rum 

Kat (aside) The more fool, 

Say I, apart, the peasant maiden then. 
Who might have chose a mate fiom 
her own hamlet 
Ele Friends fell olf. 

And to his own resources, his own 
counsels. 

Abandon’d, as they said, the thought- 
less prodigal, 

Who had exchanged rank, riches, 
pomjJ, and honour. 

For the mean beauties of a cottage 
maid > 

Flo It was done like my father, 
Who scorn’d to sell what wealth can 
never buy— - 

True love and free affections And 
he loves you < 

If you ha\e suffer’d in a weary world, 
Your sorrows have been jointly borne, 
and love 

Has made the load sit lighter 
Ele Ay, but a misplaced match 
hath that deep curse m’t, 

That can embitter e’en the purest 
streams 

Of true affection Thou hast seen me 
seek, 

With the strict caution early habits 
taught me, 

To match our wants and means , hast 
seen thy father 

With aristocracy’s high brow of scorn, 
Spurn at economy, the cottage virtue, 
As best befitting her whose sires were 
peasants 

Nor can I, when I see my lineage 
scorn’d, 

Always conceal in what contempt I 
hold 

The fancied claims of rank he clings 
to fondly 


Flo Why will you do so^ Well 
you know it chafes him 
Ele Flora, thy mother is but mortal 
woman. 

Nor can at all times chock an eager 
tongue 

Kat (aside) That ’s no new tidings 
to her niece and daughter 
Ele O mayst thou never \now the 
spited feelings 

That gender discord m adversity 

Betwixt ti[ie dearest friends and truest 
lovers ♦ 

In the chill damping gale of poverty, 

If Love’s lamp go not out, it gleams 
but palely. 

And twinkles in the socket 

Flo But tenderness can screen it 
with her veil. 

Till it revive again By gentleness, 
good mother. 

How oft I’ve seen you soothe my 
father’s mood » 

Kat Now there speak youthful hope 
and fantasy ’ [^side 

Ele That is an easier task in youth 
than age , 

Our temper hardens, and our charms 
decay. 

And both are needed in that art of 
soothing 

Kat Apd there speaks sad expen 
ence [^side 

Ele Besides, since that our state 
was utter desperate, 

Darker his brow, more dangerous 
grow his words , 

f'ain would I snatch thee from the 
woe and wrath 

Which darken’d long my life, and 
soon must end it 
[A knocking without ^ Eleanor 
shows alarm 

It was thy father’s knock, haste to 
the gate 

\Exeunt Flora and Katleen 
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What can have happ’d? he thought 
to stay the night 

This gear must not be seen 

[As she ts about to remove the 
basket*^ she sees the body of the 
roe deer 

What have we here ? a roe deer ’ 
As If^ear it, 

This was the gift of which poor Flora 
thought 

The young and handsome hunter — 
but time presses 

\_She removes the basket and the 
roe into a closet As she has 
done — 

Enter Oswald q/* Devorgoil, Flora, 
and Katleen 

[He ts dressed tn a^-scarlet cloak, 
which should seem wont and 
old — a headpiece, and old- 
fashtoned sword — the rest of hts 
dress that of a peasant His 
countenance and manner should 
express the moody and trntable 
haughtiness of a proud man 
involved in calamity, and who 
has been exposed to recent in- 
sult 

Osw {addressing his wife) The sun 
hath set , why is the drawbridge 
lower’d ? 

Ele The counterpoise has fail’d, 
and Flora’s strength, 

Katleen's, and mine united, could not 
raise it 

Osw Flora and thou ? A goodly 
garrison 

To hold a castle, which, if fame say 
true, 

Once foil d the King of Norse and all 
his rovers ^ 

Ele It might be so in ancient 
times, but now 

Osw A herd of deer might storm 
proud Devorgoil 


Kat {aside to Flora) You, Flora, 
know full well one deer already 
Has enter’d at the breach , and, what 
IS worse, 

The escort is not yet march’d ofi^ for 
Blackthorn 

Is still within the castle 

Flo In Heaven’s name, nd him out 
on ’t, ere my father 
Discovers he is here ^ Why went he 
not 
Before ? 

Kat Because I staid him on some 
little business , 

I had a plan to scare poor paltry 
Gullcrammer 
Out of his paltry wits 

Flo ^ Well, haste ye now, 
And try to get him off 

Kat I will not promise that 

I would not turn an honest huntei’s 

6og, 

So well I love the woodcraft, out of 
shelter 

In such a night as this , far less his 
master 

But I ’ll do this, I ’ll try to hide him 
for you 

Osw {whom hts wife has assisted to 
take off his cloak and feathered cap) 
Ay, take them off, and bring my 
peasant’s bonnet 

And peasant’s plaid I 11 noble it no 
farther 

Let them erase my name from 
honour’s lists, 

And drag my scutcheon at their 
horses’ heels , 

I have desen ed it all, for I am poor, 
And poverty hath neither right of birth, 
Nor rank, relation, claim, norprivilege, 
To match a new-coin’d viscount, 
whose good grandsire, 

The Lord be with him ’ was a careful 
skipper, 

And steer’d his paltry skiff ’twixt 
Leith and Campvere — 
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Marry, sir, hje could buy Geneva 
cheap, 

And knew the coast by moonlight 
Flo Mean you the Viscount Ellon- 
dale, my father ^ 

What strife has been between you ? 
Osw O, a trifle < 

Not worth a wise man’s thinking 
twice about — 

Piecedence is a toy — a superstition 

About a table’s end, joint stool, and 
trencher 

Something was once thought due to 
long descent, 

And something to Galwegia’s oldest 
baron*, 

But let that pass — a dream of the old 
time ^ 

Ele It is indeed a dream 
Osw {turning upon her rather 
quickly) Ha* said ye? let me hear 
these words more plain I 

Ele Alas * they are but echoes of 
your own 

Match’d with the real woes that hover 
o’er us, 

What are the idle visions of pre- 
cedence. 

But, as >ou term them, dreams, and 
toys, and trifles, 

Not worth a wise man’s thinking 
twice upon ? 

Osw Ay, ’twas for you I framed 
that consolation, 

The true philosophy of clouted shoe 

And hnsey woolsey kirtle I know 
that minds 

Of nobler stamp receive no dearer 
motive 

Than what is link’d with honour 
Ribands, tassels. 

Which are but shreds of silk and 
spangled tinsel , 

The nght of place, which in itself is 
momentary , 

A word, which is but air — may m 
themselves, 


And to the nobler file, be steep’d so 
richly 

In that elixir, honour, that the lack 
Of things so very trivial m themselves 
Shall be misfortune One shall seek 
for them 

O’er the wild waves, one m the 
deadly breach ^ 

And battle’s headlong front, one in 
the paths 

Of midnight study , and, in gaining 
these^ 

Emblems of honour, each will hold 
himself 

Repaid for all his labours, deeds, and 
dangers 

What then should he think, knowing 
them his own, 

Who sees what warriors and what 
sages toi^ for, 

The formal and establish’d marks of 
honour 

Usurp’dfromhim by upstart insolence? 

Ele {tvho has listened to the last speech 
with some impatience^ This is but 
empty declamation, Oswald 
The fragments left at yonder full- 
spread banquet, 

Nay, even the poorest crust swept 
from the table, 

Ought to be far more precious to a 
father^ 

Whose family lacks food, than the 
vain boast. 

He sate at the board head 

Osw Thou ’It drive me frantic ' I 
will tell thee, woman — 

Yet why to thee ? There is another ear 
Which that tale better suits, and he 
shall hear it 

[Looks at his sword, which he has 
unbuckled, and addresses the 
rest of the speec^to it 
Yes, trusty friend, my father knew 
thy worth. 

And often proved it — often told me 
of it 
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Though thou and I be now held 
lightly of, 

And 'V^ant the gilded hatchments of 
the time, 

I think we both ma^^ prove true metal 
still 

’Tis thou shalt tell this story, nght 
this ^rong 

Rest thou till time is fitting \Hangs 
up the sword 

l^The Women took at each other 
with anxiety during itns speech, 
which they partly overheat 
They hoik appi oach Oswald 

Ele Oswald, my dearest husband • 
Flo My dear father • 

Osw Peace, both » we speak no 
more of this I go 

To heave the drawbridge up \_Exit 
[Katleen' mounts the steps towai ds 
the loop hole, and looks out 
Kat The storm is gathering fast, 
broad, heavy drops 

Fall plashing on the bosom of the lake. 

And dash its inky surface into circles , 

The distant hills are hid in wreaths of 
darkness 

’Twill be a fearful night 

Oswald re enters^ and throws him 
self into a seat 

Ele More dark and dreadful 

Than is our destiny, it cannot be 
Osw (to Flora) Such is Heaven's 
will , it IS oCr part to bear it 

We're warranted, my child, from 
ancient story 

And blessed writ, to say that soilg 
assuages 

The gloomy cares that prey upon our 
reason, 

And wake a strife betwixt our better 
feelings ^ 

And the fierce dictates of the headlong 
passions 

Sing, then, my love, for if a voice 
have influence 


I o mediate peace betw ixt me and my 
destiny, 

Flora, it must be thine 

Flo My best to please you ^ 

SONG 

When the tempest 's at the loudest, 
On Its gale the eagle rides , 

When the ocean rolls the proudest, 
Through the foam the sea-bird 
glides — 

All the rage of wind and sea 
Is subdued by constancy 

Gnawing want and sickness pining. 
All the ills that men endure , 

Each their various pangs combining, 
Const^cy can find a cure — 

Pain, and Fear, and Poverty, 

Are subdued by constancy 

Bar me from each wonted pleasure, 
Make me abject, mean, and poor. 
Heap on insults without measure, 
Chain me to a dungeon floor — 

I ’ll be happy, rich, and free, 

If endow'd with constancy 


ACT II 
Scene I 

Chamber in a distant pat t of the Castle 
A large Window m the flat scene, 
supposed to look on the Lake, which 
IS occasionally illuminated by light- 
ning There is a Couch-hed m the 
Room, and an antique Cabinet 
Enter Katleen, introducing Black- 
thorn 

Kat This was the destined scene 
of action, Blackthorn, 

And here ourproperties But all in vain, 
For of Gullcrammer we '11 see nought 
to-night, 
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Except the dainties that I told you of* 
Bla Oj if he "s left that same hog’s 
face and sausages, 

He will try back upon them, never 
fear it 

The cur will open on the trail of 
bacon. 

Like my old brach hound 

Kat And should that hap, we’ll 
p]a;y our comedy. 

Shall we not, Blackthorn ? Thou shalt 

be Owlspiegle 

Bla And who may that hard 
named person be? 

Kat I ’’»g,e told you nine times over 
Bla Yes, pretty Katleen, but my 
eyes were busy 

In looking at you all the time you 
were talking , 

And so I lost the tale 
Kat Then shut your eyes, and let 
your goodly ears 
Do their good office 
Bla That were too hard penance 
Tell but thy tale once more, and I will 
hearken 

As if I were thrown out, and listening 
for 

My bloodhound’s distant bay 
Kat a civil simile » 

Then, for the tenth time, and the last, 
be told 

Owlspiegle was of old the wicked 
barber 

To Erick, wicked Lord of Devorgoil 
Bla The chief who drown’d his 
captives in the Solway 
We all have heard of him 
Kat a heraiit hoar, a venerable 
man 

(So goes the legend) came to wake 
repentance 

In the fierce lord, and tax’d him with 
his guilt , 

But he, heart harden’d, turn’d into 
derision 

The man of heaven, and, as his dignity 


Consisted much 111 a long reverend 
beard. 

Which reach’d his girdle, Erick caused 
his barber 

This same Owlspiegle, ’ violate its 
honours 

With sacrilegious ra2or,and cliphis hair 
After the fashion of a roguish^ fool 
Bla This was reversing of our 
ancient proverb, 

And shaving for the devil’s, not for 
God s oake 

Kat True, most grave Blackthorn , 
and in punishment 

Of this foul act of scorn, the barber’s 
ghost 

Is said to have no resting after death, 
But haunts these halls, and chiefly 
this same -chamber, 

Where the profanity was acted, trim- 
ming 

And clipping all such guests as sleep 
within it 

Such is at least the tale our elders tell, 
With many others, of this haunted 
castle 

Bla And you would have me take 
this shape of Owlspiegle, 

And trim the wise Melchisedek ^ 

I wonnot 

Kat You will not? 

Bla No — unless you bear a part 

Kat What > can you not alone 
play such a farce? 

Bla Not I, I ’m dull Besides, 
we foresters 

Still hunt our game in couples Look 
you, Katleen, 

We danced at Shrovetide — then you 
were my partner , 

We sung at Christmas— you kept time 
with me , 

And if we go a mumming m this 
business. 

By heaven, you must be one, or 
Master Gullcrammer 
Is like to rest unshaven 
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Kat Why, you fool, 

What end can this serve ^ 

Bla Nay, I know not, I 

But if we keep this wont of being 
partner^, 

Why, use makes perfect who knows 
what may happen ? 

Kat iThou art a foolish patch But 
sing our carol, 

Asl have alter’d it, with some fewwords 
To suit the chara*cters, and I will 

bear [Gty^s a paper 

Bla Part in the gambol I’ll go 
study quickly 

Is there no other ghost, then, haunts 
the castle, 

But this same barber shave a-penny 
goblin 2 

I thought they glanced in every beam 
of moonshine, ^ 

As frequent as the bat 

Kat I ’ve heard my aunt’s high 
husband tell of prophecies. 

And fates impending o’er the house 
of Devorgoil , 

Legends first coin’d by ancient super- 
stition, 

And render’d current by credulity 
And pride of lineage Five years have 
I dwelt, 

And ne’er saw any thing more mis- 
chievous 

Than what I am myself 

Bla And that is quite enough, 
I warrant you 

But, stay, where shall I find a dress 
To play this — what d’ye call him — 
Owlspiegle 2 

Kat {taking df essesoutofthecabmet) 
Why, there are his own clothes. 
Preserved with other trumpery of the 
sort. 

For we have ^ept nought but what is 
good for nought 

\She drops a cap as she draws out 
the clothes Blackthorn lifts it, 
and gives tt to her 


Nay, keep it for thy pains, it is a 
coxcomb , 

So call’d in ancient times, in ours 
a fool’s cap , 

For you must know they kept a Fool 
at Devorgoil 

In former days, but now are well 
contented 

To play the fool themselves, to save 
expenses , 

Yet give it me. I’ll find a worthy use 
for ’t 

I ’ll take this page’s dress, to play the 
page 

Cockledemoy, who waits on ghostly 
Owlspiegle , 

And yet ’tis needless, too, for Gull- 
craffTmer 

Will scarce be here to-night 

Bla I ^ell you that he will , I will 
uphold 

His plighted faith and true allegiance 

Unto a sous’d sow’s face and sau- 
sages, 

And such the dainties that you say 
he sent > ou, 

Against all other likings whatsoever. 

Except a certain sneaking of affec- 
tion. 

Which makes some folks I know of 
play the fool, 

To please some other folks 

Kat Well, I do hope he ’ll come 
there ’s first a chance 

He will be cudgell’d by my noble 
uncle — 

I cry his mercy ’ by my good aunt’s 
husband, 

Who did vow vengeance, knowing 
nought of him 

But by report, and by a limping sonnet 

Which he had fashion’d to my cousin’s 
glory. 

And forwarded by blind Tom Long 
the earner , 

So there’s the chance, first of a hearty 
beating, 
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Which failing, we’ve this after-plot 
of vengeance 

Bla Kind damsel, how considerate 
and merciful f 

But how shall we get off, our parts 
being play’d ? 

Kat For that we are well fitted 
Here ’s a trap-door 
Sinks with a counterpoise , you shall 
go that way 

I ’ll make my exit yonder , ’iieath the 
window, 

A balcony communicates with the 
tower 

That overhangs the lake 

Bla *Twere a rare place, this house 
of Devorgoil, ^ 

To play at hide-and-seek in shall we 
try, 

One day, my pretty Katleen ? 

Kat Hands off, rude ranger » I’m 
no managed hawk 

To stoop to lure of >ours But bear 
you gallantly , 

This Gullcrammer hath vex’d my 
cousin much, 

I fain would have some vengeance 
Bla I ’ll bear my part with glee , — ; 
he spoke irreverently 
Of practice at a mark » 

Kat That cries for vengeance 
But I must go , I hear my aunt’s 
shrill voice* 

My cousin and her father will scream 
next 

Ele (af a distance) Katleen * Kat 
leen I 

Bla Hark to old Sweetlips * 

Av^ay with you before the full cry 
open — 

But stay, what have you there ? 

Kat (with a bundle she has taken 
from the wardrobe) My dress, my 
page’s dress — let it alone 
Bla Your tinng-room is not, I 
hope, far distant , 


You’re inexperienced in these new 
habiliments — 

I am most ready to assist your toilet 
Kat Out, you great ass * was ever 
such a fool * IRuns off 

Bla {stngi) 

O, Robin Hood was a bowman good, 
And a bowman good was he, 

And he met with a maiden in merry 
Sherwood, 

All undOr the greenwood tree 

Now give me a kiss, quoth bold Robin 
Hood, 

Now give me a kiss, said he, 

For there never came maid into meriy 
Sherwood, 

But she pai^ the forester’s fee 

I’ve coursed this twelvemonth this 
sly puss, young Katleen, 

And she has dodged me, turn’d be- 
neath my nose. 

And flung me out a score of yards at 
once , 

If this same gear fadge right, I ’ll cote 
and mouth her. 

And then * whoop * dead * dead * 
dead* — She is the metal 
To make a woodsman’s wife of* 

^ [Pauses a momenta 

Well, I can find a hare upon her form 
With any man in "Nithsdale, stalk 
a deer. 

Run Reynard to the earth for all his 
doubles. 

Reclaim a haggard hawk that ’s wild 
and wayward. 

Can bait a wild cat sure the devil 's 
in ’t 

But I canmatch awoma^n I I ’ll to study. 
[Sits down on the couch to examine 
the paper 
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SCE^E II 

1 

Scetic changes to the inhabited apait- \ 
meni of ike Castle, as in the last 
Scene of the piecedtng Act A fire 
IS kindled, by which Oswald sits in 
an atChide of deep and melancholy 
thought, without paying attention to 
•what passes around him Elea- 
nor IS busy in covering a table , 
Flora goes out and reerteis, as if 
busted in the kitchen Thcie should 
be some by play — the women whtsper- 
ing together, and watching the state 
of Oswald , then sepaiaitng, and 
seeking to avoid his observation, when 
he casually raises his head, and 
drops it again This^ust he left to 
taste and management The Women, 
in the fiistpart of the scene, talk apart, 
and as if fearful of being overheard, 
the by’play of stopping occasionally, 
and attending to Oswald’s move- 
ments, will give liveliness to the 
S'-ene 

Ele Is all prepared ? 

Flo Ay , but I doubt the issue 
Will give my sire less pleasure than 
you hope for 

Ele Tush, maid, I ^now thy 
father’s humoui better 
He was high-bred in gentle luxunes , 
And when our griefs began, IVe 
wept apart, 

While lordly cheer and high-fill’d 
cups of wine * 

Were blinding him against the woe 
to come 

He has turned his back upon a princely 
banquet 

We will not«Bpread his board this 
night at least. 

Since chance hath better furnish’d, 
with dry bread, 

And water from the well 


Enter K\tleen, and hears the last 
speech 

Kat (aside) Considerate aunt ’ she 
deems that a good supper 

Were not a thing indifferent even 
to him 

Who IS to hang to morrow Since 
she thinks so, 

We must take care the venison has 
due honour 

So much I owe the sturdy knave, 
Lance Blackthorn 

Flo Mother, alas ' when Grief 
turns reveller. 

Despair is cup bearer What shall 
hap to morrow ? 

Ele have learn’d carelessness 
from fruitless care 

Too long I’ve watch’d tomorrow, 
let It come 

And cater for itself Thou hear’st the 
thunder 

\]Low and distant thunder 

This is a gloomy night — within, alas ' 
\Lookmg at her husband 

Still gloomier and more threatening 
Let us use 

Whatever means we have to drive 
It o’er, 

And leave to Heaven to-morrow 
Trust me, Flora, 

’Tis the philosophy of dcspeiate want 

To match itself but with the present 
evil, 

And face one gnef at once 

Away, I wish thine aid and not thy 
counsel 

l^As Flora is about to go off, 
Gullcrammer’s voice is heard 
behind the flat scene, as tffrom 
the drawbridge 

Gul (behind) Hillo — hillo — hilloa 
— hoa — hoa • 

[Oswald ratseshimself and listens 
Eleanor goes up the steps, and 
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operts the windoju at the loophole ^ 
Gullcrammer s voice is then 
heard more distinctly 

Gul Kind Lady Devorgoil * sweet 
Mistress Flora ' 

The night grows fearful, I have lost 
my way, 

And wander'd till the road turn’d 
round with me, 

And brought me back > For Heaven’s 
sake, give me shelter * 

Kat {aside) Now, as I live, the 
voice of Gullcrammer • 

Now shall our gambol be play’d off 
with spirit , 

I ’ll swear I am the only one to whom 

That screech-owl whoop was e’er 
acceptable 

Osvv What bawling knave is this 
that takes our dwelling 

For some hedge inn, the haunt of 
lated drunkards ? 

Ele Whatshall I say ^ Go, Katleen, 
speak to him 

Kat {aside) The game is in my 
hands • I will say something 

Will fret the Baron’s pride , and then 
he enters 

{She speaks from the window ) Good 
sir, be patient * 

We are poor folks, it is but six 
Scotch miles 

To the next borough town, where 
your Reverence 

May be accommodated to your wants , 

We are poor folks, an’t please your 
Reverence, 

And keep a nan owhousehold , there ’s 
no track 

To lead your steps astraj 

Gul Nor none to lead them right 
You kill me, lad3% 

if jou deny me harbour To budge 
from hence, 

And in my weaiy plight, were sudden 
death, 


Interment, funeral sermon, tombstone, 
epitaph 

Osw Who ’s he that is thus clamor- 
ous without ^ 

( To Eleanor ) Thou ki^ow’st him 

Ele {confused) I know him ? no 
— yes — ’tis a worthy clergyman, 
Benighted on his way , but think not 
of him 

Kat The morn will rise when that 
the tempest ’« past, 

And if hemissthe marsh, and can avoid 
The crags upon the left, the road is 
plain 

Osw Then this is all your piety ^ 
to leave 

One whom the holy duties of his office 
Have summon’d over moor and wilder- 
ness, 

To pray beside some dying wretch’s 
bed. 

Who (erring mortal) still would cleave 
to life. 

Or wake some stubborn sinnei to 
repentance, — 

To leave him, after offices like these, 
To choose his way in darkness tw ixt 
the marsh 

And dizzy precipice ? 

Ele What can I do ? 

Osw Do what thou canst — the 
wealthiest do no more , 

And if so much, ’tis well These 
crumbling walls 

While yet the> bear a roof, shall 
now, as ever, 

Give shelter to the wanderer Have 
we food ? 

He shall partake it Have we none 
the fast 

Shall be accounted with the good 
man’s merits 
And our misfoi tunes ^ 

\H.e goes to the loop hole while he 
speaks, and places himself thete 
m room of his Wife, who comes 
down with leluctance 
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Guu {without) Hillo — hoa — hoa» 

By my good faith, I cannot plod it 
farther , 

The attempt were death 

Osw {spC'^ktng from the window) 
Patience, my friend, I come to 
lower the drawbridge 

[^Descends, and exit \ 
Ele O, that the screao>ing bittern | 
had his couch . 

Where he deserves it, in the deepest 
marsh > 

Kat I would not give this sport 
for all the rent 

Of Devorgoil, when De\orgoil was 
richest * 

{To Eleanor ) But now you chided 
me, my dearest aunt. 

For wishing him a hors^ pond for his 
portion ? 

Ele Yes, saucy girl, but, an it 
please you, then 

He was not fretting me , if he had 
sense enough. 

And skill to bear him as some casual 
stranger, — 

But he IS dull as earth, and eveiy hint 

Is lost on him, as hail shot on the 
cormorant, 

Whose hide is proof except to musket- 
bullets * 

Flo {apart) And yet tc^uch a one 
would my kind mother, 

Whose chiefest feult is loving me too 
fondly, 

Wed her poor daughter ^ 

jEw/^rGuLLCRAMMER kisdressdama^d 
hy the storm , Eleanor runs to meet 
ktm^ tn order to explain to him that 
she wished him to behave as a stranger 
Gullcrammer, mistaking her ap- 
proach for an^nvitation to familiarity^ 
advances with the air of pedantic 
conceit belonging to his character, when 
Oswald enters , — Eleanor recovers 
herself and assumes an air of dts- 


/awctf—GuLLCRAMMER IS confounded, 
and does not know what to make 
of it 

Osw The counterpoise has clean 
given way , the bridge 

Must e’en remain unraised, and leave 
us open, 

For this night's course at least, to 
passing visitants 

What have we here^ is this the 
reverend man ^ 

\He takes up the candle, and surveys 
Gullcrammer, who strives to 
sustain the inspection with com- 
Jidence, while fear obmously con- 
tends with conceit and desire to 
sJyj^ himself to the best advan- 
tage 

Gll Kind sir — or, good my lord 
— my band is ruffled. 

But yet *twas fresh this morning 
This fell shower 

Hath somewhat smirch’d my cloak, 
but you may note 

It rates five marks per yard , my 
doublet 

Hath fairly ’scaped, ’tis three-piled 
taffeta. 

{Opens his cloak, and displays his 
doublet 

Osw A goodly inventory Art thou 
a preacher ? 

Gul Yea , I laud Heaven and good 
Saint Mungo for it 
Osw ’Tis the time’s plague, when 
those that should weed follies 

Out of the common field, have their 
own minds 

O’errun with foppery Envoys ’twixt 
heaven and earth. 

Example should with precept join, to 
show us 

How we may scorn the world with 
all its vanities 

Gul Nay, the high heavens fore- 
fend that I were vain » 
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When our learned Principal such 
sounding laud 

Gave to mine Essay on the hidden 
qualities 

Of the sulphuric mineral, I disclaim’d 
All self exaltment And {turning to 
the women) when at the dance, 
The lovely Sacchanssa Kirkencroft, 
Daughter to Kirkencroft of Kirken- 
croffc, 

Graced me with her soft hand, credit 
me, ladies, 

That still I felt myself a mortal man, 
Though beauty smiled on me 
Osw Come, sir, enough of this 
That you ’re our guest to night, thai\k 
the rough heavens, 

And all our worser fortunes ;^be con- 
formable 

Unto my rules , these are no Saccha- 
nssas 

To gild with compliments There *s 
m your profession, 

As the best gram will have its piles 
of chaff, 

A certain whiffler, who hath dared to 
bait 

A noble maiden with love tales and 
sonnets , 

And if I meet him, his Geneva cap 
May scarce be proof to save his ass’s 
ears 

Kat (aside) Umph < I am strongly 
tempted 

And yet I think I will be generous, 
And give his brains a chance to save 
his bones 

Then there’s more humour in our 
goblin plot, 

Than in a simple drubbing 

Ele {apart to Flora) What snail 
we do ? If he discover him, 

He ’ll fling him out at window 

Flo My father’s hint to keep 
himself unknown 

Is all too broad, I think, to be neg- 
lected 


Ele But yet the fool, if we produce 
his bounty, 

May claim the merit of presenting it , 
And then we ’re but lost women for 
accepting ? 

A gift our needs made timely 

Kat Do not produce them 

E’en let the fop go supp^less to* 
bed, 

And keep his bones whole 

Osw {to his Wy'e) Hast thou 
aught 

To place before him ere he seek 
repose ^ 

Ele. Alas • too well you know our 
needful fare 

Is of the narrowest now, and knows 
no surplus 

Osw Shamj^ us not with thy nig- 
gard housekeeping , 

He IS a stranger were it our last 
crust. 

And he the veriest coxcomb e’er wore 
taffeta, 

A pitch he ’s little short of, he must 
share it, 

Though all should want to morrow 
Gul (partly overhearing what passes 
between them) Nay, I am no lover 
of your sauced dainties 
Plain food and plenty is my motto* 
still 

Your mountain air is bleak, and brings 
an appetite 

A soused sow’s face, now, to my 
modest thinking, 
ne’er a fellow What think 
these fair ladies 
Of a sow’s face and sausages 2 

\Makes signs to Eleanor 

Flo Plague on theb vulgar hind, 
and on his courtesies, 

I The whole truth will come out' [^side 
Osw What should they think, but 
I that you ’re like to lack 
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Your favourite dishes, sir, unless 
perchance 

'V ou bring such dainties with you 
Gul No, not with me, not, in- 
deed, X 

Directly with me , but — aha » fair 
ladies f [Makes stgi-ts again 

K \T He *11 draw the beating down — 
Were that the worst, 

Heaven’s will be done • [Aside 

Osw {apart) What can he mean ? 
This IS the veriest dog-whelp , 

Still he’s a stranger, and the latest 
act 

Of hospitality in this old mansion 

Shall not be sullied 

Gul Troth, sir, I think, under the 
ladies’ favour, 

Without pretending skill in second 
sight, 

Those of my cloth being seldom 
conjurers 

Osw I *11 take my Bible-oath that 
thou art none [Aside 

Gul I do opine, still with the 
ladies’ favour, 

That I could guess the nature of our 
supper 

I do not say in such and such pre- 
cedence 

The dishes will be placed, house- 
wives, as you know« 

On such forms have their fancies, 
but, I say s^lll, 

That a sow’s face and sausages 

Osw Peace, sir* 

0*er-dnven jests (if this be one) care 
insolent 

F LO {apartf seeing hermoiher uneasy) 
The old saw still holds true — a 
churl’s benefits, 

Sauced with ^is lack of feeling, sense, 
and courtesy, 

Savour like injuries 

[A hoi n IS winded without ^ then 
a loud knocking at the gate 


Leo {without) Ope, for the sake 
of love and chanty * 

[Oswald goes to the loop hole 
Gul Heaven's mercy ' should 
thei e come another stranger. 

And he half starved with wandeiing 
on the wolds, 

The sow’s face boasts no substance, 
nor the sausages. 

To stand our reinforced attack ’ I 
judge, too, 

By this starved Barons language, 
there 's no hope 

Of a reserve of victuals 

Flo Go to the casement, cousin 

^ Kat Go yourself, 

And bid the gallant who that bugle 
winded 

Sleep in the storm-swept waste, as 
meet for him 

As for Lance Blackthorn Come, I II 
not distress you, 

1*11 get admittance for this second 
suitor, 

And we’ll play out this gambol at 
cross purposes 

But see, your father has prevented 
me 

Osw {seems to have spoken with 
those without^ and answers) Well, 
I will ope the dooi , one guest 
already, 

Driven by the storm, has claim’d my 
hospitality, 

And you, if you were fiends, were 
scarce less welcome 

To this my mouldenng roof, than 
empty ignorance 

And rank conceit I hasten to admit 
you [£^xit 

Elf i^jfoFLo) The tempest thickens 
By that winded bugle, 

I guess the guest that next will honour 
us 

Little deceiver, that didst mock my 
troubles, 

*Tis now thy turn to fear • 
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Flo Mother, if I knew less or more 
of this 

Unthought of and most perilous visit- 
ation, 

I would your wishes were fulfiird on 
me, 

And I were wedded to a thing like yon 
Gul {approaching) Come, ladies, I 
now you see the jest is threadbare, * 

And you must own that same sow’s 
face and sausages 

Re-enter Oswald with Leonard, sup- \ 
porting Bauldie Durward Os- ; 
WALD takes a view of them^ as for- | 
mefly o/'Glllcrammer, then speaks 

Osw {to Leon ) By thy green cas- 
sock, hunting-spear and l^ligle, 

I guess thou art a huntsman ? 

Leon {powingwithrespect) A ranger 
of the neighbouring royal forest, 

Under the good Lord Nithsdale , 
huntsman, therefore, 

In time of peace, and when the land 
has war, 

To my best powers a soldier 

Osw Welcome, as either I have 
loved the chase, 

And was a soldier once This aged 
man. 

What may he be * 

Dur [lecovenng his breath) Is but 
abeggar, sir, an humble mendicant. 

Who feels it passing strange, that from 
this roof. 

Above all others, he should now crave 
, shelter 

Osw Why so? You’re welcome 
both— only the word 

Warrants more courtesy than our 
present means 

Permit us to bestow A huntsman 
and a soldier 

May be a prince’s comrade, much 
more mine , 

And for a beggar — friend, there little 
lacks, 


Save that blue gown and badge, and 
clouted pouches. 

To make us comrades too , then 
welcome both. 

And to a beggar’s feast bfear brown 
bread. 

And water from the spring, will be 
the best on ’t , ^ 

For we had cast to wend abroad this 
evening, 

And left our larder empty 

Gul some kindly fair3 , 

In our behalf, would search its hid 
recesses, — 

{Apart ) We ’ll not go supperless now 
— we 're three to one — 

Still do I say, that a sous’d face and 
sausages 

Osw {looks sternly at him, then at h s 
wifi) There’s something under 
this, but that the present 

Is not a time to question {To Ele ) 
Wife, my mood 

Is at such height of tide, that a turn’d 
feather 

Would make me fi antic now, with 
mirth or fury ’ 

Tempt me no more , but if thou hast 
the things 

This carrion crow so croaks for, bring 
them forth , 

For, by my^iather’s beard, if I stand 
caterer, 

’Twill be a fearful banquet » 

Ele Your pleasure be obey’d Come, 
aid me. Flora \Exeunt 

\Durmg the following speeches the 
Women place dishes on the table 
Osw {to Dur ) How did you lose 
your path ? 

Dur E eii when we thought to find 
it, a wild meteor 

Danced in the moss, an^ led our feet 
astray — 

I give small credence to the tales of old, 

Of Friar s-lantern told, and Will-o’ 
Wisp, 

G % 
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Lise would I sa3 , that some malicious 
demon 

Guided us m a round , foi to the 
moat, 

Which we 1 ad pass’d two houis since, 
were we led. 

And there the gleam flicker’d and 
disappear’d 

I ven on your drawbridge I was so 
worn down, 

So broke with labouring through 
marsh and mooi, 

That, wold I nold I, here m3 3 oung 
conductor 

Would needs implore for entrance, 
else, believe me, 

I had not troubled you 

Osw And why not, father? Ha\e 
3^ou e’er heard aught, 

Or of my house or me, that wanderers, 
Whom or their roving trade or sudden 
circumstance 

Oblige to seek a shelter, should avoid 
The House of Devorgoil? 

Dur Sir, I am English born, 

Native of Cumberland Enough is said 
Why I should shun those bowers, 
whose lords were hostile 
lo English blood, and unto Cumbei- 
land 

Most hostile and most fatal 

Osw Ay, father On«?e my grand- 
sire plough’d, and harrow’d, 

And sow’d with salt, the streets of 
your fan towns , 

And what of that? — you have the 
Vantage now 

Dur True, Lord of Devorgoil,*and 
well believe I 

That not m \ain we sought these 
towers to night. 

So strangely guided, to behold their 
state 

Osw Ay, thou w’-ouldst sa3’', ’twas 
fit a Cumbrian beggar 
Should sit an equal guest in his proud 
halls, 


Whose fathers beggar’d Cumbeiland 
Greybeard, let it be so, 

I 11 not dispute it with thee 

To Leonard who was speaking to 
Flora, but^ on being smpnsed^ 
ocmpied himself with the s 4 it of 
at mow ) 

What makest thou there, 3 oung man ? 

Leon I marvell’d at this harness , 
It is larger 

Than arms of modern days How 
richly carved 

With gold inlaid on steel — how close 
the n\ets — 

How justly fit the joints * I think the 
- gauntlet 

Would swallow twice my hand 

[iiftf *5 about to take down some 
part of the Aimour, Oswald 
intei feres 

Osw Do not displace it 

M3’’ grandsire, Erick, doubled human 
strength, 

And almost human size —and human 
knowledge 

And human vice, and human virtue 
also, 

Asstormorsunshinechancedto occupy 
His mental hemisphei e After a fatal 
deed, 

He hung his armour on the w’’all, for- 
bidding 

It e’er should be ta’en down 1 here 
IS a prophecy, 

That of Itself ’twill fall, upon the night 
When, m the fiftieth year from his 
decease, 

Devorgoil’s feast is full 1 Ins is the era , 
But, as too w’ell you see, no meet 
occasion 

Will do the downfall of the armour 
justice. 

Or grace it with a feast There let it 
bide, 

1 lying Its strength with the old walls 
it hangs on 

Which shall fall soonest 
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Dur {looking ai the trophy jevth a 
mixture of feeling Then there 
stern Erick's harness hangs un 
touch'd, 

Since his last fatal raid on Cumberland ’ 
Osw Ay, waste and want, and 
recklessness — a comrade 
Still yoked with waste and want — 
have stripp’d these walls 
Of every other trophy Antler d 
skulls. 

Whose branches vouch’d the tales old 
vassals told 

01 desperate chases , partisans and 
spears 

Knights’ barred helms and shields 1 
the shafts and bows, 

Ax.es and breastplates, of the' hardy 
yeomanry , 

The banners of the vanquish’d— signs 
these arms | 

Were not assumed m \ain — ha\e dis 
appear d 

Yes, one by one they all have dis 
appear’d , 

\nd now Lord Enck s harness hangs 
alone, 

Midst implements of vulgar husbandr> 
Aiid mean economy, as some old 
warrior. 

Whom want hath made an inmate 
of an alms-house, 

bhows, ’mid the beggar’d spendthrifts, 
base mechanics, 

And bankrupt pedlars, with whom 
fate has m x’d him 
Dur Or rathei like a pirate, whom 
the prison house, 

Prime leveller next the grave, hath 
for the first time 

Mingled with peaceful captues, low 
in fortunes, 

But fair 111 innocence 

Osw looking atV^M^ with surprise) 
Fnend, thou art bitter » 
Dur Plain truth, sir, like the vulgar 
copper coinage, 


Despised amongst the gentry, still 
finds value 

And currency with beggars 

Osw Be It so 

I will not trench on the irrJmunities 
I soon may claim to share Thy 
features, too. 

Though weather-beaten, and tliy strain 
of language, 

Relish of better days Come hither, 
friend, \ They speak apart 

And let me -^isk thee of thine occupa- 
tion 

[Leonard looks round, and, seeing 
Oswald engaged with Dur- 
WARD, and Gullcrammer with 
Eleanor, approaches towards 
Flora, who must give him an 
opportunity of doing so, with 
obvious attention on her part to 
give it the air of chance The 
by~play he'^e wilt rest with the 
Lady, who must engage the at- 
tention of the audience by playing 
off a little female hypocrisy and 
simple coquetry 

Leon Fiord 

Flo Ay, gallant huntsman, may 
she deign to question 

W’hy Leonard came not at the ap 
pointed hour , 

Or why he came at midnight ? 

LEon Love has no certain loadstar, 
gentle Flora, 

And oft gives up the helm to way- 
ward pilotage 

To ^say the sooth, a beggar forced 
me hence, 

And Will o’-Wisp did guide us back 
again 

Flo Ay, ay, your beggar was the 
faded spectre 

Of Poverty, that sits upori^ he threshold 

Of these our ruin’d walls I Ve been 
unwise, 

Leonard, to let you speak so oft with 
me, 
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And you a fool to say what you have 
said 

E"en let us here break short, and, 
wise at length. 

Hold each "bur separate way through 
life’s wide ocean 

Leon Nay, let us rather join our 
course together. 

And share the breeze or tempest, 
doubling joys, 

Relieving sorrows^ warding evils olF 

With mutual effort, or enduring them 

With mutual patience 

Flo This is but flattenng counsel, 
sweet and baneful , 

But mine had wholesome bitter in ’t 
Kat Ay, ay, but like the sly 
apothecary, 

You’ll be the last to^take the bitter 
drug 

That you prescribe to others 

[ They whisper Eleanor advances 
to mierrupt them^ followed by 
Gullcrammer 

Ele What, maid, no household 
cares ^ Leave to your elders 

The task of filling passing strangers’ 
ears 

With the due notes of welcome 
Gul Be it thine, 

O Mistress Flora, thejnore useful 
r talent 

Of filling strangers’ stomachs with 
substantiala , 

That is to say — for learn’d commen- 
tators 

Do so expound substantial in sCme 
places — 

With a sous’d bacon face and sau- 
sages 

Flo (apaid) Would thou wert 
sous’d, ’^tolerable pedant, 

Base, greedy, perverse, interrupting 
coxcomb ’ 

Kat Hush, coz, for we T1 be well 
avenged on him. 


And ere this night goes o er, else 
woman’s wit 

Cannot o’ertake her wishes 

[She proceeds to arrange seats 
Oswald and Durward come 
forward tn conversation 
Osw I like thine humour well 

So all men beg 

Dur Yes, I can make it good by 
proof Your soldier 
Begs for a leaf of laurel, and a line 
In the Gazette , he brandishes his 
sword 

To back his suit, and is a sturdy beggar 
1 he courtier begs a riband or a star, 
And, like our gentler mumpers, is 
provided 

With false certificates of health and 
fortune 

Lost in the public service For your 
lover. 

Who begs a sigh, a smile, a lock of 
hair, 

A buskin point, he maunds upon the 
pad, 

With the true cant of pure mendicity, 
^ The smallest trifle to relieve a 
Christian, 

And if it like your Ladyship < ’ 

[In a begging tone 
Kat {apart') This is a cunning 
knave, and feeds the humour 
Of my aunt’s husband, for I must not 
say 

Mine honour’d uncle I will try a 
question 

Your man of merit though, who serves 
the commonwealth, 

Nor asks for a requitaU 

[7b Durward 
Dur Is a dumb beggar, 

And lets his actions speak like signs 
for him. 

Challenging double guerdon Now, 
I ’ll show 

How your true beggar has the fair 
advantage 
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O’er all the tribes of cloak’d men- 
dicity 

Lhave told over to you The soldier’s 
laurel. 

The statesman’s riband, and the lady’s 
favour, 

Once won and gam d are not held 
worth a farthing 

By such as longest, loudest, canted 
for them , 

Whereas your charitable halfpenny. 

Which IS the scope of a true beggar’s 
suit, 

Is worth ifwo farthings, and, in times 
of plenty. 

Will buy a crust of bread 

F LO {interrupting him, and address- 
ing her father') Sir, let^me be 
a beggar with the time, 

And pray you come to supper 

Ele {to Oswald, apart) Must he 
sit with us ? 

\Looking at Durward 
Osw Ay, ay, what else ? since we 
are beggars all ^ 

When cloaks are ragged, sure their 
worth is equal, 

Whether at first they were of silk or 
woollen 

Ele Thou art scarce consistent 

This day thou didst refuse a princely 
banquet. 

Because a new made lord was placed 
above thee , 

And now 

Osw Wife, I have seen, at public 
executions, 

A wretch, who could not brook the 
hand of violence 

Should push him from the scaffold 
pluck up courage, 

And, with a desperate sort of cheer- 
fulness, 

Take the fell plunge himself 

Welcome then, beggars, to a beggar’s 
feast 


Gul {who has in the meanwhile 
seated himself) Bu t this is m ore — 
A better countenance, — 

Fair fall the hands that sous’d it ’ — 
than this hog’s. 

Or prettier provender than these same 
sausages 

(By what good friend sent# hither, 
shall be nameless, 

Doubtless some youth whom lo\ e hath 
made profuse^, 

\Smilmg significantly at Eleanor 
and Flora 

No pnnce need wish to peck it Long, 

I ween, 

Since that the nostrils of this house 
(by metaphor, 

I mean the chimneys) smell’d a steam 
so gratefuj — 

By your good leave I cannot dally 
longer \Helps himself 

Osw {placmgT>^2'SC^MSJ>aboveQ\JlJL- 
crammer) Meanwhile, sir. 

Please it your faithful learning to give 
place 

To grey hairs and to wisdom , and, 
moreover. 

If jou had tamed for the benedic 
tion 

Gul {somewhat abashed') I said 
grace to myself 

Osw {not minding him') — and 
waited for the company of others. 

It had been better fashion Time has 
been, 

I should have told a guest at De 
• vorgoil 

Beanng himself thifs forward he was 
saucy 

[He seats himself, and helps the 
company and himself in dumb 

show There sheMdd be a con 

hast betwixt the piecision of 
his aristocratic civihiy, and the 

I rude under-breeding of Gull- 

1 crammer 
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Osw {havtni^ tasted the dtsf next 
him) Wh>, this IS venison, 
Eleanor < 

Gul Eh 2 What ? Let 's see ^ 
\Pusheh across Os\\ait> and help^ 
himself 

It may be \cnison 

IVi ’tis not beef \eal, mutton 
lamb, or pork 

Eke am I sure, that be it what it 
will, '' 

It IS not hah so good as sausages, 

Or as a sow’s lace sous’d 

Osw Eleanor, whence all this ^ 

Ele Wait till to morrow. 

You shall know all It was a happy 
chance 

That furnish’d us to meet so man> 
guests ^ \Ftlls wine 

Try if your cup be not as richly 
garnish’d 

As is your trencher ^ 

Kat \apaii) My aunt adheres to 
the good cautious maxim 

Of — ‘ Eat your pudding, friend, and 
hold your tongue ’ 

Osw (tastmg the wine) It is the 
grape of Bordeaux 

Such dainties, once familiar to mj 
board, 

Have been estranged from t long 
r. again Jilts hts g/a^iSy and 
conhmies to speak as he holds it 
up 

Fill round, my friends — here is a 
treacherous friend now- 

Smiles m youi face, yet seeks to sfieal 
the jewel, 

Which IS distinction between man 
and brute — 

1 mean our reason — this he does, and 
smiles n 

But are not all fi lends treacherous ? 
one shall cross you 


5 'Wooden trenchers should be used and the 
quaigh a Scottish drinking cup 


Fven in >our dearest interests, one 
shall slander you , 

This steal your daughter, that defraud 
your purse 

But this gay flask of Bordeaux viilI 
but borrow 

Youi sense of mortal soirows for a 
season, 

And leave, instead, a gay delirium 
Methmks my brain, unused to such 
ga^’- visitants, 

The influence feels already < we w ill 
revel ’ 

Oui banquet shall be loud’ it is our last 
Katleen, thy song ^ 

^ Kat Not now my lord , I mean 
to sing to-mght 

For tlii^ same moderate, giave and 
reverend clergyman , 

I ’ll keep my voice till then 

Ele Your round refusal shows but 
cottage breeding 

Kat, Ay my good aunt, for I w^as 
cottage nurtured, 

And taught, I think, to prize my own 
wild will 

Above all sacrifice to compliment 
Here is a huntsman — m his e\es T 
read it 

He sings the martial song m\ uncle 
loves, 

What time fierce Claver’se with his 
Cavaliers, 

Abjuring the new'' change of govern^ 
ment 

Forcing his fearless way through 
timorous friends, • 

And enemies as timorous, left tlu 
capital 

To rouse in James’s cause the distant 
Highlands 

Have you ne’ei heard the song m\ 
noble uncle ? 

Osw Have I not heard, wench ? 
It was I 1 ode next him, 

’Tis thirty summers since — rode d\ 
his rein , 
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We marched on through the alarm d 
city, 

As sweeps the osprey through a flock 
of gulls 

Who scream and flutter, but dare no 
resistance 1 

Against the bold sea-empress 1 hey , 
did murmur, j 

The crowds before us, in their sullen J 
wrath, 

And those whom we had pass’d, 
gathering fresh courage, 

Cried havoc m the rear we minded 
them 

E en as the brave bark minds the 
bursting billows, 

Which, yielding to her bows, burst on 
her sides, 

And ripple in her wake Sing me 
that strain, \_To Leonard 

And thou shalt have a meed I seldom 
tender, 

Because they’re all I have to gi\e — 
m> thanks 

I EON Nay, ifyou ’ll bear with what 
I cannot help, 

A voice that’s rough with hollowing 
to the hounds, 

I ’ll sing the song even as old Rowland 
taught me 

SONG 

To the Lords ot Convention ’twas 
Clavei’se who spoke, 

* Fre the King’s crown shall fall there 
are crowns to be broke , 

So let each Cavalier who loves honour 
and me, 

Come follow the bonnet of Bonny 
Dundee 

^ Come fill up my cup, come fill up 
ray can, 

Come saddle your horses, and call 
up your men , 


Come open the West Port, and let 
me gang free. 

And it’s room for the bonnets of 
Bonny Dundee ’ ’ 

Dundee he is mounted, ne rides up 
the street. 

The bells are rung backward, the 
drums they are beat, 

But the Provost, douce man, said 
* Just e en let^him be. 

The Gude Town is weel quit of that 
Dell df Dundee ’ 

Come fill up my cup, &c 

As he rode down the sanctified bends 
of the Bow, 

Ilk carhne was flyting and shaking her 
pow, 

But the young plants of grace they 
look’d couthie and slee, 

Thinking, * Luck to thy bonnet, thou 
Bonny Dundee »* 

Come fill up my cup, &c 

With sour featured Whigs the Gras«> 
market was cramm’d 
As if half the West had set tryst to 
be bang’d , 

There was spite m each look, there 
was fear in each e’e, 

As they watch’d for the bonnets ot 
Bonny^Dundee 

Come fill up my cup, &c 

• 

These cowls of Kilmarnock had spits 
and had spears, 

Andlang hafted gullies to kill Cavaliers 
But they shrunk to close heads, and 
the causeway was free, 
i At the toss of the bonnet of Bonny 
Dundee 

Come fill up my cup^&c 

He spurr’d to the foot of the proud 
Castle rock, 

And with the gay Gordon he gallantly 
spoke , 
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* Let Mens Meg and her marrows 
speak twa words or three, 

For the lo\e of the bonnet of Bonny 
Dundee ' 

Come fill tip my cup, &c 

Ihe Gordon demands of him which 
wa/ he goes — 

“'Where’er shall diiect me the shade 
of Montrose < p. 

Your Grace in short space shall hear 
tidings of me. 

Or that low lies the bonnet of Bonny 
Dundee 

Come fill up my cup, &,c 

There are hills beyond Pentland, and 
lands beyond Forth, 

If there ’s lords in tfie Lowlands, 
there’s chiefs in the North, 

There are wild Duniewassals, three 
thousand times three, 

Will cry hotgh f for the bonnet of 
Bonny Dundee 

Come fill up my cup, &c 

^Ihere s brass on the target of 
barken’d bull hide , 

1 here’s steel m the scabbard that 
dangles beside , 

Ihe brass shall be burnislfd, the steel 
shall flash free. 

At a toss of the bonnet of Bonn^ 
Dundee 

Come fill up my cup &c 

‘ Away to the hills, to the caves, to 
the rocks — 

Fre I own an usurper, I ’ll couch with 
the fox , 

And tremblejT false Whigs, m the 
midst of your glee, 

You have not seen the hst of my 
bonnet and me!’ 

Come fill up my cu*d, &c 


He waved his proud hand, and the 
trumpets were blown, 

The kettle-drums clash’d, and the 
horsemen rode on, 

Till on Ravelston’s cliffs and on 
Clermiston’s lee, 

Died away the wild war notes of 
Bonny Dundee 

Come fill up mj cup, come fill up 
my can, 

Come saddle the hoises and call up 
the men, 

Come open your gates, and let me 
gae free, 

^For it's up with the bonnets of 
Bonny Dundee » 

Ele Katleen, do thou sing now 
Thy uncle ’s cheerful , 

We must not let his humour ebb 
again 

Kat But I '11 do better aunt, than 
if I sung, 

For Flora can sing blithe , so can this 
huntsman, 

As he has shown e en now , let them 
duet it 

Osw Well, huntsman, we must 
give to freakish maiden 
The freedom of her fancy Raise the 
carol. 

And Flora, if she can, will join the 
measure 

SONG 

When friends are met o'er merry chcei , 
And lovely eyes are laughing near, 
And in the goblet s bosom clear 

The cares of day are drown’d , 
When puns are made, and bumpers 
quaff’d. 

And wild Wit shoots his roving shaft, 
And Mirth his jovial laugh has laugh’d. 

Then is our banquet crown'd, 
Ahgaj, 

Then is our banquet crown d 
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When glees are sung, and catches 
troird, 

And bashtuln ess grows bright an d bold , 
And beauty is no longei cold, 

And age no longer dull , 

When chimes are brief, and cocks do 
crovt, 

To tell us it IS time to go, 

Yet how to part we do not know. 
Then is oui feast at full, 

Ah gay, 

Then is our feast at full 
Osw {} i^es with the cup tn hts hand) 
Devorgoil’s feast is full — 

Drink to the pledge f 

[A tremendous burst of thunder 
follows these words of the Song j 
and the Ltghimng should seem 
to strike the suit of black Armour^ 
which falls with a crash ^ All 
nse in surprise and fear except 
Gullcrammer, who tumbles 
over backwards, and lies still 
Osw That sounded like the judg- 
ment-peal the 1 oot 
btill trembles with the volley 

Dur Happy those 

Who are prepared to meet such fearful 
summons 

I eonard, what dost thou there ^ 

Leon {supporting^'LOKP) The duty 
of a man — 

Supporting innocence Were it the 
final call, 

1 were not misemploy’d 

Osw The armour of my grandsire 
• hath fall’n down, 

And old saws have spoke truth 
{Mustng ) The fiftieth year — 
Devorgoil’s feast at fullest ’ What to 
think of it 

Leon {liftingascrollwhichhad fallen 
with the armour) This may in- 
form us 

I I should think this may be contrived by having 
a tr nsparent zig zag m the flat scene immediately 
ibove the armour suddenlj and lery strongly 
illuminated. 


[Attempts to read the manuscript 
shakes his head, and gives it to 
Oswald 

But not to eyes unlearn’d it tells it*^ 
tidings 

Osw Hawks, hounds, and revelling 
consumed the hours 
I should have given to study 

[Looks at the manuscript 
These characters I spell not more 
than thou * 

They are iWDt of our day, and, as I think, 
Not of our language Where’s our 
scholar now, 

So forward at the banquet ? Is he 
laggard 

Upon a point of learning ? 

Leon Here is the man of letter d 
dignity, 

E’en in a piteous case 

[Drags Gullcrammer forward 
Osw Art waking, craven ^ canst 
thou lead this scrolU 
Or art thou only learn’d in sousing 
swine’s flesh, 

And prompt m eating it ^ 

Gul Eh — ah’ — oh — ho* — Ha\c 
you no better time 

To tax a man with riddles, than the 
moment 

When he scarce knows whether he ’s 
dead or living ? 

Osw Confound the pedant — Can 
you read the scroll, 

Or can you not, sir? If you tan 
pronounce 

I Its’meaning speedily 

Gul Can I read it, quotha * 

When at our learned University, 

I gain’d first premium for Hebrew 
learning, — 

Which was a pound ^f high dried 
I Scottish snuff, 

j And half a peck of onions, with a bushel 
! Ot curious oatmeal , our learn’d Priii 
I cipal 


Gg3 
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Did say *■ Melchisedek, thou canst do 
any thing f ’ 

Now comes he with his paltiy scroll 
of parchment, 

And ^Can you read it?’ — After such 
affront, 

The point is, if I wi// 

Osw r A point soon solved, 

Unless you choose to sleep among 
the frogs , 

For look you, sii, there is the chambei 
window. 

Beneath it lies the lake 

Ele Kind master Gullcrammer, 
beware my husband. 

He brooks no contradiction — tis nis 
fault. 

And in his wrath he ’s dangerous 
Gul {^/oo^s at the scroll^ and muiteis 
as if reading 
Hashgaboth hoick patch — 

A simple matter this to make a rout of — 
Tenfashei'sen bacon ^mish-mashventsony 
Sattsagian soused face — ’tis a simple 
catalogue 

Of our small supper — made by the 
grave sage 

Whose prescience knew this night 
that we should feast 
On venison, hash’d sows face, and 
sausages. 

And hung his steel coatr^or a supper 
bell 

E’en let us to qur piovender again, 
For it IS written we shall finish it, 
And bless our stars the lightning left 
It ^ 

Osw This must be impudence or 
Ignorance * 

The spiiit of rough Erick stirs within 
me. 

And I will knock thy brains out if 
thou pallerest ’ 

Expound the scroll to me ’ 

Gul You ’re over hasty , 

And yet you may be right too ’Tis 
Samaritan, 


Now I look closer on’t, and I did 
take It 

For simple Hebrew 

Dur ’Tis Hebrew to a simpleton. 

That we see plainly, friend Give me 
the scroll 

Gul Alas, good friend » what 
would you do with it ? 

Dur {takes it from him') My best 
to read it, sir The character is 
Saxon, 

Used at no distant date within this 
district , 

And thus the tenor runs — nor m 
Samaritan, 

N or simple Hebrew, but m wholesome 
English — 

Devorgoil, thy bright moon waneth, 
And the rust thy harness staineth , 
Servile guests the banquet soil 
Of the once proud Devorgoil 
But should Black Ei ick’s armour fall, 
Look for guests shall scare you all ’ 
They shall come ere peep of day — 
Wake and watch, andhope and pra\ 

Kat (/o Flora' Hereisfinefoolei3 ^ 
An old wall shakes 

At a loud thunder-clap— dow n comes 
a suit 

Of ancient aimour, when its w^asted 
braces 

Were all too rotten to sustain its 
weight — 

A beggar cries out, Miracle ^ and 
your father, 

Weighing the importance of his n$ime 
and lineage, 

Must needs believe the dotard f 
Flo Mock not, I pray you, this 
may be too serious 
Kat And if I live till morning, I 
will have 

The power to tell a better tale of 
wonder 

Wrought on wise Gullcrammer I ’ll 
go prepare me [^Extt 
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Flo I have not Katleen’s spirit, 
jrct I hate 

This Gullcrammer too heartily , to stop 
Any disgrace that’s hasting towards 
him 

Osw {to whom the Beggar has been 
again reading the saolt) ’Tis a 
strange prophecy » The silver moon, 
Now waning sorely, is our ancient 
bearing — 

Strange and unfitting guests 

Gul (interrupting him') A^, a;^, 
the matter 

Is, as you sa^, all moonshine in the 
water , 

Osw How mean you, sir ^ {th>eate^~ 

m') , 

Gul To show that I can rh5rme 
With yonder bluegown Give me 
breath and time, 

I will maintain, in spite of his pretence, 
Mine exposition had the better sense 
It spoke good \ictuals and increase of 
cheer , 

And his, more guests to eat what we 
have here — 

An increment right needless 

Osw Get thee gone , 

To kennel, hound ’ 

Gul The hound will ha\ e his bone 
[Takes up the platter of meat ^ and 
a flask 

Osw Flora, show him his chamber 
— take him hence, 

Or, by the nj^me I bear, I’ll see his 
brains » 

% 

Gul Ladies, good night ’ I spare 
you, sir, the pains 
\Exii^ lighted Flora with a lamp 

Osw The owl is fled — I ’ll not to 
bed to-mght , 

There is some change impending o’er 
this house, 

For good onll I would some holy man 
Were here, to counsel us what we 
should do ’ 


Yon witless thin faced gull is but 
a cassock, 

Stuff’d out with chaff and straw 
Dur (assuming an air of dignity) 
I have been wont, 

In other days, to point to erring mor 
tals 

The rock which they should anchor on 
\He holds up a Cioss , the lest take 
a posture of devotion, and the 
Scene closes 


ACT III 
Scene I 

A ruinous Anteroom in the castle 
Enter ']LKnj£.TLTA,fantaHically dtessed 
to play the character of Cock'le.i>'e.^io\ , 
zmth the visor in her hand 

Kat I ’ve scarce had time to glance 
at my sweet person, 

Yet this much could I see, with half 
a glance. 

My elfish dress becomes me— -I ’ll not 
mask me 

Till I have seen Lance Blackthorn 
Lance* I sa> — [Calh 

Blackthorn ^make haste ^ 

Entei Blackthorn, half diessed as 
Owlspiegle 

Bla Here am I— Blackthorn in the 
upper half. 

Much at your service , but my nether 
parts 

Are goblinised and Owlspiegled I 
had much ado 

To get these trankums on I judge 
Lord Erick 

Kept no good house, and stan ed his 
quondam barber 

Kat Peace, ass, and hide ;^ou — 
Gullcrammer is coming , 

5 
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He left the hall before, but then took I The linnet’s sure to build the earliest 


fright, 

And e’en sneak’d back The Lady 
Flora lights him — 

Trim occupaaon for her ladyship * 
Had you seen Leonard, when she left 
the hall 

On suchrfine eriand ^ 

Bla This Gullcrammer shall have 
a bob extraordinary 
For my good comrade’s sake — But 
tell me, Katleen, 

What dress is this of yours ? 

Kat a page’s, fool ’ 

Bl\ I’m accounted no great 

scholar, 

But ’tis a page that I would fain pe- 
ruse 

A little closer {Approaches hey 

Kat Put on your spectacles, 

And try if you can read it at this dis- 
tance, 

For you shall come no nearer 

Bla But is there nothing, then, 
save rank imposture. 

In all these tales of gobhnry at Devor 
gOlIJ 

Kat My aunt’s grave lord thinks 
otherwise, supposing 
That his great name so interests the 
Heavens, 

That miracles must needa^ bespeak its 
''fall 

I would that I \yere in a lowly cottage 
Beneath the greenwood, on its walls 
no armour 

To court the levin-bolt ^ 

Bla And a kind husband, Katleen, 
To ward such dangers as must needs 
come nigh 

My father’s cottage stands so low and 
lone, 

1 hat you would think it solitude itself. 
The greenwood shields it from the 
noithern blast, 

And, in the woodbine round its latticed 
casement 


nest 

In all the forest 

Kat Peace, you fool, they come 
[Fiora lights Gullcrammer 
aaoss the Stage 

Kat {when they have passed) Aw a\ 
with you ' 

On with your cloak — be i eady at the 
signal 

Bla And shall we talk of that same 
cottage Katleen, 

At better leisure ^ I have much to sav 

In favour of my cottage 

^Kai If you wilh be talking, 

"V ou know I can’t prevent you 

Bla ^ That ’s enough 

(Aside ) I shall have leave, I see, to 
spell the page 

A little closer, when the due time 
comes 

Scene II 

Scene changes to Gullcrammer’s 
Sleeping Apartment He enters ^ 
ushered in by Flora, who sets ou 
the table a flasl ^ with the lamp 
Flo a flask m case your Rever- 
ence be athirsty , 

\ light, in case youi Reveience be 
afear’d , — 

And so sweet slumber to your 
Reverence 

Gul. Kind Mistress Flora, will 
^ ou ? — eh ^ eh ' eh » 

Flo Will I what ? 

Gul larry a little ^ 

Flo (smthng) Kind Master Gull- 
crammer, 

How can you ask me aught so un- 
becoming ^ 

Gul Oh, fie, fie, fie ’ Believe me, 
Mistress Flora, 

’Tis not for that — but being guided 
through 
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Such dreary galleries, stairs, and 
suites of rooms, 

lo this same cubicle, 1 m somewhat 
loth 

1 o bid adieu to pleasant company 
Flo a flattering compliment » In 
plain truth jrou are frighten’d 
Gul What’ frighten’d’ — I — I — am 
not timorous 

Flo Perhaps you \e heard this is 
our haunted chamber ? 

But then it is our best Your Rever- 
ence knows, 

That in all tales which turn upon 
a ghost, 

Your traveller belated has the luck^ 

To enjoy the haunted room — it 1 ^ 1 
a rule 

To some it were a hardship, but to 
you. 

Who are a scholar, and not timor- 
ous — 

Gul I did not say I vias not timor- 
ous, 

I said I was not temerarious 
I T1 to the hall again 
Flo You’ll do your pleasure, 
But you have somehow moved my 
father s anger, 

And you had better meet our playful 
Owlspiegle — 

So IS our goblin call’d — than face 
Lord Oswald 
Gul. Owlspiegle ^ 

It IS an uncouth and outlandish name. 
And m mine ear sounds fiendish 
^Flo Hush, hush, hush ’ 

Perhaps he hears us now — (m an 
undertone A merry spirit , 
None of your elves that pinch folks 
black and blue, 

F or lack of cleanliness 
Gul As for that, Mistress Flora, 
My taffeta doublet hath been duly 
brush’d, 

Mv shirt hebdomadal put on this 
morning 


Flo Why, you need fearno goblins 
But this Owlspiegle 
Is of another class, — yet has his 
fiolics, 

Cuts hair, trims beard#, and plays 
amid his antics 

The office of a sinful mortal barber 
Such IS at least the rumour 

Gul He will not cut my clothes, 
or scar my face, 

Or draw my blood ^ 

Flo Enormities like these 

Were never charged against him 
Gul And, Mistress Flora, would 
you smile on me. 

If, prick’d by the fond hope of your 
approval, 

I should endure this venture 2 
Flo I do hope 

I shall have cause to smile 

Gul Well ’ in that hope 

I will embrace the achievement for 
thy sake [She ts going 

Yet, stay, stay, stay ’—on second 
thoughts I will not ’ 

I ’ve thought on it, and will the mortal 
cudgel 

Rather endure than face the ghostly 
razor ’ 

Your crab-tree s tough but blunt — 
your razor ’s polish’d, 

But, as the proverb goes, ’tis cruel 
sharp 

I ’ll to thy father, a^jd unto his plea 
sure 

Submit these destined shoulders 
JFlo But you shall not, 

Believe me, sir, you shall not , he is 
desperate, 

And better far be tnmm’d by ghost or 
goblin. 

Than by my sire in anger , there are 
stores 

Of hidden treasure, too, and Heaven 
knows what, 

Buried among these rums you shall 
stay^ ' ' - 
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Ipart') And if indeed there be such 
sprite as Owlspiegle, 

And, lacking him, that thy fear plague 
thee not 

Worse than^^a goblin, I have miss d 
my purpose, 

Which else stands good in eithei 
cas(^ (Aloud) Good night, sir 
[Exit, and double locks ihe doof 
Gul Nay, hold,. ye, hold’ Nay, 
gentle Mistress Flora, 

Wherefore this ceremony*^ She has 
lock d me in, 

\nd left me to the goblin ’ \^Ltsicn- 
mg ) So, so, so ’ 

I hear her light foot trip to such a 
distance, 

lhat I believe the castle’s breadth 
divides me 

From human companj’’ I m ill at 
ease , 

But if this citadel (Laying his hand on 
hts stomach) were better victual’ d, 

It would be better mann’d 

[Si/5 down and dunks 

She has a footstep light, and taper 
ankle \Chuckhs 

■Mia > lhat ankle ’ yet, confound it too, 

But for those charms Melchisedek 
had been 

Snug m his bed at Mucklfi»-whame I 
-"say. 

Confound her foptstep, and her instep 
too, 

To use a cobbler’s phrase There I 
was quaint 

Now, what to do in this vile circum- 
stance, 

To watch or go to bed, I can’t 
determine , 

Were I a-bed, the ghost might catch 
me nappirg. 

And if I watch, my terrors will 
increase 

As ghostly hours approach I’ll to 
my bed 


E en in my taffeta doublet, shrink my 
head 

Beneath the clothes, leave the lamp 
burning there, 

[^Sets it on the table 

And trust to fate the issue 

\He lays aside hts cloak, and 
brushes it, as ftom habit, stait- 
ing at every moment , ties a nap- 
km over hts head , then shrinks 
beneath the bed-clothes He starts 
once Of twice, and at length 
seems to go to sleep A bell 
tolls ONE He leaps up in his 
bed 

Gul had just coax’d myself to 
sweet forgetfulness. 

And that confounded bell — I hate ail 
bells, 

Except a dinner bell — and yet I he, 
too, — 

I love the bell that soon shall tell the 
parish 

Of Gabblegoose Melchisedek s in- 
cumbent 

And shall the future minister of 
Gabblegoose, 

Whom his parishioners will soon 
require 

To exorcise their ghosts, detect their 
witches. 

Lie shivering in his bed for a pert 
goblin, 

Whom, be he switch’d or cocktail’ d, 
horn d or poll’d, 

A few tight Hebrew words will soon 
send packing ? 

Tush’ I "Will rouse the parson up 
within me. 

And bid defiance (A distant noise ) 

In the name of Heaven, 

What sounds are these ’ O Lord ’ 
this comes of rashness ’ 

\Draws his head down under the 
bed clothes 
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Duet mthoui, between Owlspiegle and 

COCKLEDEMOY 

OWLSPIEGLE 

Cockledemoy < 

My boy, my boy 

COCKLEDEMOY 

Here, fathei, heie 

OWLSPIEGLE 

Now the pole-star ’s red and burning, 
And the witch’s spindle turning, 
Appear, appear ’ 

Gul {who has again laised himself^ 
and likened with great teiror to the 
Duet) I have heard of the devils 
dam before, 

But ne\ er of his child Now,''Heaven 
deliver me ’ 

The Papists have the better of us 
there, — 

They ha\ e their Latin piayers, cut and 
dried, 

And pat for such occasion I can think 
On nought but the vernacular 

owlspiegle 
Cockledemoy ’ 

My boy, my boy, 

We 11 sport us here , 

COCKLEDEMOY 

Our gambols play, 

Like elve and fay , 

OWLSPIEGLE 
And domineer, 

BOTH 

Laugh, frolic, and frisk, till the 
morning appeal 

COCKLEDEMOY 

Lift latch, open clasp, 

Shoot bolt, and burst hasp ’ 

\TPie door opens with violence 
Enter Blackthorn as 

fantastically dressed as 
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a Spanish Barhei^ tall, ihn^ 
emaciated, and ghostly , Kat- 
LEEN, as Cockledemoy, attends 
cs his Page A ll their manners, 
tones, and moi^o^s, are fan- 
tastic, as those of Goblins They 
make two or three times the circuit 
of the room, without seeming to 
see Gullcr\mmer They then 
resume then Chant, or Recitative 

OWLSPIEGLE 
Cockledemoy > 

My boy, my boy. 

What wilt thou do that will give thee 

Joy« 

Wilt thou ride on the midnight owl ^ 

COCKLEDEMOY 

No , forthe weather is stormy and foul 

OWLSPIEGLE 

Cockledemoy » 

My boy, my boy, 

What wilt thou do that can give thee 

joy^ 

With a needle for a sword, and a 
thimble for a hat. 

Wilt thou fight a traverse with the 
castle cat ? 

COCKLEDEMOY 

Oh, no • she has claws, and I like not 
that ^ 

Gul I see the devil is a doting father, 
And spoils his children , Tis the surest 
way 

To make cursed imps of them They 
see me not 

What will they think on next? It 
must be own’d, 

They have a dainty choice of occu- 
pations 

OWLSPIEGLE 

Cockledemoy » 

My boy, my boy. 

What shall we do that can give theejoy ? 
Shall we go seek for a cuckoo’s nest ‘ 



912 


®raniafic^^tece0* 


COCKLfe.l)I-MO\ 

1 hat \ best that 's best ^ 

BOTH 

Aboul^ about, 

Like ant elvish scout, 

I he cuckoo’s a gull, and we’ll soon 
hndjbim out 

\Thcy search the room with mops 
and 7now6 At length Cockll 
Tormoy jumps on the bed Gull- 
crammer raises himd^lf half up, 
'supporting him self by hts hands 
CocKLEDEMoy does the ^anu, 
andgnns at him, then skips fom 
the bed, and 7 uns to Owlspiegle 

COCKLEDEMOY 

I ve found the n^t, 

And in it a guest, 

With a sable cloak and a taffeta \est , 
He must be wash’d, and trimm’d, and 
dress d. 

To please the eyes he loves the best 
owlspiegle 

1 hat ’s best, that ’s best 
BOTH 

He must be shaved, and tiimm’d, and 
dress’d, 

1 o please the eyes he loveS the best 

1 They airangt shaving thnigs on 
the table, mid smg as they pte- 
paie them 

BOTH 

Know that all of the humbug, the bite, 
and the buz, 

Of the make believe world, becomes 
forfeit to us 

OWLSPIEGLE (gharpentn^ his razoi) 

T he sword this is made of was lost 
in a fray 

By a fop, who first bullied and then 
ran away , 


And the strap, from the hide of a 
lame racei, sold 

By Lord Match, to his friend, for 
some hundreds in gold 

BOTH 

For all of the humbug, the bite, and 
the buz. 

Of the make believe world, becomes 
forfeit to us 

COCKLEDEMOY \J>lacmg the napkin ) 

And this cambriL napkin, so white 
and so fair, ^ 

At an usurei’s funeral I ;stole from 
the heir 

\Drops somcthittg font a vial, as 
going to make suds 

This dewdrop I caught from one eye 
of his mother. 

Which wept while she ogled the 
parson with t’ other 

BOTH 

Foi all of the humbug, the bite, and 
the buz, 

Of the make-believe world, becomes 
forfeit to us 

owl SPIEGLE (ai > anguig tin lathu and 
the basin') 

My soap ball is of the mild alkali 
made, 

Which the soft dedicatoi employs m 
his trade , 

And it froths with the pith of a promise,, 
that ’s sworn 

By a lover at night, and forgot on the 
morn 

BOTH 

Foi all of the humbug, the bite, and 
the buz, 

Of the make-believe world, becomes 
forfeit to us 

Halloo, halloo, 

The blackcock crew, 
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Thnce shnekM hath the owl, thrice 
croak’d hath the raven, 

Here, ho * Master Gullcrammer, rise 
and be shaven ^ 

Z>a capo 

Gul {who has been obseiting them) 

I ’ll pluck a spirit up , they ’re merry 
goblins, 

And will deal mildly I will soothe 
their humour , 

Besides, m;y beard lacks trimming 
\He 7tses from hzs bed, and ad 
SDances wt*h gjeat symptoms of 
heptdaiion, hut affecting an an 
of domposure The Gobhns Re- 
ceive him with fantastic ceremony 
Gentlemen, ’tis your w ill I sSiould be 
ti imm’d — 

E’en do your pleasure \They point 
to a seat — he sits ] 

Think, howsoe’er, 

Of me as one who hates to see his i 
blood , 

Therefore I do beseech you, signior, 
Be gentle in your craft I know those 
barbers, — 

One would have harrows driven across 
his VIS no my 

Rather than they should touch it with 
a razor 

OwLSPiEGLE shaves Gullcrammer, 
while COCKLEDIMOY sln^s 
Father never started hair, 

Shaved too close, or left too bare , 
h ather’s razor slips as glib 
As from courtly tongue a fib 
Whiskers, mustache, he can trim in 
Fashion meet to please the women , 
Sharp ’s his blade , perfumed his lath er — 
Happy those are trimm’d by father » 
Gul That ’s a good boy I love to 
hear a child 

Stand for his father, if he were the 
devil, — 

[He motions to rise 


Craving your pardon, sir What » sit 
again ? 

My hair lacks not your scissors 

[OwLSPIEGLE insists OH his Sitting 
Nay, if you’re peremptory, I’ll ne er 
dispute It, 

Nor eat the cow and choke upon the 
tail 

E’en trim me to your fashion 

[OwLSPiEGLE cuts hts haiT, and 
shaves hts %ead, ridiculously 
cocklSdemoy {sings as befoie) 
Hairbreadth ’scapes, and hairbreadth 
snares, 

Harebrain’d follies, ventures, cares, 
Part when father clips your hairs 
If theie IS a hero frantic, 

Or a lover too romantic , 

If threescore seeks second spouse, 

Or fourteen lists lover s vows, — - 
Bnng them here for a Scotch boddle, 
Owlspiegle shall trim their noddle 

[They take the napkin from about 
Gullcrammer’s neck He makes 
hows of acknowledgment, which 
iheyretumfantasticallyy andsing 

Thrice crow’d hath the blackcock, 
thnce croak’d hath the raven 
And Master Melchisedek Gullcram- 
mer’s ^shaven ' 

Gul My friends, you are toomixsical 
for me , , 

But though I cannot cope with you 
in song 

I^would, in humble prose, inquire of 
you, 

If that you w ill permit me to acquit 
Even with the barber’s pence the 
barber’s service? 

[They shake their heads 
Or if there is aught else that I can do 
for y’ou. 

Sweet Master Owlspiegle, or your 
loving child, 

The hopeful Cockle’moy? 
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COCKLEDLMOY 

Sir, you have been tnmm’d of late. 
Smooth ’syoui chin andbald yourpate , 
Lest cold rheums should work you 
harm, 

Here’s a cap to keep you warm 

Gul Welcome, as Fortunatus’ 
wishftig cap, 

Foi "twas a cap that I was wishing for 
^There I was quaint^n spite of mortal 
terroi ) 

[As he puts on the cap^ a pmr of 
€isis ears disengage themscloes 
Upon my faith, it is a dainty head-dress. 
And might become an alderman * 
Thanks, sweet Monsieur, 

Thou rt a considerate youth 

\Boih Goblins bow with ceyemony 
to Gullcrammer^ zvko 7 dm ns 
their salutation Owlspiegle 
descends by the trap doof Cock- 
LLDEMOY spy mgs out at window 
song (without) 

OWLSPIEGLE 

Cockledemoy, my hope, my care, 
Where art thou now, O tell me where ^ 

COCKLEDEMOY 

Up m the sky 
On the bonny dragonfly , 

Come, father, come you to^ , 

She lf»as four wings and strength enow, 
And her long bod^ has room for two 
Gul Cockledemoy now is a naughty 
brat, 

Would have the poor old stilf-rump’d 
devil, his father, 

Peril his fiendish neck All boys are 
thoughtless 

SOMG 

OV^pSPlEGLE 

Which way didst thou take ? 

COCKLEDEMOY 

I have fairn in the lake — 

Help, father, for Beelzebub s sake ’ 


Gul The imp is drown’d — astrange 
death for a devil, — 

O, may all boys take warning, and be 
civil , 

Respect their loving sires, endure a 
chiding. 

Nor roam by night on dragonflies a- 
riding * 

COCKLEDEMOY (sings) 

Now merrily, merrily, row I to shoie, 

My bark is a bean shell, a straw for 
an oar 

OWLSPIEGLL (sings) 

My life, my joy, 

My Cockledemoy * 

Gul can bear this no longer, 
thus children aie spoil’d 

[Strikes into the time 
Master Owlspiegle, hoy • 

He deserves to be whipp d, little 
Cockledemoy • 

[Tkeu voices aie heatd^ as if 
dying away 

Gul They’re gone' Now, am I 
scared, or am I not ^ 

I think the very desperate ecstasy 

Of fear has given me courage This 
is strange, now 

When they were hei e I was not half 
so frighten’d 

As now they’re gone they were 
a sort of company 

What a strange thing is use » A horn, 
a claw, I. 

The tip of a fiend’s tail, was wont to 
scare me 

Now am I with the devil hand and 
glo\e, 

His soap has lather d, and his razor 
shaved me , 

I ’ve joined him in a catch, kept time 
and tune, 

Could dine with him, nor ask for 
a long spoon , 
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And if I keep not better company. Believe me, it will pi ove the blither 


What will become of me when I shall 
die ? 

Scene III 

A Gothic Hall, waste and ruinous 
The moonlight is at times seen 
through the shafted windows * Enter 
Katleen and Blackthorn They 
have thrown off the moie ludicrous 
parts of their disguise 
Kat This way, this way, was 
ever fool so gull’d • 

Bla I playM the barber better than 
I thought for 

Well, I Ve an occupation in reserve, 
When the long-bow and merry musket 
fail me 

But, hark ye, pretty Katleen 

Kat What should I hearken to ^ 
Bla Art thou not afraid, 

In these wild halls while playing 
feigned goblins, 

That we may meet with real ones ^ 
Kat Not a jot 

My spirit is too light, my heart too | 
bold, ’ 

lo fear a visit from the other world 
Bla But is not this the place, the 
very hall 

111 which men say that Oswald’s 
grandfather, 

The black Lord Erick, walks his 
penance round 

Credit me, Katleen, these half 
' moulder’d columns 
Have in their rum something very 
fiendish, 

And, if you ’ll take an honest friends 
advice, 

The sooner that you change their 
shatter’d splendour 
For the snug cottage that I told you of, 

1 1 have a notion that this can be managed so as to 
represent imperfect or flitting moonhght, upon the 
plan of the Fidophusikoiu 


dwelling 

Kat If I e’er see that cottage, 
honest Blackthorn, 

Believe me, it shall hfe from other 
motive 

Than fear of Erick s spectre 

\A rustling sound is heai d 
Bla I heard a rustling sound — 
Upon my life, there’s something in 
the hall, 

Katleen, J>esides us two » 

Kat a yeoman thou, 

A forester, and frighten’d f I am sorry 
I gave the fool’s-cap to poor Gull- 
crammer, 

And let thy head go bare 
\The same rushing sound is repeated 
Bla Why^ are you mad, or hear 
you not the sound ^ 

Kat And if I do, I take small heed 
of it 

Will you allow a maiden to be bolder 
Than you, with beard on chin and 
sword at girdle 

Bla Nay, if I had my sword, 

I would not care , 

Though I ne’er heard of master of 
defence 

So active at his weapon as to brave 
The devil, or a ghost— See ’ see ’ see 
yonder* ’ 

[A Figure is impel fectly seen 
between two of the pillars 
Kat There’s something moves, 
that ’s certain, and the moonhght, 
Chased by the flitting gale, is too 
imperfect 

To show its form , but, in the name of 
God, 

I 11 venture on it boldly 
Bla "Wilt thou so^ 

Were I alone, now, I were strongly 
tempted 

To trust my heels for safety , but with 
thee, 
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Be it fiend or faio j I ’fi take risk to 
meet it 

K\t It stands fullm our path, and 
we must pass it, 

Oi tany here^all night 

Bla In its vile company^ 

[As they advance towatdi> the 
Fi^ure^ it is 7 nofe plainly dtsfin^ 
pushed, which mighty I think, 
he tontnved hyiatsmg bucctsi»ive 
screens of crape The Figure is 

zvrapptd in a long roSe, like the 
mantle of a Her^mt, or Palmn 

Ho f ye who thread by night 
these wildermg scenes, 

In garb of those who long have slept 
in death, 

Fear ye the company, ot those jou 
imitate ^ 

Bl\ This IS the de\il, Katleen, let 
us fly * [Runs off 

Kat I will not fly , why should 
I ? My nerves shake 

lo look on this strange vision, but 
my heart 

Partakes not the alarm If thou dost 
come in Heaven’s name, 

In Heaven’s name art thou welcome ’ 
P \L I come, by Heaven permitted 
Quit this castle 

1 here is a fate on ’t , if fgir good or 

evil, 

Brief space shall soon determine In 
that fate, 

It good, by lineage thou canst nothing 
claim , 

If evil, much may’st suffer Leave 
these precincts 

Kat Whate’erthou art, be answer’d* 
Know, I will not 

Desert the kinswoman who train’d 
my youth f 

Know that I will not quit my friend, 
my Flora , 

Know that I will not leave the ag^d 
man 


Whose loof has shelter’d mt This 
IS my resolve 

If evil come, I aid my fiiends to bear it, 
If good, my part shall be to see them 
prosper, — 

A portion 1 n their happiness from which 
No fiend can bar me 

Pal Maid, before thy courage, 
Firm built on innocence, even beings 
of natuie 

More powerful far than thine give 
place and way , 

1 ake then this key, and wait the e\ ent 
with courage 

[He drops the key He fl^appeai s 
gradually, the moonlight fail * 
in^ at the same time 
Kat \after a pause) Whate’er it 
was, ’tis gone* My head turns 
round 

The blood that lately fortified my heai t 
Now eddies in full torrent to my brain, 
And makes wild work with reason 
I will haste, 

If that my steps can bear me so tar safe, 
To living company What if I meet it 
Again 111 the long aisle, or vaulted 
passage 

And if I do, the strong support that 
boie me 

Through this appalling interv lew^, 
again 

Shall strengthen and uphold me 

[As she steps forward she stnnihh s 
over the kiy 

What s this The key — there nuMv 
be mystery in ’t 

I’ll to my kinswoman, when this 
dizzy fit 

Will give me leave to choose my way 
aright [She sits down exhausted 

Reenter Blackthorn, with a diaztn 
sword and torch 

Bla Katleen * What, Katleen * 
What a wretch was I 
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To leave her ’ Katleen, I am wea- 
pon’d now, 

And fear nor dog nor devil She 
replies not I 

Beast that I was* na>, worse than 
beast , the stag, 

As timorous as he is, fights for his 
hind 

What ’s to be done ’ I ’ll search this 
cursed castle 

From dungeon to the battlements , if 
I find her not 

ril fling me from the highest pin- 
mcle 

Katleen [who has somewhat 
gaihe} ed her spirits^ tn consequence 
of his entrance^ comes behind and 
touches him j he starts) -Brave sir I 

I ’ll spare you that rash leap You Ve 
a bold woodsman * 

Surely I hope that from this night 
henceforward 

\ ou ’ll never kill a hare, since you *re 
akin to them , 

0 I could laugh, but that my head s 

so dizzj 

Bi A Lean on me, Katleen By m5’’ 
honest word, 

1 thought you close behind , I was 

surprised, 

Not a jot frighten’d 

Kat Thou art a fool to ask me to 
thy cottage, 

And then to show me at what slight 
expense 

Ot manhood I might master thee and it 

^ Bia I’ll take the iisk of that 
This goblin business 

Came rather unexpected , the best 
horse 

Will start at sudden sights 1 ry me 
again, 

And if I prove not true to bonny 
Katleen, 

Hang me in mine own bowstring 

\Exemit 


Scene IV 

The Scene returns to the Apartment 
at the beg inning of A ct II Oswald 
and Durward are discovered uith 
Eleanor, Flora, and Leonard 
shuts a Pray ei book, which 
he seems to have been reading 

Dur ’lis true, the ‘Sifference 
betwixt the churches 
Which zealots Ibve to dwell on, to 
the Tvise 

Of either flock are of far less im 
portance 

Than those great truths to which all 
Christian men 

Subscribe with equal reverence 
Osw We thank thee, father, for 
the hol3^ office, 

Still best performed when the pastor’s 
tongue 

Is echo to his breast, of jarring 
creeds 

It ill beseems a layman’s tongue to 
speak 

Where have you stow’d yon prater? 

[To Flora 

Flo Safe m the goblin chamber 
Ele The goblin chamber * 

Maiden, wert thou frantic? If his 
Reverence 

Have sufeer’d harm b> waspish 
Owlspiegle 

Be sure thou shalfabye it 

Flo Here he comes, he 

Can answer for himself > 

Enter Gullcrammer, in the fashion in 
which Owlspiegle had put him 
having the foots cap on his head, and 
towel about his neck, &^c His 
manner through the scene is wild and 
extravagant, as if*the fnght had a 
little affected his brain 

Dur a goodly spectacle * Is 
there such a goblin ? 
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( 7 b Oswald ) Or has sheer terror Keeps sword and musket by him, so 


made him such a figure ’ 

Osw There is a sort of wavenng 
tradition 

Of a malicious imp who teazed all 
strangers , 

My father wont to call him Owl> 
spiegle 

Gul V/ho talks of Owlspiegle ^ 

He is an honest fellow for a devil, 

So is his son, the hopeful Cockle’moy 

{Smgs ) 

My hope, my J03 , 

My Cockledemoj- ’ 

Leon The fool’s bewitch’d, the 
goblin hath furnish’d him 

A cap which well befits his reveiend 
wisdom 

Flo If I could think he had lost 
his slender wits, 

I should be sorty for the trick they 
play’d him 

Leon O fear him not , it were a foul 
reflection 

On any fiend of sense and repu- 
tation 

To filch such petty wares as his poor 
brains 

Dur What saw’st thou, sir^ 
What heard ’st thou ? 

Gul What was 1 1 saw and heard ^ 

That which old greybeards, 

Who conjure Hebrew into Anglo- 
Saxon 

To cheat starved barons with, can 
little guess at ** 

Flo If he begin so roundly with 
my father 

His madness is not like to sa\e his 
bones 

Gul Sirs, *nid night came, and 
with it came the goblin 

I had reposed me after some brief 
study, 

But as thesoldiersleeping m the trench 


I had 

My little Hebrew manual prompt for 
service 

Flo Sausagtan sous'd /ace -^tha.t 
much of your Hebrew 
Even I can bear m memory 

Gul We ’counter’d, 

The goblin and myself, even in mid 
chamber, 

And each stepp’d back a pace, as 
’twere to study 

The foe he had to deal with ’ I be 
thought me, 

Ghosts ne’er have the first word, and 
^ so I took it, 

And filed a volley of round Greek at 
him r 

He stood his ground, and answer d 
in the Syriac , 

I flank'd my Greek with Hebrew, and 
compeU’d him — [A noise heaid 
Osw Peace, idle prater < Hark — 
what sounds are these ^ 

Amid the growling of the storm with- 
out 

I hear strange notes of music, and 
the clash 

Of coursers’ trampling feet 
VOICES (without) 

We come, dark rideis of the night, 
And flit before the dawning light , 
Hill and valley, far aloof, 

Shake to hear our chargers’ hoof, 

But not a foot stamp on the green 
At morn shall show where we hate 
been 

Obw These must be revellers be- 
lated 

Let them pass on , the ruin’d halls 
of Devorgoil 
Open to no such guests 

[Flourish ofb limpets at a distance^ 
then neatei 

The^j, sound a summons , 
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What can they lack at this dead hour 
of night 2 

Look out, and see their number and 
their bearing 

Leon (goes up io the ivtndow) ’Tis 
strange ’ One single shadowy 
form alone 

Is hovering on the drawbridge , far 
apart 

Flit through the tempest banners, 
horse, and ridei s, 

In darkness lost or dimly seen by 
lightning 

Hither the figure moves, the bolts 
revolve, 

The gate’’uncloses to him ^ 

Ele Heaven protect us ’ 

The Palmer enters Gullcrammer 
1 uns off 

Osw Whence and what art thou ^ 
for what end come hither ^ 

Pal I come from a far land, where 
the storm how Is not 

And the sun sets not, to pronounce to 
thee, 

Oswald of De\orgoil, thj house’s 
fate 

Dur I charge thee, in the name 

we late ha\ e kneel d to 

Pal Abbot of Lanercost, I bid thee 
peace ’ 

Uninterrupted let me do mine er- 
rand 

Baron of Devorgoil, son of the bold, 
the proud, 

«rhe warlike and the mighty, where- 
fore wear’st thou 

Ihe habit of a peasant’ Tell me 
wherefore 

Are thy fair halls thus waste, thy 
chambers bare , 

Where are the tapestries, w here the 
conquer d banners, 

Trophies, and gilded arms, that deck’d 
the walls 

Of once proud De\orgoiU 


\_He advances, and places htmself 
where the Armour hung^ so as 
to he nearly in the cenUe of the 
scene 

Bur Whoe’er thoi# art, if thou 
dost know so much. 

Needs must thou know 

Osw Peace ' I will ansj er here , 
to me he spoke 

Mysterious stranger, briefly I reply 

A peasant’s drdfes befits a peasants 
fortme , 

And ’twere vain mockery to arra} 
these walls 

In trophies, of whose memory nought 
remains, 

Save that the cruelty outvied the 
valour 

Of those wh^ wore them 

Pal Degenerate as thou art 

Know’st thou to whom thou sa^ st 
this^ 

\He drops hts mantle, and is dts 
cooeied armed as nearly as may 
be to the suit winch hung on ihe 
ivall , all express ienoi 

Osw It is himself— the spirit of 
mine Ancestor » 

Eri Tremble not, son but hear 
me’ 

\He ‘Htnkes the wall , it opens, and 
discoveis the Treasme Cl?ambei 

^ There lies piled 

The wealth I brought from wasted 
Cumberland, 

Enough to reinstate thj ruin’d for- 
tunes 

Cast from thine high boin brows that 
peasant bonnet 

Throw from thy noble grasp the 
peasant’s staff^ 

O er all, withdraw^ thine hand from, 
that mean mate 

Whom m an hour of leckless des- 
peration 
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Thy foi tunes cast thee on This do, 
And be as ^reat as ere was Devorgoil 
When Devorgoil was richest ’ 

DeR Lord Oswald, thou ait 
tempted by a fiend 

Who doth assail thee on thy weakest 
side, — 

Ihy pride of lineage, and thy love of 
gran-^eur 

Stand fast, resist, contemn his fatal 
ofiers * 

tiE Uige him not, lather, if the 
sacrifice 

Of such a wasted woe woi n w retch 
as I am 

Can save him fi om the abyss of misery, 
Upon whose verge he *s tottering, let 
me wander 

An unacknowledged outcast from his 
castle, 

Fven to the humble cottage I was 
born in 

Osw No, Ellen, no * It is not thus 
they part 

Whose hearts and souls, disasters 
borne in common 

Have knit together, close as sumraei 
saplings 

Aie twined m union by the eddying 
tempest 

Spirit ol El ick, while thou bear’st his 
shape 

I 11 ^swer with no ruder cbnjuiation 
Thy impious counsel other than with 
these words ~ 

Depart, and tempt me not ’ 

Eri Then fate will have her course 
Fall, massive grate, 

Yield them the tempting view of these 
rich treasures. 

But bar them from possession ^ 

fA porkullia falls before the dooi 
of the Triasure Chamber 

Mortals, hear » 
No hand may ope that grate except 
the Heir 


Of plunder’d Aglionb^. whose mighty 
wealth. 

Ravish’d in evil hour, lies yonder 
piled , 

And not his hand prevails without 
the key 

Of Black Loi d Erick , brief spact 
is given 

lo save proud Devorgoil So wills 
high Heaven 

[ Thundt f , he dtsappeot s 

Dur Gaze not so wildly , you havt 
stood the trial 

That his commission bore and Heaven 
designs, 

If^I may spell his will, to rescue 
Dev5>rgoil 

Evenby theHcuofAglionby Behold 
him 

In that young forester, unto whose 
hand 

Those bars shall 3 ,ield the tieasuies of 
his house. 

Destined to ransom yours Advance 
young Leonard, 

And prove the adventuie 

Leon {advames and attempts the 
g^aie^ It IS fast 

As IS the tower, rock-seated 

Osw We will fetch other means 
and prove its strength 

Nor starve in poverty with wealth 
before us 

Dor Think whnt the vision spoke 

The key — the fated key 

E^iter Gui i crammfr 

Gul a key ? 1 say a quay is what 
we want 

Thus by the learn d oithographi/ed — 
Q, u, a, y 

The lake is ovei flow d ’ A quay, 
a boat, 

Oars, punt, or sculler, is all one to 
me ! 

We shall be drown d, good people * 


©own of ©evotf^otf. 


Enter Katleen and Blackthorn 

Kat Deliver us > 

Haste, sa\e yourselves— the lake is 
rising fast 

Bla *T has risen my bow’s height 
in the last five minutes, 

And still is swelling strangely 

Gul. (who has stood astonished upon 
seeing them) 

We shall be drown’d without your 
kind assistance 

SweetMaster O wlspiegle,y our dragon- 

Your straw, >our beanstalk, gentle 
Cocklc'moy f ^ 

Leon (looking from the shot hole) 
Tis true, by all that ’s fearftil * The 
proud lake 

Peers, like ambitious tyrant, o’er his 
bounds. 

And soon -w ill whelm the castle , even 
the drawbridge 
Is under water now 

Kat Let us escape • Why stand 
j ou gazing there ? 

Dur Upon the opening of that 
fatal grate 

Depends the fearful spell that now 
entraps us 

1 he key of Black Lord Erick — ere we 
find It 

The castle will be whelm’d beneath 
the waves. 

And we shall perish in it * 

Kat (giving the k^) Here, prove 
this , 

K chance most strange and fearful 
gave it me 

[Oswald puts ti into the lock, and 
attempts to tum it , a loud clap 
of thunder 

Flo The lake still rises fastei 
Leonard, Leonard, 

Canst thou not sav e us ? 

[Leonard tries the lock , it opens 
with a violent noise, and the 
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Portcullis rises A loud strain 
of wild music Theie may be 
a Chofus here 

[Oswald enters the apaiiment, and 
brings out a scroll 

Leon The lake is ebbing, w itli as 
wondrous haste 

As late it rose , the drawbridge is left 
dry* 

Osw ^This nia;j^ explain, the 
cause 

[GtjLlcrammer offers to take it ] But 
soft you, sir, 

We ’ll not disturb your learning for 
the matter, 

Yet, since you’ve borne a part in this 
strange drama, 

You shall not"go unguerdon’d Wise 
or learn’ d, 

Modest or gentle, Heaven alone can 
make thee, 

Being so much otherwise, but from 
this abundance 

Thou shalt have that shall gild thine 
Ignorance, 

Exalt th}- base descent, make thy 
presumption 

Seem modest confidence, and find 
thee hundreds 

Ready to s^wear that same fool s cap 
of thine 

Is reverend as a mitre 

Gul Thanks, mighty baron, now 
no more a bare one * 

I will be quaint with him for all 
his quips (Aside 

Osw Nor shall kind Katleen lack 

Her portion in our happiness 

Kat Thanks, my good lord, but 
Katleen’s fate is fix’d 

There is a certain valilnt forester, 

Too much afear’d of ghosts to sleep 
anights 

In his lone cottage, without one to 
guard him 
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LroN It I foi get my comrade s faith- 
ful inendship, 

May I be lost to fortune, hope, and 
love * 

Dur Peaces, all < and hear the 
blessing which this scroll 
Speaks unto faith, and constancy, and 
virt]^ 


No nioie this castle s tioubled guest 
Dark Enck s spirit hath lound rest 
Ihe storms of angry Fate aie past, 
For Constancy defies their blast 
Of Dev orgoil the daughtei free 
Shall wed the Heir of Aglionby 
Nor ever more dishonour soil 
The rescued house of Dev orgoil * 


AUCfflNDRANE, OR -THE AYRSHIRE 
TRAGEDY 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE 


John Mlrf or A.ucrindrane, an Ayr^/ure 
Baron He hai> been a follower of tin, 
Rtgctti^ Earl of Mot ton, during the 
Civil Wars, and hides an oppressive, 
ferocious, and nnsctmpulous disposi 
tion under lome pretences to driciness 
of life and doett me, which, however, 
never influence his conduct He in 
danger from the law, eminsr to Ins 
having been fornitrlv ^tixie in ihe 
^sassinaiwn of ihe Eat I of Cassihs 

Philip Murf, his son, a wild, lEbauched 
profligate, professing and pracintmg 
a contempt for Ins Jaihefs hypocrisy, 
while he is as fierce and licentious as 
Anchindt ane luniself 

Gifford, iheit relation, a Courizer 

Quentin Bi vnd, a youth, educated for a 
Clergyman, but •sent by Auchindrvnf 
to serve in a Band of Auxilianes in 
the Wars of ihe Netherlands, and lately 
employed as Clerk or Comptroller to 
ihe Re^iment—disbafided, however, and 
on t etz^n to his natize country 

He IS of a mild gentle, and rather 
feeble characiet , liable to be influenced 
by any person of stronger mind who 
will take ihe trouble to direct him He 
IS somewhat of a nervous temperament, 
varying from sadness to gaiety, accord 


mg to ihe impulse of the moment , an 
amiable hypochondriac 


Hildfbrand a stout old Englishman wlu 
by fiats of courage, has raised himself 
to the rank of Sergeant Major (Jhe 
ofgf eater consequence than at presen*) 
He, too, ha^ been disbanded, but can HO* 
bfin^ himself to believe that he haf 
lost his command over his Regiment 


Arpaham, 

Wll LIAMS, 

Jlnrin 
And Otkefs, 


PrivaU^ dismissed from 
the same Regiment n 
which Quentin and Hu 
DiurvND had saved 
These are mutinous, and 
are 711 uch disposed to re 
7 uemba for merquarreh 
with ihcir late Oflicerf' 


Nill MvcLfllvn, Keeper of Auchindf ane 
Forest and Game 


Earl or Dunbar, commanding an Army 
as JLieutenant of James f, for execu 
iion of Justice on offenders 


Guards, Attendants, 4 c ^-c 


Marion, wife £/*Niel MacLei l\n 

IsABPL, their daughter, a girl of six years 
old 

Other Children and Peasant Women 
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ACT I 
SCFNE I 

iotky Bay on the coast of Cnrnck, tn 
Ayt^ht'te^ not far font the Point of 
Tufitbeny The sea comes tn upon 
a bold rocky shore The remains of 
a small half ruined Towei are seen 
on the right hand, ovei hanging the 
sea There is a Vessel at a distance 
in the offing A Boat at the bottom 
of the Stage lands eight or ten peisons, 
dres^d like disbanded^ and m one or 
two cases like disabled soldiets They 
come stf-aggling forward with their 
knapsacks and bundles Hilde- 
brand, the Sergeant^ belq^gtng to 
the party ^ a stout elderly man^ stands 
by the boat, as if superintending the 
disembarkation Quentin lemains 
apart 

Abraham Farewell the flats of 
Holland, and right welcome 

The cliffs of Scotland * Fare thee 
well black beer 

And Schiedam gin< and welcome 
twopenny, 

Oatcakes, and usquebaugh > 

Williams (who wants an aimi) 

Farewell, the gallant field, and ‘For- 
ward, pikemen ' ’ 

for the bridge-end, the suburb, and 
the lane , 

A>nd ‘ Bless your honour, noble 
gentleman, 

Remember a poor soldier 
Abr My tongue shall ne\er need 
to smooth itself 

To such poor sounds while it can 
boldly say 

‘ Stand and deliver » * 

"WiL Hush, the sergeant hears 
you » 

Abr And let him hear , he makes 
a bustle yonder, 

And dreams of his authority, forgetting 


We are disbanded men, o er whom 
his halberd 

Has not such influence as the beadle s 
baton 

We are no soldiers now^ibut every one 

The lord of his own person 

WiL A wretched lordship, and 
our freedom such • 

As that of the old cart-hol’se, when 
the owner 

Turns himupon the common Iforone 

Will stiU continue to respect the 
sergeant, 

And the comptroller, too, — while the 
cash lasts 

Abr I scoin them both I am too 
stout a Scotsman 

To bear a Southron’s rule an instant 
longer 

Than discipline obliges , and for 
Quentin, 

Quentin the quillman, Quentin the 
comptroller, 

We have no regiment now , or if w’e 
had, 

Quentin ’s no longer clerk to it 
WiL Forshame' for shame' What' 
shall old comrades jar thus. 

And on the verge of parting, and for 
ever ? 

Nay, keep thy temper, Abraham 
thou^ a bad one 

Good Master Quentin, let thy'T'soiig 
last night 

Give us once more our welcome to 
old Scotland 

,Abr Ay, they sing light whose 
task IS telling money, 

When dollars clink for chorus 

Que Tve done with counting silver, 
honest Abraham, 

As thou, I fear, with pouching th\ 
small share on ’t 

But lend your voices, lads, and I will 
sing 

As blithely yet as if a town were 
won, 



924 




As if upon a field of battle gam d, 

Our banners waved victorious 

\_Hes77tg^^ and the test hear elm 

SONG 

Hither we come, 

Once slaves to the drum 
But no l(;^ger we list to its rattle , 
Adieu to the wars, 

With their slashes and scars, 

The march, and the storm, and the 
battle 

There are some of us maimM, 
And some that are lamed. 

And some of old aches are complaining , 
But we ’ll take up the tools, 
Which we flung by like fools, 
’Gainst Don Spaniard to go a cam- 
paigning 

Dick Hathorn doth vow 
To return to the plough. 

Jack Steele to his anvil and hammer, 
The weaver shall find room 
At the wight- warping ^ loom, 
And your clerk shall teach writing 
and grammar 

Abr And this is all that thou canst 
do, gay Quentin ? 

To swagger o’er a herd of parish brats, 
Cut cheese or dibble onioi^ wnth thy 
poniai d, 

And turn the sheath into a ferula* 
Que I am the prodigal in holy wnt , 
I cannot work,-~to beg I am ashamed 
Besides, good mates, I care not who 
may know it, 

I’m e en as fairly tired of this same 
fighting 

As the poor cur that ’s worried in the 
shambles 

By all the mastiff dogs of all the 
butchers , 

Wherefore, farewell sword, poniard, 
petronel, 


And welcome poverty and peaceful 
labour 

Abr Clerk Quentin, if of fighting 
thou art tired, 

m> good word, thou’rt quickly 
satisfied 

For thou ’st seen but little on’t 

WiL Thou dost belie him , I have 
seen him fight 

Bravely enough for one m his con- 
dition 

Abr What, he * that countei cast- 
ing, smockfaced boy* 

What was he but the colonel’^ scrib- 
bling drudge, 

Woth men of straw to stuS* the regi- 
ment roll , 

With cijfhenngs unjust to cheat his 
comrades, 

And cloak false musters for our noble 
captain * 

jF/^bid farewell to sword and petronel ^ 

He should have said, farewell my pen 
and Stan dish , 

These, with the rosm used to hide 
erasures, 

Were the best friends he left in camp 
behind him 

Que The sword you scoff at is not 
far, but scorns 

Thethreatsofanunmanner’d mutineer 

Ser {tntei posing) We 11 have no 
brawling Shall it e’er be said, 

That being comrades six long years 
together, 

While gulping down the frow-sy fogs 
of Holland, 

We tilted at each other’s throats so 
soon 

As the first draught of native air 
refresh’d them * 

No > by Saint Dunstan, I forbid the 
combat 

You all, methinks, do know this trusty 
halberd , 

For I opine, that eveiy back amongst 
you 


1 Nimble threwing 
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Hath felt the weight of the tough 
ashen staff, 

Endlong or overthwart Who is it 
wishes 

A remembrancer now i 

[JRaises h%s halberd 
Abr Comrades, have you ears 

To hear the old man bully ^ Eyes to see 

His staff rear’d o’er your heads, as 
o’er the hounds 

The huntsman cracks his whip ? 

WiL Well said* Stout Abraham 
has the right on’t 

I tell *hee, sergeant, we do reverence 
thee. 

And pardbn the rash humours tlj^ou 
hast caught, 

Like wiser men, from thy aii^hority 

Tis ended, howsoe er, and we 11 not 
suffer 

A word of sergeantry, or halberd-staff, 

Nor the most petty threat of discipline 

If thou wilt lay aside thy pride of 
office, 

And drop thy wont of swaggering and 
commanding, 

Thou art our comrade still for good 
or evil 

Else take thy course apart, oi with 
the clerk there — 

A sergeant thou, and he being all thy 
regiment 

Ser Is t come to this, false knaves ? 
And think you not, 

That if you bear a name o er other 
soldiers, 

It was because you follow'd to the 
charge 

One that had zeal and skill enough to 
lead you 

Where fame was won by danger ^ 
WiL We grant thy skill in leading, 
noble sergeant , 

Witness some empty boots and sleeves 
amongst us, 

Which else had still been tenanted 
with limbs 


In the full quantity , and for the argu- 
ments 

With which you used to back our 
resolution, 

Our shoulders do rec< 5 rd them At 
a word, 

Will you conform, or must we part 
our company ? 

Ser Conform to you t Sase dogs 1 
I would not lead you 

A bolt flight farther to be made a 
general 

Mean mutineers * when you swill d 
off the dregs 

Of my poor sea stores, it was, ' Noble 
Sergeant — 

Heaven bless old Hildebrand — we’ll 
follow him, 

At least until we safely see him lodged 

Within the iJlerry bounds of his own 
England * ’ 

WiL Ay, truly, sir, but, mark, the 
alft was mighty. 

And the Geneva potent Such stout 

I liquor 

Makes violent protestations Skink 
It round, 

If you have any left, to the same 
tune, 

And we may find a chorus for it still 

Abr We lose our time Tell us at 
once,^old man, 

If thou wilt march with us, oh stay 
with Quentin ’ 

Ser Out, mutineers * Dishonour 
dog your heels ’ 

Abr Wilful will have his way 
Adieu, stout Hildebrand * 

\The soldiers go off laughings and 
taking kave^ with mockery^ of the 
Sergeant and QuentxN, who 
remain on the Stage 

Ser \ajier a t>ause'^ Fly ou not 
with the rest^ Fail you to follow 

Yon goodly fellowship and fair 
example * 
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Come, take youi ild goos>e flight 1 
I know you Scots, | 

Like >our own sea-fowl, seek your ' 
course togethei 

Qur Faithf a pooi heron 1 who 
wing my flight 

In loneliness, or with a single partner 
And right it is that I should seek foi 
solit&e. 

Bunging but evil luek on them 1 herd 
with 

Sfr Thou’rt thankless ^Had we 
landed on the coast, 

Where our course bore us, thou wert 
tar irom home , 

But the fierce wind that drove us 
round the island, 

Barring each poit and inlet that we 
aim’d at 

Hath wafted thee to 'tiarbour, foi 
I judge 

X his IS thy native land we disembark on 

Que True, worthy friend ^ Each 
rock, each stream I look on, 

Each bosky wood, and every frowning 
tower, 

Awakens someyoung dream of infancy 
Yet such IS my hard hap, I might 
more safely 

Have look’d on Indian clifts, 01 Afnc s 
desert, 

Than on my native shores^ I ’m like 
babe, 

Doom’d to draw poison from my 
nurse’s bosoiti 

Ser Thou dream’st, young man 
Unreal terrors haunt, 

As I have noted, giddy brains like j 
thine — i 

Flighty, poetic, and imaginative — 

To whom a minstrel whim gives idle 
rapture, 

And, when it f^des, fantastic misery 

Que But mine is not fantastic I 
tan tell thee. 

Since I have known thee still my- j 
faithful friend, 


In part at least the dangerous plight 
1 stand in 

Ser And I will heai thee w illingl^ , 
the rather 

1 hat I would let these vagabonds 
march on, 

Nor join their troop again Besides, 
good sooth, 

1 m weaned with the toil of yesterday , 
And rev el of last night And I ma;> 
aid thee , 

Yes, I may aid thee, comrade and 
pel chance 

1 hou inayst advantage me 

Que May it prove w ell for both ’ 
But note, my friend, 

I can but intimate my mystic story 
Some of^it lies so secret, even the 
winds 

That whistle round us must not know 
the whole 
An oathj an oath * 

Ser That must be kept, of course , 
I ask but that which thou may’st 
freely tell 

Que I was an orphan boy, and 
first saw light 

Not far from where we stand, in\ 
lineage low, 

But honest in its poverty A loid, 
The master of the soil foi man> a mile, 
Dreaded and powcrtul, took a kindly 
charge 

for my advance in letters, and the 
qualities 

Ot the poor orphan lad drew some 
applause 

The knight was proud of me and in 
his halls 

I had such kind of welcome as the 
great 

Give to the humble, w horn the> lov e to 
point to 

As objects not unworthy then pro 
tection, 

Whose progress is some honour to 
their patron 
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A cure was spoken of, which I might 
serve, 

My manners, doctrine, and aLquire- 
ments fitting 
Ser Hitherto thy luck 

Was of the best, good friend Few 
lords had cared 

If thou couldst read thy grammar 0* 
thy psalter 

Thou hadst been valued couldst thou 
scour a harness. 

And dress a steed distinctly 

Que My old master 

Held <Sifferent doctiine, at least it 
seem d so — 

But he was mix d in many a deai^jr 
feud , 

And here my tale grows mystic I 
became. 

Unwitting and unwnllmg, the de- 
positary 

Ot a dread secret and the knowledge 
on ’t 

Has wreck’d my peace for ever It 
became 

My patron s w ill that 1 , as one who 
knew 

More than I should, must lea\e the 
realm of Scotland, 

And live or die within a distant land 
Ser Ah ’ thou hast done a fault 
m some wild raid. 

As you wild Scotsmen call them 
Que Comrade, nay , 

Mine was a peaceful part, and happ’d 
by chance 

I^must not tell you more Enough, 
my presence 

Brought danger to my benefactor’s 
house 

Tower after tower conceal d me, 
willing still 

To hide my ill omen’d face with owls 
and ravens. 

And let my pation's safety be the 
purchase 

Of my severe and desolate captivit;j 


So thought I, when dark Arran, wnth 
its walls 

Of natue rock, enclosed me There 
I lurk’d, 

Apeaceful sti anger ami(^ armed clans 

Without a friend to love or to defend 
me, 

Where all beside were link’d^ by close 
alliances 

At length I made my option to take 
service ^ 

In that same legion of auxiliaries 

In which we lately served the Belgian 

Our leader, stout Montgomery, hath 
been kind 

Through full six years of warfare, 
and assign’d me 

More peaceful tasks than the rough 
front of war, 

F or which my Education little suited me 
Ser Ay, therein was Montgomery 
kind indeed , 

Nay, kinder than you think, my 
simple Quentin 

The letters which you brought to the 
Montgomery, 

Pointed to thrust thee on some des 
perate service, 

Which should most likely end thee 
Que Bore I such letters * Surel3% 
comrade, no ’ 

Full deepliiT was the writer bound to 
aid me 

Perchance he only meant to prove my 
mettle , 

And it was but a trick of my bad fortune 

That gave his letters ill interpretation 
•Ser Ay, but thy better angel 
wrought for good. 

Whatever ill thy evil fate designed thee 

Montgomery pitied thee, and changed 
thy service 

In the rough field for labour m the tent, 

More fit for thy green years and 
peaceful habits 

Que Even there his well-meant 
kindness injured me 
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My comrades hated, undervalued me, 

And whatsoe'er of service I could do 
them, 

They guerdon’d with ingratitude and 
envy ^ 

Such my strange doom, that if I serve 
a man 

At deepest risk, he is my foe for ever • 
Ser fiast thou worse fate than | 
others if it were so ? 

Worse even than me, thj. friend, thine 
ofl&cer, 

Whom yon ungrateful slaves have 
pitch’d ashore, 

As wild waves heap the seaweed on 
the beach, 

And left him here, as if he had the 
pest 

Or leprosy, and death were in his 
company? t 

Que They think at least you have 
the worst of plagues, 

The worst of leprosies, — thev think 
you poor 

Ser They think like Ij^ing \illains 
then , I ’m rich, 

And they too might have felt it I Ve 
a thought — 

But stay • what plans your wisdom 
for yourself? 

Que My thoughts are wellmgh 
desperate But I purpose 

Return to my stern patron, there to 
tell him 

That wars, and winds, and waves, 
have cross’d his pleasure, 

And cast me on the shore from 
whence he banish d me ^ 

Then let him do his will, and destine 
for me 

A dungeon or a grave 

Ser Now, by the rood, thou ait 
a simple fool ’ 

I can do better for thee Mark me, 
Quentin 

I took my license from the noble 
regiment, 


Partly that I was worn with age and 
warfare, 

Partly that an estate of yeomanry. 

Of no great purchase, but enough to 
live on. 

Has call’d me owner since a kinsman’s 
death 

It lies m merry Yorkshire, where the 
wealth 

Of fold and furrow, proper to Old 
England, 

Stretches by streams which walk no 
sluggish pace, 

But dance as light as yours Now, 
good friend Quentin, 

T|iis copyhold can keep two quiet 
inmates, 

And I apj childless Wilt thou be my 
son ? 

Que Nay, you can only jest, my 
worthy friend ^ 

What claim have I to be a burden toyou ? 

Ser The claim of him that wants, 
and is in danger, 

On him that has, and can afford pro- 
tection 

Thou wouldst not fear a foeman m 
my cottage, 

Where a stout mastiff slumber’d on 
the hearth, 

And this good halberd hung above 
the chimney ? 

But come, I have it ’ thou shalt earn 
thy bread 

Duly, and honourably, and usefully 

Our village schoolmaster hath left the 
parish, 

Forsook the ancient schoolhouse with 
its yew trees. 

That lurk’d beside a church two cen- 
tunes older, — 

So long devotion took the lead of 
knowledge , 

And since his little flock are shepherd- 
less, 

’Tis thou shalt be promoted in his 
room , 
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And rather than thou wantest scholars, 
man, 

M5 self will enter pupil Better late, 
Our proverb sa3rs, than never to do well 
And look you, on theholydays Fd tell 
To all the wondering boors and gap- 
ing children, 

Strange tales of what the regiment 
did m Flanders, 

And thou shouldst say Amen, and be 
my warrant, 

That I speak truth to them 

Que Would I might take thy offer ’ 
Buh alas ’ 

Thou art the hermit who compeH’d 
a pilgriin, ^ 

In name of Heaven and heavenly 
charity, 

To share his roof and meal, but found 
too late 

That he had drawn a curse on him 
and his, 

B3 sheltering a wretch foredoom’d 
of heaven > 

Slr Thou talk’st in riddles to me 
Que If I do, 

Tis that I am a riddle to mj’-self 
Thou know’st I am by nature born 
a friend 

To glee and merriment, can make 
wild \erses , 

The jest or laugh has never stopp’d 
with me. 

When once ’twas set a rolling 

Ser I ha\e known thee 

A blithe companion still, and wonder 
now 

Thou shouldst become thus crest- 
fallen 

Que Does the lark sing her descant 
when the falcon 

Scales the blue vault with bolder wing 
than hers, 

And meditates a stoop ^ The mirth 
thou’st noted 

Was all deception, fraud Hated 
enough 


For other causes, I did veil my feelings 

Beneath the mask of mirth, — laugh’d, 
sung, and caroll’d, 

To gain some interest in my comrades’ 
bosoms, 

Although mine own was bursting 

Ser Thou ’rt a hypocrite 

Of a new order 

Que But harmless as the rffhoxious 
snake, 

Which bears the adder s form, lurks 
in his jaunts, 

Yet neither hath his fang teeth noi 
his poison 

Look you, kind Hildebrand, I would 
seem merry. 

Lest other men should, tiring of m\ 
sadness, 

Expel me from them, as the hunted 
wether * 

Is driven from the flock 

Ser Faith, thou hast borne it 
bra\«ly out 

Had I been ask’d to name the merriest 
fellow 

Of all our muster-roll, that man wert 
thou 

Qul See’st thou, my friend, yon 
brook dance down the valley, 

And sing blithe carols over broken rock 

And tiny waterfall, kissing each shrub 

And each gsj flower it nurses in its 
passage, — 

Where, think’st thou, is its source, 
the bonny brook ~ 

It flows from forth a cavern, black and 
gloomy. 

Sullen and sunless, like this heart of 
mine, 

Which others see m a false glare of 
gaiety. 

Which I have laid before you m its 
sadness 

Ser If such wild fancies dog thee, 
wherefore leave 

The trade where thou wert safe ’midst 
others’ dangers, 

H h 
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And venture to th> native land, where 
fate 

Lies on the watch for thee ^ Had old 
Montgomery 

Been with ^e regiment, thou hadst 
had no conge 

Que No, ’tis most likely But I 
had a hope, 

A pooi^am hope, that I might live 
obscurely 

In some far comer of my native 
Scotland, ^ 

Which, of all others, splinter’d into 
districts, 

Differing m manners, families, even 
language, 

Seem’d a safe refuge for the humble 
wretch, 

Whose highest hope was to remain 
unheard of ® 

But fate has baffled me, the winds 
and waves, 

With force resistless, have' impell’d 
me hither, 

Have driven me to the clime most 
dangVous to me , 

And I obey the call, like the hurt deer, 

Which seeks instinctively his native 
lair, 

Though his heart tells him it is but 
to die there 

Ser ’Tis false, by Heaven, young 
r man 1 This same despair. 

Though showing resignation in its 
banner, ^ 

Is but a kind of covert cowardice 

Wise men have said, that though our 
stars incline, 

They cannot force us Wisdom is the 
pilot, 

And if he cannot cross, he may evade 
them 

You lend an «ar to idle auguries, 

The fruits of our last revels^still most 
sad 

Under the gloom that follows bois 
terous mirth^ < 


As earth looks blackest after brilliant 
sunshine 

Que No, by my honest word I 
join’d the revel, 

And aided it with laugh, and song, 
and shout, 

But my heart revell’d not , and, when 
the mirth 

Was at the loudest, on yon galliot s 
prow 

I stood unmark'd, and gazed upon the 
land. 

My native land each cape and cliff 
I knew ^ 

‘ Behold me now,’ I said, ‘ your 

^ destined victim * ’ 

So greets the sentenced criminal the 
hqi^dsman, 

Who slow approaches with his lifted 
axe 

* Hither I come,’ I said, ‘ ye kindred 
hills, 

Whose darksome outline in a distant 
land 

Haunted my slumbers , here I stand, 
thou ocean. 

Whose hoarse voice, murmuring in 
my dreams, required me , 

See me now here, ye w inds, whose 
plaintive wail, 

On yonder distant shores, appear’d to 
call me, 

Summon’d, behold me ’ And the 
winds and waves. 

And the deep echoes of the distant 
mountain. 

Made answer — * Come, and die f ’ ^ 
Ser Fantastic all ’ Poor boy, thou 
art distracted 

With the vain terrors of some feudal 
tyrant, 

Whose frown hath been from infancy 
thy bugbear 

Why seek his presence ? 

Que Wherefore does the moth 

Fly to the scorching taper ^ Why the 
bird, 
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Dazxiled by lights at midnight, seek 
the net ? 

Why does the prey, which feels the 
fascination 

Of the snake’s glaring eye, drop in 
his jaws ? 

Ser Such wild examples but refute 
themselves 

Let bird, let moth, let the coil’d 
adder’s prey. 

Resist the fascination and be safe 

Thou goest not near this Baron , if 
thou goest, 

I will go\vith thee Known m many ! 
a field, , 

Which he in a whole life of pettjf* 
feud 

Has never dream’d of, I will te2ch the 
knight 

To lule him in this matter, be thy 
warrant, 

1 hat far from him, and from his’^petty 
lordship, 

You shall hencefoith tread English 
land, and never 

Th> presence shall alarm his con 
science more 

Que ’Twere desperate risk tor 
both I will far rather 

Hastily guide thee through this 
dangerous province, 

And seek thy school, thy yew trees, 
and thy churchyard , — 

The last perchance, will be the first 
I find 

Ser I would rather face him, 

Like a bold Englishman that knows 
his right, 

And will stand by his friend And 
yet ’tis folly 

Fancies like these are not to be resisted , 

’Tis better to escape them Many 
a presage. 

Too rashly braved, becomes its own 
accomplishment 

Then let us go, but whither^ My 
old head 


As little knows where it shall he to- 
night. 

As yonder mutineers that left their 
officer. 

As reckless of his quarters as these 
billows, 

That lea\e the withered sea-weed on 
the beach. 

And care not where they pile it 
Que Think not for that, good 
friend We are in Scotland, 

And if it is fiot varied from its wont, 
Each cot, that sends a cuil of smoke 
to heaven. 

Will yield a stranger quarters for the 
night. 

Simply because he needs them 
Ser But are there none within an 
easy walk ^ 

Give lodgings here for hire? for 
I have left 

Some of the Don s piastres (though 
I kept 

The secret from yon gulls) , and I had 
rather 

Pay the fair reckoning I can well 
afford, 

And my host takes with pleasure, 
* than I ’d cumber 
Some poor man’s roof with me and 
I all my wants, 

And tax his chanty beyond discretion 
Que Some six miles hence there 
IS a town and hostelry , 

But you are wayworn, and it is most 
likely 

Our .comrades must have fill’d it 
Ser Out upon them » 

Were there a friendly mastiff who 
would lend me 

Half of his supper, half of hiS poor 
kennel, 

I would help Honesty *to pick his 
bones, 

And share his straw, far rather than 
I M sup 

On jolly fare with these base varlets’ 
H h a 
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Que We "11 manage better , for our 
Scottish dogs, 

Though stout and trusty , are but ill- 
instructed 

In hospitable rites — Here is a maiden, 

A little maid, will tell us of the 
country, 

And sc^ly it is changed since I have 
leftlt, 

If we should fail to find a harbourage 

r 

Entei Isabel MacLellan, a girl of 
about SIX years old, bearing a milk- 
pad on het head , she stops on seeing 
the Sergeant and Quentin 

Que There "s something in her 
look that doth remind me — 

But "tis not wonder I find recollec- 
tions ^ 

In all that here I look on Pretty 
maid 

Ser You "re slow, and hesitate I 
will be spokesman ^ 

Good even, my pretty maiden ’ Canst 
thou tell us, 

Is there a Christian house would 
render strangers, 

For love or guerdon, a night’s meal 
and lodging’ 

IsA Full surely, sir, we dwell in 
yon old house 

Upon the cliff — they call it Chapel- 
donan [Pomh to the budding 

Our house is large enough, and if our 
supper 

Chance to be scant, you shall have 
half of mine, 

Foi, as I think, sir, jou have Eeen 
a soldier 

Up yonder lies our house I ’ll tup 
before. 

And tell my mother she has guests 
a-comm^ , 

The path is something steep, but you 
shall see 

I’ll be there first I must chain up 
the dogs, too 


Nimrod and Bloody lass are cross to 
strangers, 

But gentle when you know them 

\Extt, and is seen paitially as 
cendmg to the Castle 

Ser You have spoke 

Your country folk aright, both for the 
dogs 

And for the people We had luck to 
light 

On one too joung for cunning and 
foi selfishness 

He s in a re\ erie — a deep oit'e sure, 
Since the gibe on his countn wakes 
^ him not 
Bestir thee Quentsxi ’ 

QuEn ’fwas a wondrous likeness 
Ser Likeness' of whom^ I 11 
warrant thee of one 
Whom thou hast loved and lost 
Such fantasies 

Li\e fong in brains like thine, v^hich 
fashion visions 

Of woe and death when the^ aie 
cross’d in lav e 

As most men are oi have been 

Que Th} guess hath touch d me, 
though It IS but slighth 
’Mongst other woes I knew, in 
former dajs, 

A maid that view’d me with some 
glance of favoui, 

But my fate carried me to othei 
shores, 

And she has since been w^edded 
I did think on ’t ^ 

But as a bubble burst, a rainbow 
vanish’d , 

It adds no deeper shade to the dark 
gloom 

Which chills the springs of hope and 
life within me 

Our guide hath got a trick of voice 
and feature 

Like to the maid I spoke of, that is 
all 
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Ser She bounds before us like 
a gamesome doe, 

Or rather as the rock-bred eaglet soars 

Up tQ her nest, as if she rose by will 

Without an effort Now a Nether- 
lander, 

One of our Frogland friends, viewing 
the scene, 

Would take his oath that tower, and 
rock, and maiden. 

Were forms too light and lofty to 
be real, 

•\nd only some delusion of the fancy, 

Such as%nen dream at sunset I my- 
self 

Ha\e kept fhe level ground so many 
years, 

I have wellnigh forgot the art t% climb, 

Unless assisted by thy younger arm 

off as if to ascend to the 
Toiver, the Serge \nt leaning 
upon Quentin ^ 


Scene II 

Scene changes to the Front of the Old 
Toiler Isabel comes foi-ward with 
her Mothet , — Marion speaking as 
they advance 

Mar I blame thee not, my child, 
for bidding wanderers 

Come share our food and shelter, if 
thy father 

Wiere here to welcome them, but, 
Isabel, 

He waits upon his lord at Auchindrane, 

And comes not home to night 

Isa What then, my mother? 

The travellers do not ask to see 
my father , 

Food, shelter, rest, is all the poor men 
want, 

And we can give them these without 
my father 


Mar Thou canst not understand, 
nor I explain, 

Why a lone female asks not visitants 
What time her husband's absent 
{Apart') Mypoorctnld, 

And if thou’rt wedded to a jealous 
husband. 

Thou 'It know too soon the c^use 

Isa {partly overhearing ^hat her 
mother says) Ay, but I know 
already < J ealousy 
Is, when ^y father chides, and you 
sit weeping 

Mar Out, little spy » thy father 
never chides , 

Or, if he does, 'tis when his wife 
deserves it 

But to our strangers, they are old 
men, Isabel, 

That seek this' shelter, are they not ? 

IsA One IS old — • 

Old as this tower of ours, and worn 
like*that. 

Bearing deep marks of battles long 
since fought 

Mar Some remnant of the wars , 
he ’s welcome, surely, 

Bringing no quality along with him 
Which can alarm suspicion Well, 
the other ? 

IsA A young man, gentle voiced 
and ge^tle-eyed, 

Who looks and speaks like one%the 
world has frown'd on , 

But smiles when you smile, seeming 
that he feels 

J oy in y our j oy , though he himself is sad 
Brwn hair, and downcast looks 

Mar {alarmed) 'Tis but an idle 
thought — it cannot be ’ {Listens 
I hear his accents, it is all too 
true — 

My terrors were prophttic i 

I '11 compose myself, 
And then accost him firmly Thus it 
must be 

[S/ji' retires hastily into the Tower 
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\The votc€<^ of the Sfrgi.ant and 
Quentin a)e heard ascending 
behind ihe Scenes 

Que One effort more, we stand 
upon the level 

I\e seen thee work thee up glacis 
and cavalier 

Steepei^an this ascent, when cannon, 
culvenne, 

Musket, and hackl^ut, shower’d their 
shot upon thee, 

And form’d, with ceasele&s blaze, a 
fiery garland 

Round the defences of the post you 
storm’d 

l^They come on the Stage^ and at 
iht same time Marion re-enters 
from ihe Towe> ^ 

Ser Truly thou speak’st I am 
the tardier, 

That I, in climbing hither, imiss the 
fire, 

Which wont to tell me there was 
death m loitering 

Here stands, methmks, our hostess 

\jfde goes *forvoa%d to address 
Marion Quentin, struck on 
seeing hei , keeps hack 

Ser Kind dame, yoij^ little lass 
,.hath brought 3- ou strangeis, 

Willing to be a trouble, not a charge 
to you 

We are disbanded soldiers, but have 
means 

Ample enough to pay our journey 
homeward 

Mar We keep no house of general 
entertainment, 

But know our duty, sir, to locks like 
yours, ^ 

Whiten’d and thinn’d by manj a long 
campaign 

111 chances that my husband should 
be absent — 


{Apaif) Courage alone can make 
me struggle through it — 

For m your comrade, though he hath 
forgot me, 

I spy a friend whom I have known in 
school-days, 

And whom I think MacLellan well 
remembers 

goes up to Qufntin 

You see a womans memory 

Is faithfuller than jours, lor Quentin 
Blane 

Hath not a greeting left foiT' Marion 
Harkness 

Que {with effort) I s^ek, indeed, 
my native land, good Marion, 

But seirk it like a stranger All is 
changed, 

And thou thyself 

Mar You left a giddy maiden, 

And find, on your return, a wife and 
mother 

Thine old acquaintance Quentin, is 
my mate — 

Stout Niel MacLellan, langer to our 
lord, 

The Knight of Auchindrane He s 
absent now, 

But will rejoice to see his former 
comrade. 

If, as 1 trust, you tariy his return 

{Apart') Heaven grant he iindei- 
stand my woids bj contiaries ♦ 

He must remember Niel and he were 
rn als , 

He must remembei Niel and he were 
foes , 

He must remember Niel is warm of 
temper, 

And think, instead of welcome, I 
would blithely 

Bid him God speed you But he is 
as simple 

And void of guile as ever 
Que Marion, I gladly rest within 
your cottage, 
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And gladly wait return of Niel Mac- 
Lellan, 

To clasp his hand, and wish him 
happiness 

Some rising feelings might perhaps 
prevent this , 

But ’tis a peevish part to grudge our 
friends 

Their share of fortune because we 
have miss’d it , 

I can wish others jtiy and happiness, 

Though I must ne’er partake them 

Mar But if it grieve you 

Que** No ’ do not fear The bnght- 
est gleams of hope 

That shine on me aie such as a^e 
reflected 

From those which shine on ethers 
\Th6 Sergeant and Quentin 
enter the Tower with the little Girl 
Mar (comes forward^ and speaks in 
agitation) Even so ^ th€> simple 
youth has miss’d ray meaning 

I shame to make it plainer, or to say, 

In one brief word. Pass on Heaven 
guide the bark. 

For we are on the breakers ’ 

[Exit into the Tower 

ACT II 
Scene I 

A withdrawing Apartment in the 
Castle of Auchtndrane Servants 
place a Table, with a Flask of JVme 
and Dnnkmg-Cups 

Enter Mure of Auchindrane, with 
Albert Gifford, hts Relation and 
Visitor They place themselves by 
the Table after some complimentary 
ceremony At some distance is heard 
the noise of revelling 
Auch We’re better placed for 
confidential talk, 


Than in the hall fill’d with disbanded 
soldiers, 

And fools and fiddlers gather’d on the 
highway, — 

The worthy guests whom Philip 
crowds my hall with, 

And with them spends his evening 
Gif But think you not, m^ friend, 
that your son Philip 
Should be participant of these our 
councils, 

Being so^ deeply mingled in the 
danger — 

Your house s only heir — ^j’^our only 
son 2 

Auch Kind cousin Gifford, if thou 
lack’st good counsel 
At race, at cockpit, or at gambling 
table, 

Or any freak* by which men cheat 
themselves 

As well of life, as of the means to live, 
Call foi^assistance upon Philip Mure , 
Butin all senous parley spare invoking 
him 

Gif You speak too lightlj of my 
cousin Philip , 

All name him brave m arms 
Auch A second Bevis , 

But I, my youth bred up in gravei 
fashions, 

Mourn o’ei^the mode of life in which 
he spends, 

Or rather dissipates, his time and 
substance 

No vagabond escapes his search 
The soldier 

Spurn’d from the service, henceforth 
to be ruffian 

Upon his own af'count, is Philips 
comrade , 

The fiddler, whose crack’d crowd has 
still three stnngson’t , 

The balladeer, whose voice has still 
two notes left , 

I Whate’er is roguish and whate’er is 
I vile. 
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Are welcome to the board of 
Auchmdrane, 

And Philip will return them shout for 
shout, 

And pledge^ for jovial pledge, and 
song for song, 

Until the shamefaced sun peep at our 
willows, 

And ask^What have we hereU 
Gif You take such revel deeply 
We are Scotsmen, 

Far known for rustic hospitality, 
lhat mind not birth or titles in oui 
guests , ' 

The harper has his seat beside our 
hearth, 

The wanderer must find comfort at 
our board, 

His name imaskM, his pedigree un- 
known , ^ 

So did our ancestors, and so must we 
Auch All this IS freely granted, 
worthy kinsman , 

And prithee do not think me churl 
enough 

1 o count how many sit beneath my 
salt 

1 \ e wealth enough to fill my father’s 
hall 

Each day at noon, and feed the guests 
who crowd it 

I am near mate with thos^whom men 
rcall Lord, 

Though a rude western knight But 
mark me, cousin. 

Although I feed wayfaring vagabonds, 

I make them not my comrades Such 
as I, 

Who have advanced the fortunes of 
my line 

And swell’ da baron’s turret to a palace. 
Have oft the curse awaiting on our 
thrift, ^ 

To see, while yet we In e, the things 
which must be 

At our decease — the downfall of our 
family 


The loss of land and lordship, name 
and knighthood. 

The wreck of the fair fabric we have 
built, 

By a degenerate heir Philip has that 
Of inborn meanness m him, that he 
lo\ es not 

The company of betters, nor of equals , 
Never at ease, unless he bears the bell, 
And crows the loudest in the company 
He s mesh d, tod, in the snares of 
eveiy female 

Who deigns to cast a passing glance 
on him — ^ 

Licentious, disrespectful,, rash, and 
r profligate 

Gif Come, my good coz, think we 
tocf'have been young. 

And I will swear that in your father s 
lifetime 

You have yourself been trapp’d by 
toys like these 

Auch A fool I may have been — 
but not a madman , 

I never play’d the rake among my 
followers. 

Pursuing this man’s sister, that man’s 
wife , 

And therefore never saw I man of 
mine. 

When summon’d to obey my best, 
grow restive, 

Talk of his honour, of his peace 
destroy’d, 

And, while obeying, mutter threats ot 
vengeance 

But now the humour of an idle youth, 
Disgusting tiusted followers, sworn 
dependants. 

Plays football with his honour and 
my safety 

Gif I’m sorry to find discord m 
your house, 

For I had hoped, while bringing you 
cold news, 

To find you arm’d m union ’gainst the 
danger 
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Auch What can man speak that I 
would shrink to hear, 

And whera^the danger I would deign 
to shun ^ [He rises 

What should appal a man inured to 
perils. 

Like the bold climber on the crags of 
Alisa 

Winds whistle past him, billows rage 
below, 

The sea-fowl sweep around, with 
shriek and clang , — 

One single slip, one unadvised pace. 
One quflilm of giddiness — and peace be 
with him ' 

But he wllose grasp is sure, who^e 
step is firm, • 

Whose brain is constant — h ?5 makes 
one proud rock 

The means to scale another, till he stand 
Triumphant on the peak 

Gif And so I trust 

Thou wilt surmount the danger now 
approaching. 

Which scarcely can I frame my tongue 
to tell you, 

Though I rode here on purpose 
Auch Cousin,! think thy heait was 
never coward, 

Andstrange it seems thy tongue should 
take such semblance 
I\e heard of many a loud-mouth’d, 
noisy braggart 

Whose hand gave feeble sanction to 
his tongue , 

But thou art one whose heart can think 
bold things, 

Whose hand can act them, but who 
shrinks to speak them ^ 

Gif And if I speak them not, Tis 
that I bhatne 

To tell thee of the calumnies that load 
thee 

Things loudly spoken at the city 
Cross, 

Things closely whisper’d in our 
Sovereign’s ear, 


Ihmgs which the plumed lord and 
flat-capped citizen 

Do circulate amid their different 
ranks — 

Thingsfalse, no doubt, lyt, falsehoods 
while I deem them, 

Still honounng thee, I shun the odious 
topic ^ 

Auch Shun it not, couswsi, ’tis a 
friend’s best office 

To bring the news we hear unwillingly 

The sentinel, who tells the foe’s ap- 
proacn, 

And wakes the sleeping camp, does 
but his duty 

Be thou as bold in telling me of danger. 

As I shall be in facing danger told of 
Gif I need not bid thee recollect 
the death feud 

That raged so'tong betwixt thy house 
and Cassilis , 

I need not bid thee recollect the league. 

When noyal James himself stood me- 
diator 

Between thee and Earl Gilbert 
Auch Call you these news ’ You 
might as well have told me 

That old King Coil is4ead,and graved 
at Kylesfeld 

I’ll help thee out King James com 
manded us 

Henceforth^to live in peace, made us 
clasp hands too 

O, sir, when such an union hath been 
made, 

In heart and hand conjoining mortal 
foes, 

Udder a monarch’s royal mediation, 

The league is not forgotten And 
with this 

What IS there to be told ^ The king 
commanded — 

* Be friends ’ N o douU we were'^o — 
who dare doubt it ^ , 

Gif You speak but half the tale 
Auch By good Saint Tnmpn, but 
I ’ll tell the whole f 
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There i$ no terror m the tale for me 

Go speak of ghosts to children ’ This 
Earl Gilbert 

(God sain him) loved Heaven’s peace 
as well I did, 

Vnd we were wondrous friends when- 
e’er we met 

At church or market, or in burrows 
towS^ 

'Midst this, our good Lord Gilbert, 
Earl of Cassilisf 

Takes purpose he would joijiney forth | 
to Edinburgh 

The King was doling gilts of abbey- 
lands. 

Good things that thrifty house was 
wont to fish for 

Our mighty Earl forsakes his sea- 
wash’d castle. 

Passes our borders so'he four miles 
from hence , 

And, holding it unwholesome to be 
fastens r 

Long after sunrise, lo < the Earl and 
tram 

Dismount to rest their nags and eat 
their breakfast 

The morning rpse, the small birds 
caroll’d sweetly, 

The corks weie drawn, the pasty 
brooks incision, 

llib lordship jests, his traiij. are choked 
^with laughter, 

When, — wondrous change of cheer, 
and most uillook’d for ’ 

Strange epilogue to bottle and to baked 
meat • — 

Flash’d from the greenwood half a 
score of carabines, 

And the good Earl of Cassilis, in his 
breakfast, 

Had nooning, dinner, supper, all at once, 

Eveh in the morning that he closed 
his journey 

And the grim sexton, for his chamberlain, 

Made him the bed which rests the 
head for ever 


Gif Told with much spirit, cousin 
Some there are 

Would add and m a tone < esembling 
triumph , 

And would that with these long estab- 
lish’d facts 

My tale began and ended ’ I must tell 
you 

That evil deeming censures of the 
events, 

Both at the time^and now, throw 
blame on thee 

Time, place, and circumstance, they 
say, proclaim thee, 

Alike, the author of that morning’s 
^ ambush *' 

Auch Ay, ’tis an old belief m 
Canrick here, 

Where natives do not always die in 
bed, 

That if a Kennedy shall not attain 

Methus^elah’s last span, a Mure has 
slain him 

Such is the general creed of all their 
clan 

Thank Heaven that they ’re bound to 
prove the charge 

They are so prompt in making They 
have clamour’d 

Enough of this before, to show their 
malice 

But what said these coward pickthanks 
when I came 

Before the King, before the Justicers, 

Rebutting all then calumnies, and 
daring them 

To show that I knew aught of Cassil|.s’ 
journey, 

Which way he meant to travel, where 
to halt 2 

Without which knowle'dge I possess’d 
no means 

To dress an ambush for him Did I not 

Defy the assembled clan of Kennedys 

To show, by proof direct or inferential, 

Wherefore they slander’d me with this 
foul charge ? 
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"My gauntlet rung before them m the 
court, 

And I did daVe the best of them to lift it, 
A.nd $)rove such charge a true one 
Did I not ^ 

Gif I saw your gauntlet he befoie 
the Kennedys, 

Wholook’d on it as men do on an adder, 
Longing to crush, and yet afraid to 
grasp it 

Not an eye spaiSiled, not a foot 
advanced, 

No arm was stretch’d to lift the fatal 
syn^ol 

VucH Then wherefore do the 
hildings murmur now^ ^ 

Wish thej to see again, how one bold 
Mure 

Can baffle and defy then assembled 
valour ? 

Gif No , but they speak of evidence 
suppress’d 

A.LCH Suppress d ’ What evi 
dence^ — by whom suppress’d ^ | 

What Will o -Wisp what idiot of 
a witness, 

Is he to whom they tiace an empty 
, voice, 

But cannot show his peison^ 

Gif They pretend, 

With the King’s leave, to bring it to 
a trial , 

Averring that a lad, named Quentin 
Blane, 

Brought thee a letter from the mur- 
der’d Earl, 

W^jih friendly greetings, telling of his 
journey, 

The hour which he set forth, the 
place he halted at 
Affording thee the means to form the 
ambush. 

Of which your hatred made the 
application 

Auch a prudent Earl, indeed, if 
such his practice. 

When dealing with a recent enemy ’ 


And what should he propose by such 
strange confidence 

In one who sought it not ^ 

Gif His purposes were kindly, say 
the Kennedys — 

Desiring you would meet him whei e 
he halted, 

Offering to undertake what^r com- 
missions 

You listed trust him with, foi court 
or city 

And, thus i^pprised of Cassihs’ pur- 
posed journey. 

And of his halting place, you placed 
the ambush, 

Prepared the homicides 

Auch They’re free to say their 
pleasure They are men 

Of the new court , and I am but a 
fragment 

Of stout old Morton s faction It is 
reason 

That such as I be rooted fi om the earth 

That they may have full room to 
spiead their branches 

No doubt, ’tis easy to find strolling 
vagrants 

To prove whate er they prompt This 
Quentin Blane — 

Did you not call him so ^ — why comes 
he now ? 

And wherefore not before ^ This must 
be answer’d f 

{Abtupily ) Where is^he now ^ 

Gif Abroad, they say , kidnapp’d, 

By you kidnapp d, that he might die 
^in Flanders 

But orders have been sent for his dis- 
charge, 

And his transmission hither 

Auch {assuming an atr of com- 
posm e) When they produce ^ch 
witness, cousin Gifibrd, 

We ’ll be prepared to meet it In the 
meanwhile. 

The King doth ill to throw his royal 
sceptre 
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In the accusei’s scale, ere he can know 
How justice shall inelme it 

Gif Our sage prince 

Resents, it may be, less the death of 
Cassilis, 

Than he is angry that the feud should 
bum, 

After hi| royal \oice had said ^Be 
quenWi’d ’ 

Thus urging prosecution less for 
slaughter, 

Phan that, being done gainst the 
King^s command, 

1 reason is mix d with homicide 
Auch Ha ’ ha ’ most true, my 
cousin 

Wliy, well considei’d, "tis a crime so 
great 

To slay one^s enemy, the King for- 
bidding it, ^ 

Like parricide, it should be held 
impossible 

’Tis just as if a wretch retam’d'lhe evil, 
When the King’s touch had bid the 
sores be heal’d , 

And such a crime merits the stake at 
least 

What f can ther*e be within a Scottish 
bosom 

A feud so deadly, that it kept its ground 
When the King said Be fi lends ’ It 
is not credible 

We^e I King James, I ne\er would 
believe it 

I d rather thinklhe story all a dream, 
And that there was no friendship, 
lend, nor journey. 

No halt, no ambush and no Lari ol 
Cassilis, 

Than dream anointed Majestj. has 
wiong > 

Gj[f Speak within dooi, coz 
Auch O, <^rue » i^as7eie) I shall 
betray myself 

Even to this half bred fool I must 
have room. 

Room for an instant, or I suiFocate 


Cousin, I prithee call our Philip 
hither — 

Forgive me ’ ’twere mc^i e meet I 
summon’d him 

Myself, but then the sight ot yonder 
revel 

Would chafe my blood, and I have 
need of coolness 

Gif I understand thee I will bring 
him straight [^Evtt 

Auch And if thou dost, he ’s lost 
his ancient trick 

To fathom, as he wont, his five-pint 
flagons 

Ihis space is mine O for the power 

r to fill it, 

Instead of senseless rage and emptj^ 
cuifies, 

With the dark spell which witches 
learn from fiends, 

That smites the object of their hate alar 

Nor leaves a token of its mystic action, 

Stealing the soul from out the un- 
scathed body, 

As lightning melts the blade, nor 
harms the scabbard ' 

’Tis vain to wish for it » Each curse 
of mine 

Falls to the ground as harmless as 
the airows 

Which children shoot at stars ' The 
time lor thought, 

It thought could aught a\ail me, melts 
away 

Like to a snowball in a schoolboy’s 
hand, 

That melts the fastei the moie cIqsc. 
he grasps it f 

If I had time, this Scottish Solomon 

Whom some call son of David the 
Musician ^ 

Might find It perilous work to march 
to Carnck 

There ’s many a feud still slumbering 
in its ashes, 


1 The c ilunmious tale which asenbed the birth of 
James VI to an intrigue of Queen Mary with Rtzzio 





Whose embers are yet red Nobles 
we have, 

Stout as oiii Graysteel, and as hot as 
Bothwell , 

Here too are castles look from crags 
as high 

On seas as wide as Logan’s So the 
King— 

Pshaw ' He is here again 
Enter Gifford 

Gif I heard you name 

The King, my kinsman, know, he 
coaies not hither 

Auch {affecting indifference^ Nay, 
then we need not broach oi^r 
barrels, cousin, 

Nor purchase us new jerkins Comes 
not Philip 2 

Gif Yes, sir He tarries but to 
drink a service 

To his good friends at parting^ 

Auch Friends for the beadle oi 
the sheriff officer 

Well, let it pass Who comes, and 
how attended, 

Since James designs not westward ? 

Gif O you shall have, instead, his 
functionary, fiery 

George Home that was, but now 
Dunbar’s great Earl , 

He leads a royal host, and comes 
to show you 

How he distributes justice on the 
Border, 

Where judge and hangman oft reverse 

^ then office, 

And the noose does its work before 
the sentence 

But I have said ray tidings best and 
worst 

None but ^^ourself can know what 
course the time 

And peril ma> demand To lift your 
banner, 

If I might be a judge, were desperate 
game 


Ireland and Galloway offer you con- 
venience 

For flight, if flight be thought the 
better remedy , 

To face the court reqiMies the con- 
sciousness 

And confidence of innocence You 
alone ^ 

Can judge if you possess'^hese at- 
ti ibutes [A noise behind the scenes 
Auch Philip, J think, has broken 
up hi^ revels , 

His ragged regiment are dispersing 
them, 

Well liquor’d, doubtless They’re 
disbanded soldiers, 

Or some such vagabonds Here comes 
the gallant 

Enter Philip He has a buff-coat and 
head piece^ wears a sword and dagget, 
with pistols at his girdle He appears 
to bemffected by liquor^ hut to be by 
no means intoxicated 

Auch You scarce have been made 
known to one another, 

Although you sate ^ together at the 
board 

Son Philip, know and prize our cousin 
Giffoi d 

Phi {pasting the wine on the table) If 
you h^d piized him, sir, yoi^ had 
been loth 

To have welcome(i him in bastaid 
Alicant 

I’ll make amends, by pledging his 
good journey 

In glorious Burgundy The stirrup 
cup, ho ’ 

And bring m> cousin’s horses to the 
court 

Auch {drawing hi^ aside) The 
stirrup-cup ^ He doth not ride 
to night ’ 

Shame on such churlish conduct to 
a kinsman * 
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Pill {aside to Ins Jaiha \ I v e news 
of pressing impoit 

Send the fool off Sta>, I will stait 
him for you 

{Lo Gif ) Y#s, m\ kind cousin, Bur- 
gundy IS better. 

On a night ride, to those who thread 
our^moors, 

And we^ay deal it fieeh to our 
friends, 

Foi we came fieeA> by it Yonder 
ocean 

Rolls many a purple cask upon our 
shore, 

Rough with embossed shells and 
shagged sea weed 

When the good skipper and his care 
ful ciew 

Have had their latest eaithly draught 
of brine, 

And gone to quench, or to endure 
their thirst, 

Where nectar ’s plenty, «r even 
water *s scarce, 

And filter’d to the parched crew by 
drops 

Auch Thou Yt mad, son Philip • — 
Gifford ’s n© intruder, 

That we should nd him hence by 
such wild rants 

Mv kinsman hither lode at his own 
danger, 

I o ^11 us that Dunbar is hasting to us, 

With a strong force and with the 
King’s comfnission, 

To enforce against our house a hate- 
ful charge, 

With every measure of extremity ' 
Phi And is this all that our good 
cousin tells us ? 

I can say more, thanks to the 
ragged regiment, 

Wiul whose gpood company you ha\e 
upbraided me , 

On whose authority , I tell thee, cousin, 

Dunbar is here alread} 

Gif Already ^ 


Phi Yes, gentle coz And \ou 
my sire, be hasty 
In what you think to do ^ 

Auch I think thou daiest net ]est 
on such a subject 

Where hadst thou these fell tidings 
Phi Where >ou, too, might ha\e 
heard them, noble father, 

Save that your ears, nail’d to oui 
kinsman s lips, 

Would list no eftarser accents O, 
my soldiers, 

My mei 1 y crew of \ agabonds, for ei er ' 
Scum of the Netherlands anif %vash d 
ashore 

Vpon this coast like unregarded sea 
weed, 

They Itad rot been two hours on 
Scottish land. 

When, lo 1 they met a militarj friend 
An ancient founei, known to them of 

oy, 

Who, warm’d by ceitam stoups of 
searching wine, 

Inform’d his old companions that 
Dunbar 

Left Glasgow yesterday, comes here 
to-morrow , f 

Himself, he said, was sent a spy before 
lo view what prepaiations we weic 
making 

Auch {to Gif) If this be sooth, 
good kinsman, thou must claim 
1 o take apart with us for life and death, 
Oi speed fiom hence, and leave us to 
our fortune 
Gif In such dilemma, 

Believe me, fiiend, I’d choose upon 
the instant , 

But I lack harness, and a steed to 
charge on. 

For mine is overtired, and, save m\ 
page, 

There ’s not a man to back me But 
I ’ll hie 

To Kyle, and raise m^^ vassals to v^our 
aid 
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Phi Twill be when the rats, 

That on these tidings fl^- this house of 
ours, 

Conve back to pay their rents {Apart ) 
Auch Courage, cousin * 

Thou goest not hence ill mounted for 
thy need 

Full forty coursers feed m my wide 
stalls, 

The best of them is jours to speed 
youi journey'* 

Phi Stand not on ceiemony, good 
our cousin, 

When* safety signs, to shorten 
courtesy 

Gif Auch') Farewell thj^n, 
cousin, for my tarrying here 
Were ruin to myself, sma^ aid to 
you. 

Yet loving well your name and family, 

I d fain 

Phi Be gone ^ that is oi^r object, 
too , 

Kinsman adieu 

[Exit Gifford Philip calls after 
him 

You yeoman of the stable. 
Give Master Gifiord there my fleetest 
steed, 

T on cut tail’d roan that trembles at 
a spear 

[Trampling of the horse heaid 
going off 

Plarki he departs How swift the 
dastard iides, 

lo shun the neighbourhood of 
jeopardy • 

[He lays aside the appearance of 
levity which he has hitherto worn^ 
and 5(Vv5 very senonsly. 

And now, my father » 
Auch And now, my son > thou ’st 
ta’en a perilous game 
Into thine hands, rejecting elder 
counsel , 

How dost thou mean to play it ^ 


Phi Sir, good gamesters play not 

Till they review the cards which fate 
has dealt them. 

Computing thus the chances of the 
game, 

And w>'ofully thej seem to weigh 
against us 

Auch Exile’s a passing ill, and 
may be borne , 

And when Dunbar and all his 
mjrmidons ^ 

Are eastward turn’d, we ’ll seize our 
own again 

Phi Would that were all the risk 
we had to stand to ' 

But more and worse A doom of 
treason, forfeiture, 

Death to ourselves, dishonour to our 
house, 

Is what the stern Justiciary menaces , 

And, fatally for us, he hath the means 

To make his threatenings good 
Auch It cannot be I tell thee, 
there ’s no force 

In Scottish law to raze a house like 
mine. 

Coeval with the time the Lords of 
Galloway , 

Submitted them unto the Scottish 
sceptre, 

Ren©uncmg rights of Tamstry and 
Breh^n 

Some dreams they have of evK^ence, 
some suspicion 

But old Montgomery knows my pur- 
pose well, 

And long before their mandate reach 

** the camp 

To crave the presence of this raightv’' 
witness. 

He will be fitted with an answer to it 
Phi Father, what we call great, is 
often ruin’d 

By means so ludicrously dispro- 
portion’d, 

They make me think upon the gunner’s 
linstock, 
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Winch, yielding forth a light about 
the sue 

And semblance of the glowworm, yet 
applied 

1 o powder, bl^w a palace into atoms, 

Sent a young King — a young Queen’s 
•mate at least — 

into the^air, as high as e’er flew 
night^awk, 

And made such wild work in the 
“realm of ScotlaKd, 

As they can tell who heard - and you 
were one 

Who saw, perhaps, the night-flight 
which began it 

Auch If thou hast nought to speak 
but drunken folly, 

1 cannot listen longer 

Phi I will speak brief and sudden 
There is one 

Whose tongue to us has the same 
perilous force 

Which Bothwell’s powder had to 
Kirk of Field , 

One whose least tones, and those but 
peasant accents, 

Could rend the roof from off our 
fathers’ castle, 

Level its tallest turret with its base , 

And he that doth possess this won- 
drous power 

Sleeps this same night not^ five miles 
(jUstant from us 

Auch {wMo had looked oh Philip 
With much appearance of astontsh- 
ment and douht^ exclaims) Then 
thou art mad indeed i Ha ’ ha ’ 
I ’m glad on ’t 

I’d purchase an escape from what 
I dread. 

Even by the frenzy of my only son » 
Phi I thank you, but agree not to 
tiTe bargainr 

You rest on what yon civet cat has 
said 

Yon silken doublet, stuff’d with rotten 
Straw, 


lold you but half the truth, and knew 
no more 

But my good vagrants ha(l a perfect 
tale 

They told me, little judging the ira- 
poitance, 

That Quentin Blane had been dis- 
charged with them 

They told me, that a quarrel happ d 
at landing. 

And that the youngStei and an ancient 
sergeant 

Had left their company, and taken 
refuge 

In Chapeldonan, where o^r ranger 
- dwells , 

They saw him scale the cliff on which 
it stends. 

Ere they were out of sight , the old 
man with him 

And therefore laugh no more at me 
as ijjnad , 

But laugh, if thou hast list foi merri- 
ment, 

To think he stands on the same land 
with us. 

Whose absence thou wouldst deem 
were cheaply purchased 

With thy soul’s ransom and thy body s 
danger 

Auch ’Tis then a fatal truth ♦ Thou 
art no yelper 

To open rashly on so wild a scent , 

1 hou ’rt the young bloodhound, which 
careers and springs, 

Frolics and fawns, as if the friend of 
man, 

But seizes on his victim like a tiger 
Phi No matter what I am — I’m as 
you bred me , ^ 

So let that pass till there be time to 
mend me. 

And let us speak like men, and to the 
purpose 

This object of our fearand of our dread. 

Since such our pnde must owm him, 
sleeps to-night 
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"Within our power > — to-morrow in 
DuiiW’s, 

And we are then his victims 
A<jch He IS in ours to-mght 
Phi He is I ’ll answer that Mac- 
Lellan ’s trusty 

Auch Yet he replied to y ou to-day 
full rudely 

Phi Yes’ The poor knave has 
got a handsome wife. 

And IS gone mad With jealousy 
Auch Fool! When we need the 
utmost faith, allegiance, 

Obedience, and attachment in our 
vassajs, 

Thj wild intrigues poui gall into thieir 
hearts, 

And turn their love to hatred ’ 

Phi Most reverend sire, you talk 
of ancient morals, 

Preach’d on by Knox and practised 
by Glencairn 

Respectable, indeed, but somewhat 
mustj- 

In these our modern nostrils In our 
days, 

If a young baron chance to leave his 
vassal 

1 he sole possessor ofa handsome wife, 

’fis sign he loves his follower, and, 
if not, 

He loves his followers wife, which 
“•often proves 

Ihe surer bond of patronage Take 
either case 


1 Alcxinder, fifth Earl of Glencairn for distinction 
called The Good Earl was among the first of the 
peers of Scotland who concurred 111 the Reformation, 
in aid of which he acted a conspicuous part, in the 
employment both of lus sword and pen In a remon 
strance with the Queen Regent he told her that if 
she violated the ^gagements which she had come 
under to her subjects they would consider themselves 
as absolved from their alle:piance to her He was 
author ofa satirical poem against the Roman Catholics 
entitled ‘The Hermit of Allareit (Loretto) — See 
SiBBALD S Chronicle 0/ Scottish Poetry ~ He assisted 
the Reformers with his sword when they took arms 
at Perth m 1559 had a pnncipal command m the 
army embodied against Queen Mary m June 1567 
and demolished the altar broke the images tore down 
the pictures &c m the Chapel royal of Holyrood 
house after the Queen was conducted to Lochleven 
He died in 1574 


Favour flows in of course, and vassals 
rise 

Auch Philip, this is infamous, 

And, what is woise, impolitic Take 
example ^ 

Break not God’s laws or man’s for 
each temptation 

That youth and blood suggf^t I am 
a man — 

A weak and erring man , full well 
thou know Si 

That 1 Hiay hardly term myself a 
pattern 

Even to my son , yet thus far will I 
say, 

I never swerved from mv integrity, 

Save at the voice of strong necessity. 

Or such o’erpowenng view of high 
advantage 

As wise men liken to necessity. 

In strength and force compulsive 
No one saw me 

Exchailge my reputation for niy 
pleasure. 

Or do the Devil’s work without his 
wages 

I practised prudence, and paid tax to 
virtue, 

By following her behests, save whei e 
strong reason 

Compell’d a deviation Then, if 
preachers 

At times look’d soui, or eldeis “Shook 
their heads, 

They could not teim my walk irre- 
gular, 

IJor I stood up still for the worthy 
cause, 

A pillar, though a flaw’d one, of the 
altar, 

Kept a strict walk, and led three 
hundred horse ^ 

Phi Ah, these thrdte hundred horse 
in such rough times 

Were better commendation to a 
party 

Than all your efforts at hypocrisy, 


946 


BetiayM so oft h} a\anLe and 
ambition, 

And draggd to open shame But, 
iighteous father, 

When sire aijd son unite in mutual 
Clime, 

AnS join then eftorts to the same 
enorjpity, 

It is no tifl*e to measuie other’s faults, 
Or h\ the amount of each Most 
"Snoral father, 

1 hmk if It be a moment no\^ to weigh 
The vices of the Heir of Auchindrane, 
Or take precaution that the ancient 
house 

Shall have another heir than the sly 
courtier 

That ’s gaping foi the forfeiture 
Auch We’ll disappoint him, 
Philip, — ^ 

We T1 disappoint him yet It is a folly, 
A wilful cheat, to cast our eyes behind. 
When time, and the fast « flitting 
opportunity , 

Call loudly, nay, compel us to look 
forward 

Why are we not already at Mac- 
Lei Ian’s, ^ 

Since there the \iLtim sleeps? 

Phi Nay, soft, I pi ay thee 

I had not made your piety my con 
fessoi , ^ 

Nor enter’d in debate on these sage 
councils, 

Which you ’re m8re like to give than 
I to profit by, 

Could I have used the time more 
usefully , 

But first an interval must pass between 
The fate of Quentin and the little 
artifice 

That shall detach him from his comrade, 
1 he ^Tout old soldier that I told you of 
Auch How work a point so 
difficult, pp dangerous ’ 

Phi ’Tis cared for Mark, my'^ 
father, the con\enience 


Arising from mean company My 
agents 

Are at my hand, like a good^vVorkman’s 
tools, 

And if I mean a mischief, ten to one 

That they anticipate the deed and 
guilt 

Well knowing this, when first the 
\agiants tattle 

Gave me the hint that Quentin was so 
near us, 

Instant I sent MacLellan, with sti ong 
chai ges 

To stop him for the night, anif bring 
me word, 

Like an accomplish’d spy, how all 
things stood, 

Lulling Iffie enemy into security 
Auch There was a prudent general* 
Phi MacLellan went and came 
within the hour 

The jeajous bee, which buzzes in his 
nightcap, 

Had humm’d to him this fellow , 
Quentin Blane, 

Had been in schoolboy’- day s an 
humble lover 

Of his own pretty wnfe — 

Auch Most fortunate ’ 

The knave will be more prompt to 
serv’e our purpose 
Phi No doubt on’t ’Mid the 
tidings he brought back 

Was one of some importance The 
old man 

Is flush of dollars , this I caused him 
tell 

Among his comrades, who became as 
eager 

To hav^e him in their company, as e’er 

They had been wild to part with him 
And in brief space, 

A letter’s framed by^ an old hand 
amongst them, 

Familiar with such feats It bore the 
name 

And character of old Montgomery, 
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Whom he might well suppose at no 
gre^t distance, 

Comman\ng his old Sergeant Hilde- 
, bland, 

B3 all the ties of late authority, 

Conjuring him by ancient soldiership, 

To hasten to his mansion instantly, 

On business of high import, with a 
charge 

To come alone 

Auch Well, Ite sets out, I doubt 
it not what follows ? 

Phi I am not curious into others* 
j^actices , 

So far I *m an economist m guilt, 

As jou my sire advise But on^he 
road 

To old Montgomery’s he meets his 
comrades, 

They nourish grudge against him and 
his dollars, 

And things mayhap, which^ counsel, 
learn ’d in law, 

Call robbery and murder Should 
he live, 

He has seen nought that we would 
hide from him 

Auch Who carries the forged 
letter to the veteran ^ 

Phi Why, Niel MacLellan, who 
return’d again 

To his own towel, as if to pass the 
• night there 

They pass’d on him, or tried to pass, 
a story. 

As if they wish’d the sergeant’s 

^ company, 

Without the young comptroller’s— 
that is Quentin s, 

And he became an agent of their 
plot, 

That he might better carry on our 
own 

Auch There ’s life in it , y es, there 
IS life in T 

And we will have a mounted party 
ready 


To scour the moors in quest of the 
banditti 

That kill’d the poor old man , thej 
shall die instantly 

Dunbar shall see us u%e sharp justice 
here. 

As well as he in Teviotdale ^You 
are sure 

You gave no hint nor imptifse to their 
purpose ? 

Phi It needed not The ^hole 
pack oped at once 

Upon the scent of dollars But time 
comes 

When I must seek the tower, and act 
with Niel 

What farther *s to be done 

Auch Alone with him thou goest 
not he bears grudge 

Thou art iriy only son, and on a 
night 

When such wild passions are so free 
abroad, 

When such wild deeds are doing, *tis 
but natural 

I guarantee thy safety I ’ll ride w ith 
thee 

Phi E’en as y^u will, my lord 
But, pardon me ^ 

If yon will come, let us not ha\e 
a W'ord 

Of conscijpnce, and of pity, and for 
given ess , « 

Fine words to-morrow, out of place 
to night ’ 

Take counsel then, leave all this work 
to me , 

t)all up jour household, make fit 
preparation. 

In love and peace, to welcome this 
Earl justiciar, 

As one that ’s free of guilt Go, deck 
the castle « 

As for an honour d guest Hallow the 
chapel ^ 

(If they have pow er to hallow it) with 
thy prayers 
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Let me iide lorth alone, and eie the 
sun 

Comes o tr the eastein hiU, thou 
shalt accost him — 

*• Now do thy wjorst, thou oft-retui ning 

spy, 

HcC s nought thou canst discover ' 

Axjch jyet goest thou not alone 
with tl at MacLellan < 

He deems thou bearcst will to injure 
mm, 

And seek’st occasion suiting to such 
will 

Philip, thou art irreverent, fieice, ill- 
nurtured, 

StainM with low vices, which disgust 
a father , 

Yet ridest thou not alone with yondei 
man 

Come weal come w^oe, rSyself will go 
with thee 

[Exit, and calls to hotse behind the 
scene 

Phil {alone) Now would I give 
my fleetest horse to know 

What sudden thought roused this 
paternal care, 

And it His on his own account 01 
mine 

Tis tuie, he hath the deepest share 
in all 

That’s likely now to hap^or which 
l^s happen'd 

Yet strong through Nature’s universal 
reign 

I he link which binds the parent to 
the ofispnng 

The she-wolf knows it, and the tigress 
owns it 

So that dark man, who, shunning 
what IS vicious, 

Ne'er turn'd aside from an atrocity, 

Hath'^till som^ care left for his 
hapless offspring 

Therefore His ^leet, though wayward, 
light, and stubborn, 

That I should do for him all that a son 


Can do for sue, and, his dark wisdom 
loin'd 

To influence my bold coufses, twill 
be hard 

To break our mutual purpose — Horses 
there < 


ACTalll 
SCENF I 

It ts moonlight Fhe scene ts the Beach 
beneath the Tozvei zahtch wc^ exhibited 
h, the first ^cene, but the Vessel tsgone 
from Jm anchoiage Auchindrane 
and PfiiLiP, as if dismounted font 
then hozses come foz coard cautiously 

Phi The nags are safely stow'd, 
the^" noise might scare him 

Let them be safe, and ready when 
we need them 

The business is but short We’ll call 
Mad ellan, 

To wake him, and m quiet bring him 
forth, 

If he be so disposed, for here are 
waters 

Enough to drown, and sand enough 
to cover him 

But if he hesitate, or fear to meekiis. 

By heaven I ’ll deal on him in Chapel- 
doiian 

With my own hand ^ 

Auch loo furious boj- * alarm 05 
noise undoes us , 

Oui practice must be silent as His 
sudden 

Bethink thee that conviction of this 
slaughtei 

Confirms the very worst of accusations 

Our foes can bring against us. Where- 
fore should we, 

Who by our birth and fortune mate 
with nobles, 
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x\nd are allied with them, take this 
lad’s life, 

His peas\it life, unless to quash his 
^ evidence, 

laking such pains to iid him trom the 
world, 

Who would, if spared, have fix’d 
a crime upon us ^ 

Phi Well, I do own me one of 
those wise folks, 

Who think that h hen a deed ot fate 
IS plann’d, 

Ihe execution cannot be too rapid 
But we still keep purpose? Is’t 
determined 

Pie sails* for Ireland, and without 
a wherry ? 

bait water is his passport , it not so ? 
VucH I would It could be othei- 
wise 

Might he not go there while m 
life and limb, 

And breathe his span out ii? another 
air ? 

M iny seek Ulster ne\ er to return , 
Wh> might this wi etched youth not 
hai hour there ? , 

Phi With all my heart It is small 
honoui to me 

1 o be the agent m a work like this 
Yet this poor caitift, having thrust 
himself 

Intp the secrets of a noble house 
And twnned himself so closely with 
our safety, 

That we must perish, or that he must 
die, 

*1 ’ll hesitate as little on the action, 

As I would do to slay the animal 
Whose flesh supplies my dinner 
'Tis as harmless, 

lhat deer or steer, as is this Quentin 
Blane, 

And not more necessary is its death 
To our accommodation , so we slay it 
Without a moment’s pause or hesita- 
tion 


Auch ’Tis not, my son, the feeling 
call’d remorse. 

That now lies tugging at this heai t of 
mine, 

Engendering thoughts that stop the 
lifted hand 

Have I not heard John Knox<j?our« 
forth his thunders 

Against the oppressor an^ftie man of 
blood, 

In accents of a njiriister of vengeance ? 
Were not his fiery eyeballs turn’d on 
me,* 

As if he said expressly ‘ Thou ’rt the 
man ’ ? 

Yet did my solid purpose, as I listen’d, 
Remain unshaken as that massive rock 
Phi Well, then, I’ll understand 
’tis not remorse, 

As ’tis a foihle little known to thee, 
That interrupts thy purpose What, 
then, IS it ? 

Is ’t s^orn, or is ’t compassion ? One 
thing ’s certain — 

Either the feeling must have free in- 
dulgence, 

Or fully be subjected to your reason 
There is no room for these same 
treacherous co^urses 
Which men call moderate measures 
We must confide m Quentin, or must 
slay him 

Auch ''In Ireland he might live 
afar from us 

Phi Among Queen Mary’s faithful 
partisans, 

Youi ancient enemies, the haughty 
i» Hamiltons, 

The stern MacDonnells, the resentful 
Graemes ? 

With these around him, and with 
Cassilis’ death 

Exasperating them against > oli^hink, 
my father, 

What chance of Quentin's silence 
Auch Too true, tBo true He is 
a silly j outh, too, 
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Who had not wit to shift lor his own 
living, 

\ bashful lover, whom his iivals 
laugh’d at , 

Of pliant temper, which companions 
play’d on , 

n-jApnlight waker, and a noontide 
dreamer , 

A torturer phrases into sonnets, 

Whom all might lead that chose to 
puftise his rhymes 

Phi I marvel that your memory 
has room 

To hold so much on such a worthless 
subject 

Auch Base in himself, and yet so 
strangely link d 

With me and with my fortunes, that 
I ’ve studied 

To read him through andrthrough, as 
I would read 

Some paltry rh> me ofvulgar prophecy, 

Said to contain the fortunes (jf my 
house , 

\nd, let me speak him truly, he is 
grateful, 

Kind, tractable, obedient , a child 

Might lead him by a thread He shall 
not die • 

Phi Indeed ♦ Then ha\e we had 
our midnight iidc 

lo wondrous little puipose 

Auch By the blu§ heaven, 

Thou sSalt not murder him, cold selfish 
sensualist • c 

Yon pure vault speaks it* yonder 
summer moon, 

With its ten million sparklers, cries* 
Forbear * 

The deep earth sighs it forth — Thou 
shalt not murdei * 

Thou shalt not mar the image of thy 
Ma^^er * 

Thou shalt not from thy brother lake 
the life, 

The precious g^Tt which God alone 
can give * 


Phi Here is a worthy guerdon 
now for stuffing 

His memoiy with old saws^nd holy- 
sayings * 

They come upon him m the \ery 
crisis. 

And when his resolution should be 
firmest, 

They shake it like a palsj- Let it be, 

He ’ll end at last by yielding to tempta- 
tion, 

Consenting to the thing which must 
be done, 

With more remorse the moitj he 
hesitates 

[7b /ns Fai/ief, who has stood 
fixed aficf his last speech 

Well, sii , ’tis fitting you resolve at last, 

How the young clerk shall be disposed 
upon , 

Unless you would nde home to 
Auclfindrane, 

And bid them rear the Maiden m the 
court yard, 

That when Dunbar comes, he have 
nought to do 

But bid us kiss the cushion and the 
headsman 

Auch It is too true , there is no 
safety for us, 

Consistent with the unhappy wretch s 
life * ^ 

In Ireland he is sure to find my 
enemies 

Arran I ’vc proved, the Netherlands 
I’ve tiled, 

But wilds and wars return him on my 
hands 

Phi Yet tear not, fathei, we 11 
make surei work , 

The land has caves, the sea has whnl- 
pools, 

Where that which they suck in returns 
no more 

Auch I will know nought ot it, 
hard hearted boy * 
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Phi Hard hearted • Why, my 
heart is soit as yours , 

But then ^Jiey must not feel remorse 
^at once, 

We can’t alfoid such wasteful tendei- 
ncss 

I can mouth forth remorse as well as 
you 

Be executionei, and I’ll be chaplain, 

And say as mild and moving things 
as you can , 

But one of us must keep his steely 
temper 

•\uq^ Do thou the deed — I cannot 
look on It 

Phi Sb be it’ walk with me 
MacLellan brings him * 

The boat lies moor’d within t^iat reach 
of rock, 

\ id Twill require our greatest 
strength combined 

To launch it from the beach Mean- 
time, MacLellan 

Brings our man hithei See the 
twinkling light 

That glances in the tower 

Alcii Let us withdraw , ior^should 
he spy us suddenly, 

He may suspect us, and alarm the 
lamily 

Phi Fear not, MacLellan has his 
trust and confidence. 

Bought with a lew sweet words and 
welcomes home 

Aucii But think you that the 
Ranger may be trusted ? 

Phi I’ll answei lor him Let’s 
go fioat the shallop 

[77/0’ ^ the 

MacLellan /s seen de- 
scending fioni the Toeeer with 
Quentin The former bears a 
dark lantern They come upon 
the Stage 

!M\c lyshowing the light) So — bra\ely 
done’ That’s the lastledge of rocks, 


And we are on the sands I have 
broke your slumbers 
Somewhat untimely 
Que Do not think so, friend 

These siv years past I have been used 
to stir 

When the reveille rung, and y^at, 
believe me, 

Chooses the hours for rou^ftig me at 
random. 

And, having give^ its summons, yields 
no license 

To indul^ a second slumber Nay, 
more, I T1 tell thee. 

That, like a pleased child, I was e en 
too happy 
For sound repose 

Mac The gi eater fool were you 

Men should enjoy the moments given 
to slumbi^i , 

For who can tell how soon may be the 
waking, 

Or wfi^ere we shall have leave to 
sleep again? 

Que The God of Slumber comes 
not at command 

Last night the blood danced merry 
through my veins 

Instead of finding this our land of 
Carrick 

The dreaiy waste my feais had appre- 
hended 

I saw thy'^wife, MacLellan, and thy 
daughter, 

And had a brother^ welcome ,— saw 
thee, too. 

Renew’d my early friendship with you 
i» both. 

And felt once moi e that I had friends 
and country 

So keen the joy that tingled through 
my system, 

Join’d with the searching povesass of 
yonder wine. 

That I am glad to leave myfevensh lair, 
Although my hostess^smooth’d myr 
I couch herself, 
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lu tool m\ brow upon' this moonlight I 
beach, 

Gaze on the moonlight dancing on the 
waves 

Such scenes are wont to soothe me 
into melancholy , 

►But^iieh the hurry of my spirits now, 

lhat eveiy thing I look on makes me 
lauglf ^ 

Mac I Ve seen but few so game 
SiOme, Master Quentin, 

Being roused from sleep so suddenly 
as you were 

Que Why, there’s the jest on’t 
Your old castle s haunted 

In vain the host, in vain the lovely 
hostess, 

In kind addition to all means of rest, 

Add their best wishes lor our sound 
repose, 

When some hobgoblin brings a press 
ing message , 

Montgomery presently must s^e his 
sergeant, 

And up gets Hildebrand, and off he 
ti udges 

I can t but laugh to think upon the 
gun 

With which he doll’d the kerchief he 
had twisted 

\i ound hib brows, and put his morion 
on 

Ha ’ ha » ha » ha ’ 

Mac I’m glad to sec you merry, 
Quentin r 

Que Why, faith, my spirits ai e but 
transitoi y , 

And you may live with me a month o^ 
more, 

And never see me smile Ihen some 
such trifle 

As 'vonder little maid ol yours would 
l93?gh at, 

Will serve me ^or a theme ol merri- 
ment 

Even now, I^ccarce van keep my 
gravity , 


We were so snugly settled in our 
quarters, 

With full intent to let the be high 

Ere we should leave our beds , and 
first the one 

And then the othei ’s summon’d briefly 
forth, 

To the old tune, ‘ Black Bandsmen, 
up and march » ’ 

Mac Well ’ you shall sleep anon, 
rely upon it, 

And make up time misspent Mean- 
time, methmks, 

You are so merry on your ksroken 
slumbers, 

You ask’d not why I call’d J^ou 
^UE I can guess, 

You lack^iy aid to search the weir for 
seals, 

You lack my company to stalk a deer 

Think you I have forgot your silvan 
tasks, 

Which you have permitted me to 
share, 

Till days that we were nvals ? 

Mac You have memory 

Of that„too ^ 

Quf Like the memor^^ of a dream, 

Delusion far too evquisite to last 
Mac You guess not then for what 
I call you foi th ? 

It was to meet a friend 
Que What fiiend? Thyself, ex- 
cepted, 

Ihe good old man who s gone to see 
Montgomery, 

And one to whom I once gave dealer 
title, 

I know not in wide Scotland man or 
woman 

Whom I could name a frfend 

Mac Thou ai t mistaken, 

There is a Baron, and a powerful 
one 

Qut There flies my fit of mirth You 
have a grave 

I And alter’d man before you 
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Mac Compose yourselt, there is no 
caus^for fear 

He will a™ must speak with you 

QjjE Spare me the meeting, Niel, 

I cannot see him 

Say I ’m just landed on my native 
earth , 

Say that I will not cumber it a day , 

Say that my wretched thread of poor 
existence 

Shall be drawn ^t in solitude and 
exile, 

Where nevei memory of so mean a 
tiling 

\gain shajl cross his path , but do not 
ask me 

To see or speak again with that dark 
man • 

M \c Your fears are now as loolish 
as your mirth 

What should the powerful Knight of 
Auchmdrane 

In common have with such a man as 
thou ? 

Qle No matter what , enough, I 
wull not see him 

M\c He IS thy master, and he 
claims obedience 

Que My master ^ Ay, my task- 
master < Ever since 

I could write man, his hand hath been 
upon me , 

No step I Ve made but cumber’d with 
his chain, | 

And I am weary on’t I will not see 
him 

Mac You must and shall , theie is 
no lemedy 

Que Take heed that you compel 
me not find one 

I’ve seen the wars since we had strife 
together , 

To put my late experience to the test 

Were something dangerous — Ha, I 
am betray’d > 

[While the latter part of this dialogue 
IS passing^ Auchindrane and 


Philip enter on the Stage from 
behind^ and suddenly present them* 
selves 

Auch What says the runagate 2 

Que {laying aside aU appearance of 
resistance) Nothing, you are mv 
fate , 

And in a shape more fearfully jjesistless, 
My evil angel could not sfand before 
me 

Auch And scf you scruple, slave, 
at ray command, 

To meet me when I deign to ask thy 
presence * 

Que No, sir, I had forgot I am 
your bond-slave , 

But sure a passing thought of in- 
dependence. 

For which I’ve seen whole nations 
doing baftle, 

Was not, in one who has so long 
enjoy’d it, 

A crim^ beyond forgiveness 

Auch We shall see 

Thou wert my vassal, born upon my 
land, 

Bied by my bounty , it concern’d me 
highly, 

Thou know’st it did , and yet against 
my charge 

Again I find thy worthlessness m 
Scotland 

Que Alas’ the wealthy an(5 the 
powerful know not 
How veiy dear to those who have 
least share in ’t, 

that sweet word of country ’ The 
poor exile 

Feels, in each action of the varied day, 
His doom of banishment The very air 
Cools not his brow as in his native land , 
The scene is strange, the f<^ is 
loathly to him , 

The language, nay, the music jars his 
ear 

I Why should I, guiltless of the slightest 
1 crime, 
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Sufierapunishmentwhichjspaiinglife, 
Deprncs that life of all which men 
hold dear’ 

ArcH Hear ye the serf I bred, 
begin to ietkon 

Upon his rights and pleasure » Who 
am I ? 

Thou abject, who am I, whose will 
thou thwartest “2 

Phi Well spoke, my pious sire ’ 
^ here goes remorse * 

I et once thy precious prid^ take fire, 
and then, 

MacLellan, you and I maj^ have small 
trouble 

Que Youi words are deadly, and 
your power resistless 
I m in ;^our hands , but surely, less 
than life 

May give you the secujflty you seek, 
Without commission ol a mortal enme 

Auch Who is’t would deign to 
think upon thy life 2 
I but require ofthee to speed to Ireland, 
Where thou mayst sojourn for some 
little space. 

Having due means of living dealt to 
thee, 

And, when it suits the changes of the 
times, 

Permission to return 

Que Nol^e my lord, 

I anvtoo weak to combat with your 
pleasure , 

Yet O, for merc^ s sake, and for the 
bake 

01 that dear land which is oui common 
mother, 

Let me not part in darkness from my 
country ' 

Pass but an hour or two, and every cape, 
Headland, and bay, shall gleam with 
"^w-boin kght, 

And I ’ll take boat as gailj^ as the bird 
That soars to^eet the morning 
Grant me but this, to show no darker 
thoughts 


Are on your heart than those jour 
speech expresses ’ 

Phi a modest favourf inend, is 
this you ask ’ 

Are we to pace the beach like water- 
men, 

Waiting your worship’s pleasure to 
take boat 2 

No, by my faith ^ you go upon the 
instant 

The boat lies reSdj, and the ship 
receives you 

Near to the point of Turnberry 
Come, we wait you , 

Bestir you ’ 

Que I obey Then farew^’cll, Scot- 
land 

And Htaven forgive my sms and 
grant that mercy, 

Which mortal man deserv es not ' 
Auch (speaking aside io hts Son) 
What signal 

Shall let me know ’tis done? 

Phi When the light is quench’d, 

Your fears for Quentin Blane are at 
an end 

{To Que ) Come, comrade, come, we 
must begin our voyage 
Que But when, O when to end it f 
\Hegoes off leluctantly with Philip 
and MacLfllan Auchin- 
DRANE stands looking afiet 0 em 
The Moon becomes overclouded, 
and the Stage daik Auchin- 
drane, who has gazed fixedly 
and eageyly after those who have 
lift the Stage, becomes ammateU, 
and speaks 

Auch It is no fallacy » The night 
is dark, 

The moon has sunk before the 
deepening clouds , 

I cannot on the muiky beach dis- 
tinguish 

The shallop from the rocks which lie 
beside it , 
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I cannotsee tall Philip’s floating plume, 
Nor tra^ the sullen brow of Niel 
Macallan , 

Y et;^till that caitiffs visage isbeforeme , 
With chattering teeth, mazed look, 
and bristling hair, 

As he stood here this moment ’ Have 
I changed 

Mj human eyes for those of some 
night prowler, 

The wolfs, the •tiger-cat’s, or the 
hoarse bird’s 

That spies its prey at midnight ^ 
Iican see him — 

Y es I can see him , seeingno one else, — 
And well it is I do so In his absence, 
Strange thoughts of pity mingled with 
my purpose, n 

And moved remorse within me But 
they vanish’d 

Whene’er he stood a living man before 
me, ^ 

Then my antipathy awaked within me, 
Seeing its object close within my 
reach, 

Till I could scarce forbear him How 
they linger » ^ 

The boat ’s not yet to sea ’ I ask myself. 
What has the poor wretch done to 
wake my hatred — 

Docile, obedient, and in sufferance 
patient ? 

As lyell demand what evil has the hare 
Done to the hound that courses her 
in sport 

Instinct infallible supplies the leason , 
And that must plead ray cause The 
vision’s gone f 

Their boat now walks the waves, 
a single gleam, 

Now seen, nSw lost, is all that marks 
her course , 

That soon shall vanish too — then all 
IS ov er f 

Would it were o’er, for in this 
moment lies 

The agony of ages ' Now, ’tis gone — 


And all is acted ’ No I she breasts 
again 

The opposing wave, and bears the 
tiny sparkle 

Upon her crest — cry hmrdas 
from seazvaf d ) 

Ah » there was fatal e\ idSflce/ 

All’s over now, indeed > J'he light 
IS quench’d, 

And Quentin, source of all my fear, 
exists not 

The morning tide shall sweep his 
corpse to sea, 

And hide all memory of this stern 
night’s work 

[He walks m a slow and deeply 
meditahve manner towards the 
Side of the StagCy and suddenly 
meets Marion, the wife q/“MAC- 
Lellan, who has descended from 
the Castle 

Now, ^ow to meet Dunbar — Heaven 
guard my senses * 

Stand ^ who goes there ? Do spirits 
walk the earth 

Ere yet they ’ve left the body ^ 

Mar , Is It you. 

My lord, on this wild beach at such 
an hour * 

Auch It is MacLellan’s wife, m 
search of him 

Or of hei fover, of the murderej?^ 

Or of the murder d man Go to. 
Dame Marion,' 

Men have their hunting gear to give 
an eye to, 

Their snares and trackings for their 
game But women 

Should shun the night air A j oung 
wife also. 

Still more a handsome one, should 
keep her pillow 

Till the sun gives example for her 
wakening 

Come, dame, go back back to your 
bed again 
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Mar Hear me, my lord ’ there 
have been sights and sounds 
That teriified my child and me 
Groans, sci earns, 

A.s if of dyii>g seamen, came from 
ocean , 

\ (fSt'pse-light danced upon the crested 
wav^s 

For severai) minutes’ spsce, then sunk 
at once 

Wh^ we retned to»rest we had two 
guests, 

Besides my husband Niel,"" I’ll tell 
youi lordship 

Who the men were 

Auch Pshaw, woman, can you think 
That I have any intei est m your gossips’ 
Please your own husband , and that 
you may please him, 

Get thee to bed, and sfiut up doors, 
good dame 

Were I MacLellan, I should scarce 
be satisfied 

lo find thee wandering here in mist 
and moonlight, 

When silence should be in thy habi- 
tation, 

\nd sleep upon thy pillow 
Mar Good, my lord, 

This IS a holiday By an ancient 
custom 

Our children seek the shojre at break 
of day, 

\nd gather shells, and dance, and 
play, and spol t them 
In honoui of the Ocean Old men say 

The custom is derived from heathen 
times Our Isabel ^ 

Is mistress of the least, and you may 
think 

She is awake already, and impatient 
To be the first shall stand upon the 
'^ach. 

And bid the sun good morrow 

Auch Ay, indeed ? 

Linger such diegs of heathendom 
amfong you? 


And hath Knox preach’d, and Wishart 
died, in vain ? 

Take notice, I lorbid thfese sinful 
practices, 

And will not have my followers 
mingle m them 

Mar Ifsuchyourhonour’s pleasure, 
I must go 

And lock the door on Isabel , she is 
wilful, 

And voice of min€ will ha\e small 
force to keep her 

From the amusement she so loner has 
dream’d of 

But I must tell your honour, the old 
people, 

That were survivors of the former 
race# 

Prophesied evil if this day should 
pass 

Without due homage to the mighty 
Oc^n 

Alch Folly and Papistry f Perhaps 
the ocean 

Hath had his morning sacrifice al- 
ready , 

Or can^^u think the dreadful element, 

Whose trown is death, whose roai the 
dirge of navies, 

Will miss the idle pageant you prepare 
for ? 

I ’vc business for you, too , The dawn 
advances — 

I ’d have thee lock thy little child in 
safety. 

And get to Auchindrane before the 
sun rise , 

Tell them to get a royal banquet 
ready. 

As if a king weie coming there to 
feast him 

Mar I will obey your pleasure 
But my husband 

Auch I wait him on the beach, and 
bring him in 

To share the banquet 

Mar But he has a friend, 
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Whom it would ill become him to intrude 
Upon yc^ hospitality 
Auch ^ear not , his friend shall be 
^ made welcome too, 

Should he leturn with Niel 
Mar He must, he will return, he 
has no option 

Auch (apart) Thus rashly do w^e 
deem of others’ destiny » 

He has indeed no option — but he 
comes not 

Begone on thy commission ’ I go this 
way 

1 o maet thy husband 

[MA]gLiON goes to Im Towet, and 
after entering it^ is seen to ce^ne 
out, lock the dooi , and leave the 
Stage, as if to executes Auchin- 
brane’s commission He ap 
parently going off m a different 
direction, has matched her font 
the side of the Stage, ajt^d on her 
departuie speaks 

Auch Fare thee well, fond woman, 
Most dangerous of spies, thou pry^- 
ing, prating, 

Spy ing, and telling w oman 1 \ e cut 
short 

Thy dangei ous testimony^ — hated 
word * 

What other evidence have we cut short, 
And by what fated means, this dreary^ 
** morning f 

Bright lances here and helmets ^ I 
must shift 

To join the others [Exit 

'*Entei fiomtheothei ///<? Serge A^T, 

accompanied iviih an officer and 
two Ptkemen 

Ser ’1 v^s in good time y^ou came , 
a minute later 

The knaves had ta’en my^ dollars and 
my life 

Off You fought most stoutly 
Two of them w^ere dow n, 

Ere we came to y our aid 


Ser Gramercy, halberd”* 

And well it happens, since y^our leader 
seeks 

This Quentin Blane, that you have 
fall n on me , 

None else can surely fell you where 
he hides. 

Being in some fear, and bent to quit 
this pro\ince 

Off ’Twifl do our Earl good service 
He has sen^ 

Despatches into Holland for this 
Que'htin 

Ser I left him two hours since 
m yonder tower, 

Under the guard of one who smoothly 
spoke. 

Although he look’d but roughly, I 
will chide him 

For bidding ^e go foith with yonder 
traitor 

Off Assure yourself ’twas a con 
cqrted stratagem 

Montgomery ’s been at Holyrood for 
months, 

And can have sent no letter , ’twas 
a plan 

On you and on ;^our dollais, and 
a base one 

To which this Ranger was most likely- 

pmy. 

Such men as he hang on our fiercer 
baroils. 

The ready agents of their lawless 

will , -5 

Boys of the belt, who aid their master s 
pleasures, 

'And in his moods ne’er scruple his 
injunctions 

But haste, for now we must unkennel 
Quentin , 

I’ve strictest charge concerning him 
Ser Go up, then, to the t»s^r ,• 

You’ve younger limbs than mine 
There shall you find him 

Lounging and snoring, like a lazy cur 

Before a stable door , it is his practice 
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r jThi Officer goes up io the Tower, 
and after knocking mthout re- 
ceiving an answer ^ tUfns the key 
which Marion had left m the 
lock and^enierSj Isabel, <J?ms£r<a? 
as if for her dance, runs out 
and descends to the Stage , the 

Officer follows 

r 

Ol'i' Thete 's no one In the house, 
Jjhis little maid 
Excepted 

Isa AndformCjI’m there iFD longer, 
And will not be again for three hours 
good 

I m gone to join my playmates on 
the sands 

Off {detaining hir) You shall, 
when you have told to me distinctly 
Where aie the guests \5fho slept up 
there last night 

Isa Why, there is the old man, he 
stands beside you, 

The merry old man, with the glistening 
hair , 

He lelt the tower at midnight, for my 
lather 

Brought him a letter 

Ser In ill hour I left you, 

I wish to Heaven that I had stay'd 
with you , 

1 here is a nameless horror that comes 
o’er me 

Speakf pretty maiden, tell us what 
chanced next, r 

And thou shalt have thy freedom 

Isa After you went last night, m3, 
father ' 

Grew moody, and refused to doff his 
clothes, 

Or go to bed, as sometimes he will do 
When there is aught to chafe him 

^ Iii^l past midnight, 

He wander d to and fro, then call’d 
the stranger, 

The gay youn^man, that sung such 
merry songs, 


Yet ever look’d most sadly whilst he 
sung them, ^ 

And forth they went togetb^i 

Off And you ’ve i^en 

Or heard nought of them since ? 

IsA Seen surely nothing, and 1 
cannot think 

That they have lot or share in what 
I heard 

I heard my mother praying, for the 
corpse lights 

Were dancing on the waves, and at 
one o’clock, 

Just as the Abbey steeple tolled the 
knell, 

Th^re was a heavy plunge upon the 
waters. 

And somt one cried aloud for merc^ > 
— mercy ' 

It was the water spirit, suie, which 
promised 

Mercy towboat and fisherman, if we 

Perform’d to day s rites duly Let 
me go, 

I am to lead the ring 

Off {to Ser ) Detain her not She 
cannot tell us more , 

To give her liberty is the sure wa^ 

To lure her parents homeward 
Strahan take two men, 

And should the father or the mother 
come, 

Arrest them both, or either Auchjn- 
drane 

May come upon the beach , arrest 
him also, 

But do not state a cause I ’ll back ^ 
again 

And take directions from my Lord 
Dunbar 

Keep you upon the beacti, and have 
an eye 

To all that passes there 

\E\eHnt separately 
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Scene II 

Scene cha^^es io a remote and rocay 
p^t of the Seaheach 
Enter Auchindrane meeting Philip 
Auch The devil’s brought his 
legions to this beach, 

That wont to be so lonely , morions, 
lances, 

Show in the morning beam as thick 
as glowwornm 
At summer midnight 

Phi I ’m right glad to see them, 
Be th<^ whoe ’tr they may, so they 
are mortal , 

For I ve contended with a lifeless foe, 
And I have lost the battle I would 
give ^ 

A thousand crowns to hear a mortal 
steel 

Ring on a mortal harness 
Auch How now? Art mad, or 
hast thou done the turn — 

Ihe turn we came for, and must live 
or die by ? 

Phi Tis done, if man can do it , 
but I doubt 

, II this unhappy wretch have Heaven’s 
permission 

1 o die by mortal hands 
Auch Where is he ? where ’s 
MacLellan ? 

Phi In the deep — 

Both in the deep, and what’s im- 
mortal of them 

Gone to the judgment seat, where we 
^ must meet them 
Auch MacLellan dead, and Quentin 
too ? So be it 

To all that menace ill to Auchindrane, 
Or have th^ power to injure him » 
Thy words 

Are full of comfort, but thine eye and 
look 

Have in this pallid gloom a ghastliness, 
Which contradicts the tidings of th;> 
tongue 


Phi Hear me, old man t I here ts 
a heaven above us. 

As you have heard old Knox and 
Wishart preach, 

Though little to you|- boot The 
dreaded witness 

Is slam, and silent. But his misftEed 
body 

Comes right ^shore, as if«to cry for 
vengeance , 

It rides the water;? like a living tSIng, 
Erect, as if he trode the waves which 
bear iiim 

Auch Thou speakest frenzy, when 
sense is most required 
Phi Hear me yet moref I say 
I did the deed 

With all the coolness of a practised 
hunter 

When dealing with a stag I struck 
him ovei board. 

And with MacLellan’s aid I held his 
head 

Under the waters, while the Ranger 
tied 

The weights we had provided to his 
feet 

We cast him loose \Y,hen life and body 
parted, 

And bid him speed for Ireland But 
even then. 

As in defiance of the words we spoke, 
Ihe body rose upright behind our 
stern, 

One half in ocean, mid one half in air, 
And tided after as in chase of us 
Auch It was enchantment* Did 
^ you strike at it ? 

Phi Once and again But blows 
avail’d no more 

Than on a wieath of smoke, where 
they may break 

The column for a moment whiclTtltetes 
And IS entire again Thus the dead 
body 

Sunk down before my oai, but rose 
unharm d, 
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Of one the abcttoT of the wicked 
deed 

All thiS; and othei pi oofs aoi 1 oboi ati\ e. 
Call on us biiefl} to pionounce the 
doom 

We have 111 charge to uttei 
,-^ucii If my house perish, Heaven’s 
will be done ’ 

I wish i*bi. to sui vi\ e it , but, O Philip, 
Would one could pay* the lansom for 


Pin Fathci ’t is fittei that w e both 
should die 

Leaving no hen behind uhe piet> 
Ot a bless d saint, the moialsjof an 
anchorite, 

Could not atone th3< dai k hypocrisy, 
Or the wild pi ofligacy I ha\ e practised 
Ruin’d our house, and shatter’d be 
our towel s, 

And with them end the cuise our 
sms have mepted ’ 


END or THF DRAMATIC PIECES 





I HALIDON HILL 


NOTE 

Though the Public seldom feel much m 
terest in sucl^ communications (nor is there 
any reason why they should), the ^LUthof 
takes the liberty of stating, that these 
scenes were commenced with the purpose ot 
contributing to a miscellany projected by a 
much esteemed friend But instead of "be 
ing confined to a scene or two, as intended, 
the work gradually swelled to the size of 
an independent publication It is designed 
to illustrate military antiquities, and the 
manners of chualry The drama it can 
be termed one) is, in no particular, either 
designed or calculated for the stage 

The subject is to be found m Scottish 
history, but not to overload so slight a 
publication with antiquarian research, or 
quotations from obscure chronicles^^nay be 
sufficiently illustrated by the following pas 
<Bage from Pinkerton’s Misiory of Scotland^ 
loT 1 p 72 

‘Ihe Governor (anno 1402) dispatched a 
considerable force under Murdac, his eldest 
son the Earls of Angus and Moray also 
joined Douglas, who entered England with 
an army ot ten thousand men, carrying 
terror«and devastation to the walls of New 
castle 

‘Henry I'V was now engaged in the 
Welsh war against Owen Glendour , but the 
Earl of Noithuraberland, and his son, the 
Hotspur Percy, with the Earl of March 
ceJilected a numerous array, and awaited 
the return of the Scots, impeded with spoil, 
near Milfield, in the north part of North 
umberland Douglas had reached Wooler, 
in his return , and, perceiving the enemy, 
seized a strong |!6st between the two armies, 
called Homilaonhill In this method he 
rivalled his predecessor at the battle of 
Otterbum, but not with like success The 
English advanced to the assault, and Henry 
Percy was about to lead them up the hill, 
when March caught his bridle, and advised 
him to advance no farther, but to pour the 
dreadful shower of English arrows into the 
enemy This advice was followed by the 


usual fortune , for in all ages the bow was 
the English instrument of victory, and 
though the Scots, and perhaps the French, 
were superior in the use of the spear, yet 
this weapon was useless after the distant 
bow had decided the combat Robert the 
Great, sensible of this at the battle of 
Bannockburn, ordered a prepared detach 
ment of cavalry to ru«h among the English 
archers at the commencement, totally to dis 
perse them, and sOp the deadly effusion But 
Douglas now used no such precaution , and 
the consequence was, that his people, drawn 
up on the face of the hill, presented one 
general mark to the enem>, none of whose 
arrows descended 111 vain The Scots fell 
without fight, and unrevenged, till a spirited 
knight, Suinton, exclaimed aloud, ‘U my 
brave countrymen’ what fascination has 
seized you to day, that you stand like deer 
to be shot, instead of indulging your ancient 
courage and meeting yojir enemies hand to 
hand ’ Let those who will, descend with me, 
that we may gam victory, or life, or fall like 
men 1 ’ This being heard by Adam Gordon, 
between whom and Swinton there remained 
an ancient deadly feud, attended with the 
mutual slaughter of many followers, he in 
stantly fell ^ his knees before Swinton. 
begged his pardon, and desired to be d’^bbed 
a knight by him whom he must now regard 
as the wisest and the boldest of that order 
m Britain The ceremony performed, Swin 
ton and Gordon descended the hill, accom 
panied only by one hundred men, and a 
d€«perate valour led the whole body to 
death Had a similar spirit been shown 
by the Scottish army, it is probable that 
the event of the day would nave been dif 

1 Miles magnaninius dominus Johannes Swinton 
tanquam voce homda praecoms exclamavit dicens 
O commiUtones inclyti I quis vos hodie fasci^i^at^ioi?* 
indulgere solitae probitati, quodsnec dextns consentis 
nec ut vin cordaerigitis, ad invadendum aemulos qui 
vos tanquam damulos vel hinnulos imparcatos sagit 
tarum jaculis perdere festinant Descendant mecum 
qui velmt, et m nomine Domini l^tes penetrabiraus, 
ut vel sic vita potiomur vel saltern ut milites cum 
honore occumbamus, &i,— bOKDUN StoHChrvni 
toH vol 11 p 434 ® 
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kreu( Douglas, w ho w&s certainly dchutiit 
in the most important qualities ot a general, 
seeing his army bt gin to disperse, at length 
attempted to descend the ^ lull, but the 
hnglish archeis, rctinng a little, sent a 
llight ol airows so sharp and strong, that 
110 armour could withstand , and the Scot 
tish leader hirrioelf, whose panoply was of 
lemarkable temper, fell under fi\e wounds, 
not mortal The English men of 
arms, knights, or squires, did not strike 
one mow. but remained spectators of the 
rout, whrch was now complete Great 
numbers of the Scots wefe slain, and near 
fivqhundied perished in the ri\er Tweed 
upon** their flight Vnong the illustrious 
captives was Douglas, whose chief wound 
deprued him of an eye, Muedae, son of 
Albany , the Earls of Moray and Angus , 
and about twenty four gentlemen of eminent 
rank and power The chief slam were, 
Swinton, Gordon, Lnmgstone of Calendar, 
Ramsay of Dalhousie, "Walter Sinclair, Roger 
Gordon, Walter Scott, and othei s Such w as 
the issue of the unfortunate battle of 
Homildon ’ 

It may be proper to obser\e, that the 
scene of action has, in the following pages, 
been transferred from Hofiildon to Halidon 
Hill For this there was an obvious reason , 
—for who would again -venture to introduce 
upon the scene the celebrated Hotspur, who 
t oinmanded the English at the former battle’ 
There are, howe\er, several coincidences 
w hich nia\ reconcile e\ en the se\ erer antiquary 
to the substitution of Halidon HiU for Homil 
don A Scottish army was defeated by the 
English on both occasions, and under nearly 
the same circumstances of address on the pait 
of the victois, and ipismanagementonthatof 


the \anquislicd, foi tin rnglish longbow 
decided the da> in both cases I n both cases, 
also, a Gordon was left on the field of battle, 
and at Halidon, as at Hoinild^!fi, the Scots 
were commanded by an ill fat<^d represi nta 
ti\ e of the great house of Douglas #He of 
Homildon was surnamed Ttneman^ 1 e 
Losemany from his repeated defeats and mis 
carriages , and, with all the personal valour 
of his race, seems to ha\e enjoyed so small a 
portion of their sagacity, as to be unable to learn 
military experience trom reiterated calamity 
I am far, however, from intimating, that the 
traits of imbecility and en\ y attributed to the 
Regent m the follow mg sketch, are to be his 
torically ascribed eitb-^ the elder Douglas 
of Halidon Hill, or to him called Ttneman^ 
who seems to ha\ e enjoyed the respect of his 
countrymen, notwithstanding that, like the 
celebrated Anne de Montmorenej^. he was 
either defeated, or wounded, or made pnsonei , 
in every battle which he fought ^ The Regent 
of the slvetch is a character pureiy imaginary 
^The tradition of the Swinton family, which 
still survives in a lineal descent, and to which 
the author has the honour to be related, av eis, 
that the Swinton who fell at Homildon in the 
manner related in the preceding extract, had 
slam Gordon’s father , which seems sufficient 
ground for adopting that circumstance into 
the following dramatic sketch, though it is 
rendere<^ improbable by other authorities 

If any reader will take the trouble of look 
mg at Froissart, Fordun, orother historians ot 
the period, he will find, that the character of 
the Lord ot Swinton, tor strength, courage, 
and conduct, is by no means exaggerated 

WALTER SCOTl 

Abbotsford, 1822 


II. MACDUFF’S CROSS 


NOTE 

These few scenes had the honour to^e 
included in a Miscellany, published m the 
year 1823, by Mrs Joanna Baillie, and are 
here reprinted, to unite them with the 
trifles of the same kind which owe then 
birth to the author The singular histoiy 
^of theJLross and Law of Clan MacDuflf is 

f ivr , at leng^tlj. enough to satisfy the 
eenest antiquary, in TA^ Minstrelsy of 
the Scottish Border It is here only 
necessaiy to state, that the Cross was a 

S lace of refuge to any person related to 
lacDutf, wiffiin the ninth degree, who, 
having ''committed homicide in budden 


uarrel, should reach this place, prove his 
escent from the Thane ol Fife, and pay 
a certain penalty ** 

The shaft of the Cross was destroved at 
the Reformation The huge block of stone 
which served for its pedestal is still m exist 
ence near the town of Ne\j 4 mrgh, on a kind 
of pass which commands the county of 
Fife to the southward, and to the north, the 
windings of the magnificent Tay and fertile 
country of Angus siiire The Cross bore 
an inscription, which is transmitted tons in 
an unmtdligible form by Sir Robert Sibbald 

Abbotsford, 

January^ 1830 
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III THE DOOM OF DEVORGOIL. 


NOTE 

The first of these dramatic pieces was 
long since written, for the purpose of obliging 
the late Mr Terr>, then Manager of the 
Adelphi Theatre, for whom the Author had a 
particular regard The manner in which the 
mimic goblins of Devorgoil are intermixed 
with the supernatural machinery, was found 
to be objectionable, and the production had 
other faults, whu l^Nyjjiclered it unfit for repre 
sentation I have (^led the piece a Melo- 
drama, for want of a better name , but, as I 
learn from the unquestionable authoritj^ of 
Mr Colman’s Random Records, that one 
species "bf the drama is termed an extrava 
gansa^ I am sorry I w as not sooner aware of a 
more appropriate name than that which I had 
selected for Devorgoil 

1 he Author’s Furnishers thought it desirable, 
that the scenes long condemned to oblivion 
should be united to similar attenrpts of the 
same kind , and as he felt indifferent on the 
subiect, they art printed m the same volume 
witn Hahdon Hill and MacDuff’s Cross, and 
tiirown off in a separate form, for the conveni 
ence of those who possess foniier editions of 
the Author’s Foi tical Works ^ 

The general storj of the Doom of Dev orgoil 
IS founded on an old Scottish tradition, the 


scene of which lies in Galloway The crime 
supposed to have occasioned tne misfortunes 
of this devoted house, is siiinilar to that of a 
Lord Hemes of Hoddam Castle, who is the 
principal personage of Mr Charles * 

trick Shaipe’s interesting ballad, in TheMin 
strelsy of the Scottish Border^ vol iv p ^07 
In remorse for his crime he built t^e singular 
monument calle'l the Tower of Repentance 
In manj casesthe Scottish superstitions allude 
to the fames, or thos^ who, for sms of a*’^der 
description, are permitted to wander w itli the 
‘rout thatmever rest,’ as they were termed 
by Dr Leyaen They imitate human labour 
and human amusements, but their toil is use 
less, and without any adv antageous result 
and their gaiety is unsubstantial and hollow 
The phantom of Lord Enck is supposed to he 
a ^ctre of this character 

The story of the Ghostly Barber is told in 
many countries , but the best narrativ e found 
ed on the passage, is the tale called Stumme 
Liebe, among the legends of Musaeus I think 
it has been intrcTiuced upon the English stage 
in some pantomime, which was one objection 
to bringing it upon the scene a second time 

Abbotsford, 

Aprils 18^0 


IV, AUCHINDRANE, or THE AYRSHIRE TRAGEDY 


f ur aliquid vidi? cur noxia lumina feci 
Cur imprudenti cogmta culpa nuhwst* 

OviDii TV istiim Ltber Secundus 


NOTE 

There is not, perhaps, upon record, a tale 
t>f horror which gives us a more perfect 
picture than is afforded by the present, of 
the violence of our ancestors, or the compli 
cated crimes into which they were hurried, 
by what theiufiwise, but ill-enforced, laws 
termed the heathenish and accursed practice 
of Deadly Feud The author has tried to 
extract some dramatic scenes out of it , but 
he IS conscious no exertions of Jus can 
increase the horror of that which is in it&elt 
so iniquitous Yet, if we look at modem 
tventSj we must not too hastily venture to 
toncittde that our own times have so much 
the puperionty over former da) a as we might 


at first be tempted to infer One great 
object has indeed been obtained The power 
of the laws extends over the country uni 
v«5rsany, and if criminals at present sometimes 
escape punishment, this can only be by 
eluding iustice,—not, as of old, by dfefying it 
But the motives which influence modern 
ruffians to commit actions at which we pause 
with wonder and horror, arise, in a great 
measure, from the thirst of gam For the 
hope of lucre, w e have seen a w retck3»s»%c^ 
to his fate, under the prAext that he was to 
share in amusement and conviviahtj , and, 
for gold, we have seen the meanest of 
wretches deprived of life, a*^! their miserable 
remains cheated of the grave 
The loftier, if equal h cruel, fwelmgs of 

1 I 3 



pndf* ambition, and lo\o pf ^e‘ng^‘*'anc(^, worn 
thi idols of oui fon fithi r*?, whilt* tht i aitilTs 
of our dn^ bind to Mammon, thf* meinest 
of the spirits who fell The cnminils, there 
fore of former times diow* their hellish 
inspiration from a loftier souice than is 
known to modern Mlliins Thi fe\er of 
tinsated ambitious the frtnzs of ungratified 
re\ engc, the j>erjei '•ndum ingciiiiim ^coi 
uj 9 i^ stigmatized bj our jurists and our 
legist^ ors, held life but as passing breath , 
and such enormities as now sound like the 
acts of a J^ijylman, weie then the familiar 
deeds of e\ery offended noWe" With these 
ohsersations we proceed to our storj 

loiftcrMuir or Mure, of Auchmdrane, the 
contn\er and executor of the following cruel 
ties was a gentleman of an ancient famiK 
and good estate in the west of Scof^and , bold 
ambitious, treacherous to the last degree, and 
utterlj unconscientious, — a Richard the Third 
m pnsate life inaccessible alike to pitj and 
to remorse His \ lew' w as to raise the pow cr, 
and extend the grandeur, of his own family 
fins gentleman liad married the daughter of 
Sir Thomas Kennedy of Barganie, who was, 
uxcepting the Earl of Cassilis, the most 
important person in all Carrick the district 
of Ayrshire which he mhab*^ed, and where 
the name of Kennedj held so great a sway 
as to give rise to the popular rhyme, — 

* Twixt "VV igton and the toira of Air, 

Portpitrick and the Crui\es ofCrei* 

Ko man need think for to bide there 
\ nltss he court Sunt K( nncdie 

Now, Mure of Auchmdrane who had 
promised himself high advancement means 

of his father in law Barganie, saw, with envv 
and resentment, that his influence remained 
second and inferior tC the House of Cassilis, 
chief of all the Kennedj s Ihe Earl was 
indeed a minor, but hisauthoiitj was main 
tamed, and his affairs well managed, bj hi& 
uncle, Sir Thomas Kennt dj of Cuilajrne, the 
brother of the deceased Earl, and tutor and 
guardian to the present Th is wc rthy gentle 
man sijioporti d Ins nephew’s dignity and the 
credit of the liouse so effcctuallj , that 
Barganic’s consequence was much thrown 
into the shade, and the ambitious Auchin 
«^^irane, his son in law , saw no better remedj 
than to remove so formidable a iivnl is 
Cullayne bj violent means 
For this purpose, in the vear of God i<?97, 
he came with a party of followers to the town 
of Maybole (w here Sir Thomas Kennedv of 
Cullayne then resided) and laj in ambush in 
an orchard, through which he knew his 
destined victim was to pass in returning 
kcim ewajp ds from a house where he was 
engaCTXfto sup Svr Thomas Kennedy came 
alone, and unattended, when he w as suddenly 
fired upon bv Auchmdrane and his accom 
plices, who, havi^ missed their aim, drew 
their swords, ana rushed upon him to sla\ 
him But the party thus assailed at dtsad 


vantage had the good fortune to hide himself 
for tint time in a luinous house, where he 
1 IV conceah d till the inhabitants o[ the place 
came to his assistance f 

Sir Thomas Kennedv proseculed Mure for 
this assault, who, finding himself in da^iger 
from the law, made a sort of apologj and 
agreement with the Lord of Cullajne, to 
w nose daughter lie united his eldest son, in 
t( stimony ot the closest friendship in future 
This agreement was sincere on the pait ot 
Kennedj, who after it had been entered 
into, showed himself Auchindrane’s frund 
and assistant on all occasions But it was 
most false and treacherous on that of Mure, 
who continued to nopjP«^ the purpose ot 
murdi ring his new fru nd and allj on the 
first opportunitv 

Aucnindrane s first atti rrmt to efftet this 
was bj means of the joung Gilbert hj^nnedj 
of Barganie (for old Barganie, Auchtndrane's 
father in law, was dead) whom he persuaded 
to brave the Earl of Cassilis, *»k one who 
us# ped an undue influence ov er the rest of the 
name Accordmglj , this hot headed v outh, 
at the instigation of Auchmdrane, rode past 
the gate of the Farl of Cassilis, without 
waiting on liis chief, oi sending him anv 
message of cnihtj This led to mutual 
defiance, being regarded by the Earl, ac- 
cording to the ideas of the time, as a per onal 
insult Bptli parties took the field with their 
tollowers,^at the head of about 2^0 men on 
each «ide The action v\hich ensued was 
shorter and less bloodj than might have 
been expected Young Barganie, with the 
lashness of headlong courage, and Auchin 
drane, fired bv di acuj enmitj to the House 
of CassiPT iTiade a pi ecipitate attack on the 
Earl, whose men were stronglj posted and 
under cov er Thej w ei e recen cd bj a heav y 
fire Barganie was slain Mure of Auchm 
drane, severelj wounded in the thigh, became 
unable to sit his horse, and, the leaders thus 
slain or disabled, their party drew off without 
continuing the action It must be particularlj 
obsen ed, that Sir Thomas Kennedy remained 
neuter m this quarrel, considering his ton 
nexion with Auchmdrane as too intimate to 
be broken even by his dtsire to assist his 
neplicw 

For this temperate and honourable conduct 
he met a vile reward, for Auchmdrant, in 
lesentment of the loss of his relative Barganir 
and the downfall of his ambitious hopes, 
continued his practices against the life of 
Sir Thomas of Cullaj ne, though totally inno 
Cl nt of contributing to e^Jper Chance 
favoured his wicked purpose 

The Knight of Cullajne finding himself 
obliged to go to Edinburgh on a particular 
daj , sent a message by a serv ant to Mure, 
m which he told him, m the most unsus 
pecting confidence, the purpose of his journey, 
and named the road which he proposed to 
take, inviting Mure to meet him at Duppill, 
to the west of the town of Ava, a pjace 
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appoinrPtl, fo^he purpose of gixmg him 
anj commission^ %\hich he might have foi 
Fainburgh, and assuring his treacherous 
ally he wol^d attend to any business which 
he might ha\e in the Scottish metropolis 
as anxiously^s to his own Sir Thomas 
Kenrfrdy’s message was cairied to the town 
of Maybole, where his messengea, for some 
tn\ lal reason, had the import committed to 
writing by a schoolmaster m that town, and 
despatched it to its destination by means of 
a poor student, named Dalrjraple, instead 
of carrying it to the house of Auchindrane m 
person 

This suggested to Muie a diabolical plot 
Having thus i ecei^ijdjidings of Sii Thomas 
Kennedy’s motions, ne’conceii ed the infernal 
purpose of hating the confiding friend who 
sent the information, waylaid and murdered 
rt the place appointed to meet with him, not 
only m*fnendship, but for the purpose of 
rendering him service He dismissed the 
messenger Balry mple, cautioning the lad to 
carry back the letter to Maybole, and to 
that he had not found him. Auchindrane, m 
Ins house Having taken this precaution, he 
proceeded to instigate the brother of the 
slain Gilbert of Barganie, Thomas Kennedy 
fif Drumurghie by name, and Walter Mure 
of Cloncaird, a kinsman of his own, to take 
this opportunity of re\engmg Barganie’s 
death The fiery young men were easily 
induced to undertake the crime The\ way 
laid the unsuspecting Sir Thomas of Cullay ne 
at the place appointed to meet the traitor 
Auchindrane, and the murderers having m 
company five or six serv ants, well mounted 
und armed, assaulted and cruelly murdered 
him with many wounds They t|)^n plun 
dered the dead corpse of his purse, containing 
a thousand merks m gold, cut off the gold 
buttons which he w'ore on his coat, and 
despoiled the body of some taluable rings 

The revenge due for his uncle’s murder 
was keenly” pursued by the Earl of Cassihs 
As the murderers fled from trial, they were 
declared outlaws, which doom, being pro 
nounced by three blasts of a horn, was called 
‘being put to the liorn, and declared the 
king’s rebel Mure of Auchindrane was 
strongly suspected of having been the insti 
gator of the crime But he conceived there 
Wld be no evidence to pro\e his guilt if he 
could keep the boy Dalrymple out of the 
way, who delivered the letter which made 
Inm acquainted with Cullayne’s journey, and 
the place at which he meant to halt On the 
contrary, he si?^, that if the lad could be 
produced at the trial, it would afford ground 
of fatal presumption, since it could be then 

E roved that peisons so nearly connected with 
im as Kennedy and Cloncaird had left his 
house, and committed the murder at the very 
spot which Cullayne had fixed for their 

^^To^lvoid this imminent danger, Mure 


biought Daky mple.to Ins hous** and detained 
him there for se\eral weeks But the youth 
tiring of this confinement, Mure sent him to 
reside with a friend, Montgomery of Skell 
moi ly , who maintained him under a borrow ed 
1 ame, amid the desert regions of the then 
almost sa\ age island of Arran Being con 
fident in the absence of thisjpatenal witness, 
Auchindrane, instead of flying, like his agents 
Drumurghie and Cloncaird, presented liimself ^ 
boldly at the bar, demanded a fair tna;*r^o 
offered his person m combat to the death 
against any of Loid Cassihs s fsiends w'ho 
might impugn'^hi#^ uinocence "ihis audacity 
was successful, and he w as dismissed w ithout 
tiial ' 

Still, however, Mu''e did not consider him 
self safe, so long as Dalrymple was within 
the realm o*' Scotland, and the danger grew 
more pressing when he learned that the lad 
had become impatient of the restraint which 
he sustained in the island of Arran, and 
returned to some of his friends in Ayrshire 
Mure no sooner heard of this than he again 
obtained possession of tlie boy ’s person, and 
a second time concealed him at Auchindrane, 
until he found an opportunity to tiansport 
him to the Low Countries, where he contrived 
to have him enlisted in Buccleuch’s regiment , 
trusting, doubtless, that some one of the 
numeious chances of war might destroy the 
poor y>’oung man whose life was so dangerous 
to him 

But after five orsiv y ears’ uncei tain safety, 
bought at the expense of so much violence 
and cunning Auchmdrane's fears were exas 
peiated into fienzy when lie found this 
dangerous witness, having escaped from all 
the penis of climate ana battle, had left, 
or been discharged from, the Legion of 
Borderers, and had agan accomplislied his 
return to Ayrshire There is ground to 
suspect that Dalrymple knew the nature of 
thehold which he possessed ov er Auchindrane, 
and was desirous of extorting from his fears 
some better provision than he had found 
either in Ar»*an or the Netherlands But if 
so, it was a fatal expenment to tamper with 
the fears of such a man as Auchindrane, who 
determined to nd himself effectuallv of this 
unhappy young man 

Mure now lodged him in a house of his 
own, called Chapeldonan, tenanted by a 
vassal and connexion of his called James 
Bh.nnatyne This man he commissioned to 
meet him at ten o’clock at night on the 
sea sands near Girvan, and bring with him 
the unfortunate Dalrymple, the object of his 
fear and dread The victim seems to have 
come with Bannatyne without the least 
suspicion, though such might haw beejaL^ 
raised by the time and plasjeappointeir^the 
meeting When Bannatyne and Dalrymple 
came to the appointed spot, Auchindrane 
met them, accompanied by his eldest son, 
James Old AuchindranCJ having taken 
Bannatyne aside, imparted his bloody purpose 
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inuni< nng him on the spot Iks own lift 
inti honour wou, he sim, cndangfcrcd by 
iht >niniu r in w hjch this incom cnienl \\ itness 
It pcateilh thiust hnnbelf backt'nto A>rshin, 
and nothing could secure hib saltty but 
taking the licl’b life in which action he 
icqutsted lanni^» Bannatynt’s assistinci 
Binnat>ne telt some compunction, and re 
monstraUd against the cruel expedient, * 
it would be bater to transport 
Dali) mple to Ireland and take precautions 
against hisMeturn While old Vuchindrant 
I emt d disposed to hstf n itO 'this proposal, 
las son conclude d that tin time was come for 
icscflftolishing tlu purpose of their meeting, 
and, without waiting tif termination of his 
father's conference w ith Binnatjnc he rushed 
suddc nl} on Dalrymple beat ^im to the 
round, and, kneeling down on hin?, with 
IS father's assistance accomplished the 
crime, by strangling the unhappy object of 
their fear and lealous} Bannatyne, the 
witness, and partly the accomplice, of the 
muider, assisted them in their attempt to 
make a liole m the sand, with a spade which 
they had brought on purpose, in order to 
conceal the dead body But as tht tide was 
coming in, the holes which /hey made filled 
with water before the> couJd get the body 
buried, and the ground seemed, to their 
terrified consciences, to refuse to be accessory 
to concealing their crime Despairing of 
hiding the corpse in the manner tfie> pro 
posed, the murderers carried it out into the 
sea as deep as the> dared wade, and there 
abandoned it to the billows, trusting that 
a wind, which was blowing oflf the shore, 
would drne these remains ot their crime out 
to sea, where they would ne\er more be 
lieaid of But the ara, as well as the land, 
seemed unwilling to conceal thtii craelt> 
Afttr floating for some hours, or da^s, the 
dead body was, by the wind and tide, again 
diiven on shore, ntar the \ei\ spot where 
the murder had been committed 
This attracted general attention, and when 
the cOTise was known to be tint of the 
s«im( William Dalrymple whom Auclnn 
drane had so often spirited out of the country, 
or concealed when fie was in it, a strong 
^and general suspicion arose, that this joung 
erson had met with foul play from the 
old bad man who had shewn himself so 
much interested m his absence It was 
always said or supposed, that the dead body 
had bled at the approach of a grandchild of 
Mure of Auchindrane, a girl who, from 
curiosity, had come to look at a sight which 
others crowded to see The bleeding of 
j^murdered corpse at the touch of the mur 
a thing /it that time so much be 
lieeed, that it was admitted as a proof of 
guilt, but I know no case, sa\e that of 
Auchindrane, m which the phenomenon was 
supposed to be emended to the approach of 
the innocent kindred , nor do I think that 


the fact itself, thougli mentioned ancient 
lawyers, was e\cr admitti d to proof in the 
proceedings against Auchmdrani 
It IS cirtain, h0we\er, that Vlfhmdiane 
found himself so much tlu obje^ of suspicion 
from this new crime, tliat he icsohed to 
from justice, and sufler liimselftobo deefared 
a rebel and outlaw rather than f ice a trul 
But his conduct m preparing to coier hi«j 
flight with another motue than tlu real one, 
IS a curious picture of the men and manneis 
of the times He knew well that if he werf 
to shun his trial for the murder of Dalr> mplt , 
the whole country would consider him as 
a man guilty of a mean and disgraceful crime 
in putting to death an/sJkscun lad, against 
whom he had no persorfal quarrt I He knew, 
besides, that Ins powerful friends, who would 
ha\e interceded for him had his offence bet n 
merely burnmga house, orkillinganeighbour, 
would not plead for or stand In hfri in so 
pitiful a concern as the slaughter of this 
wretched w anderer # 

Accordingly, Mure sought to pro\ ide himself 
with some ostensible cause for a\ otdmg law 
with which the feelings of his kindred and 
friends mif ht sympathize , and none occurred 
to him so natural as an assault upon some 
friend and adherent of the Earl of Cassilis 
Should he kill such a one, it would be indeed 
an unlawful action, but so far from being 
infamous, would be accounted the natunH 
consequerce of the a\ owed quarrel between 
the families With this purpose, Mure, with 
the assistance of a relative, of whom he seems 
always to ha\e had some ready to execute 
his worst purposes, beset Hugh Kennedy of 
Gamehorne, a follower of the Carl's, against 
whom tW had especial ill will, fiied their 
pistols at him, and used other means to put 
him to death But Gamehorne, a stout 
hearted man, and well armed, di fendi d him 
self in a \ery diffeient manner irom the 
unfortunate Knight of Cullaync, and heat 
off the assailants, wounding >oung Auclnn 
drane in the right hand, so that hewellingh 
lost the use of it 

But though Auchindrane s puipose di<} not 
entirel) succeed, he availed Inmsdf ot it to 
circulate a iiport, that if he eould obtain 
a pardon for tiring upon Ins ft udal ent m> 
with pistols, weapons declared unlawful by 
act ot Parliament, he would wilhnglj stand 
his trial for the death of Dalrymple, respecting* 
which he protested his total innoct nee The 
King, however, was decidedly of opinion that 
the Mures, both father and son, were alike 
guilty of both crimes, and i^d intercession 
with the Earl of Abercorn,^s a person of 

f ower in those western counties, as well as in 
reland to arrest and transmit them prisoners 
to Edinburgh In consequence of the Earl’s 
txertions, old Auchindrane was madf 
prisoner, and lodged m the tolbooth of 
Edinburgh 

I Young Auchindrane no sooner heard that 
I his father was m custody, than he became as 
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apprehensue of|Bannat> iie, the accomplice 
in Dalryinple’s murdei, telling tales, as 
ever his ^ther had bean of Dalrymple 
He, therefore, hastened to him, and pre 
\ ailed on hin% to pass over for a while to the 
neighbouring coast of Ireland, finding him 
money and means to accomplish the \oy 
age, and engaging in the meantime to 
t^e care of his affairs in Scotland Secure, 
as they thought, m this precaution, old 
\uchmdrane persisted in his innocence, and 
his son found security to stand his trial 
Both appeared w ith the same confidence at 
the day appointed, and braved the public 
]ustice, hoping tcj^pe put to a formal trial, 
m which Auchinofc^^ reckoned upon an 
acquittal for want of the evidence which 
he had removed The trial was, however, 
postponed, and Mure the elder was dis 
missedjiunder high security to return when 
called for 

But King James, being convinced of the 

S nilt of the accused, ordered young Aucbin 
rane, instead of being sent to trial, to be 
examined under the force of torture, m order 
to compel him to tell whatever 1»« knew of 
the things charged against him He was ac 
cordingly severely tortured , but the result 
only served to show that such examinations 
are as useless as they are cruel A man of 
weak rt solution, or of a nervous habit, would 
probably have assented to any confession, 
howe^e^ false, rather than have endured the 
extremity of fear and pain to which Mure was 
subjected But -y oung Auchindrane, a strong 
and determined ruffian, endured the torture 
w ith the utmost firmness, and by the constant 
audacity with which, in spite of lutoler 
able pain, he continued to assert his innocence, 
he spread so favourable an opinion of his 
case, that the detaining him in prison, instead 
of bringing him to open trial, was censured 
as severe and oppressive James, howe\en 
remained fiimly persuaded of his guilt, and 
by an exertion of authority quite inconsistent 
with our present laws, commanded young 
Aucjhindrane to be still detained in close 
custody till further light could be thrown on 
these dark proceedings He was detained 
accordingly by the King’s express personal 
command, 'ind against the opinion even of 
his privy counsellors This exertion of author 
^ity was much murmured against 

In the meanwhile, old Auchindrane, being, 
as wc ha\e seen, at liberty on pledges, 
skulked about in the west, feeling how little 
security he hadgained by Dalrymple’s murder, 
and that he h# placed himself by that crime 
m the pow ’r of Bannatyne, whose evidence 
concerning the death of Dalrymple could not 
be less fktal than w hat Dalrymple might ha\ e 
told concerning Auchmdrane’s accession to 
the conspiracy against Sir Thomas Kennedy 
of Cullayne But though the event had 
shown the error of his wicked policy, Audi 
mdrane could think of no better mode in this 
Ldse than that which had failed in relation 


to Dali jinple 'W'lien any man’s life'* be 
came inconsistent with his ow^n safet}, no 
idea seems to have occun-ed to this iin eterate 
rufiSan, save murder the peison by whom 
he might him^lf be in any way endangered 
He therefore attemjpted the life of James 
Bannatyne by more agents than one Naj , 
he had nearly ripened a plan, by which one 
Pennycuke was to be employed to slay 
Bannatyne, while, after the deed was^QUe- 
It was devised that Mure of Auchnull,'^ con 
nexion of Bannatyne, should be instigated to 
slay Pennycuk^ and thus oloae up this 
tram of murdei^ by one, which, flowing in 
the ordinary course of deadly feud, sligiild 
have nothing m it scvparticular as to'dtiract 
much attention 

But the Justice of Heaven would bear this 
complicated tram of iniquity no longer 
Bannatyne, knowing with what sort of men 
he had to deal, kept on his guard, and, by 
his caution, disconcerted more than one 
attempt to take his life, while another mis 
carried by the remorse of Pennycuke, the 
agent whom Mure employed At length 
Bannatyne, tiring of this state of insecurity 
and m despair of escaping such repeated 
plots, and also feeling remorse for the crime 
to which he h£d been accessory, resohed 
rather to submit himself to the seventy of 
the law, than remain the object of the prin 
cipal criminal’s practices He surrendered 
himself -'to the Earl of A.bercorn, and was 
transported to Edinburgh, where he con 
fessed before the King and council all the 
particulars of the murder of Dalrymple, and 
the attempt to hide his body b} committing 
it to the sea 

When Bannatyne was confronted with the 
two Mures before the^Privy Council, they 
denied with vehemence evenr part of the 
evidence he had given, and affirmed that the 
witness had been bribed to destroy them by 
a false tale Bannatyne s behaviour seemed 
sincere and simple, that of Auchindrane more 
resolute andcrafty The wretched accomplice 
fell upon hi^nees, invoking God to witness 
that all the land m Scotland could n'it have 
bribed him to bring a false accusation against 
a master whom he h’»d served, loved^ and 
followed m so many dangers, and calling 
upon Auchindiane to honour God by con-- — 
f^essing the crime he had committed Mui e 
■•fie elder, on the other hand, boldly replied, 
that he hoped God would not so far forsake 
him as to permit him to confess a dime of 
which he w'as innocent, and exhorted Banna 
tyne in his turn to confess the practices bv 
which he had been induced to devise such 
falsehoods against him 

The two Mures, father and son, w'-yr^he--^ 
fore put upon their sole'lin trial, along'with 
Bannatyne, m 1611, and, after a great deal 
of evidence had been brought in support of 
Bannatyne’s confession, aM three were found 
guilty The elder \uchindrane was con 
victed of touiibelhng and directing murdv,r 
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of S** Ihoiiitib Kf'iuiuh'^of Cu^ayne, and 
lUo ot the actual miudfct of the lad Dal 
Tymple Bannatync and the youngei Muit | 
^v^ re found guilty ot the lattci jprimc» and all 
three were sentenced to be boneaded Ban 
natyne, however, the ipcomphce, received 
the King’s pardon, in consequence ot his 
voluntary suiretWcr and confession The 
tw o Mures w ere both executed The younger 
“V ^If^cted by the remonstrances of the 
clergy" who attended him, and he confessed 
the guilt of which he was accused The 
father, also* ws at length b^OMght to avow 
the fact, but in other respects died as im 
peiwt^t as he had lived, — and so ended this 
dark aTTd extraordinary itragedy 

The Lord A.clvocate of the day. Sir Thomas 
Hamilton, afterwards successive^ Earl ot 
Melrose and of Haddington, seems to have 
busied himself much m draw mg up a state? 
ment ot this foul transaction, for the purpose 
ot vindicating to the people of Scotland the 
severe course of justice observed by King 
James VI He assumes the task m a high 
tone of prerogative law and, on the whole, 
seems at a loss whether to attribute to 
Providence, or to his most sacred Majesty, 
the greatest share m bringing to light these 
mysterious villanies, but rauier inclines to 
the latter opinion There is, I believe, no 
pnnted copy of the intended tract, which 
seems never to have been published , but the 


curious will be enabled to j idge of it, as it 
appears in the next Jascicithis of Mi Robert 
Pitcairn s very interesting pubhc^ions from 
the Scottish Criminal Record 
The family of Auchindrane d’fl not become 
extinct on the death of the two homioMes 
The last descendant existed in the eighteenth 
centuiy, a poor and distressed man The 
following anecdote shows that he had a strong 
feeling ot his situation 
There was in front of the old castle a huge 
ash tree, called the Dule tree {mourmn^ 
iree) of Auchindrane, probably because it 
was the place where the Baron executed the 
criminals who fell underju^ jurisdiction It 
IS described as having the finest tree of 
the neighbourhood This last representative 
of the family of Auchindrane had the mis 
fortune to be arrested for payment of a small 
debt , and, unable to discharge it, '^as pre 
pared to accompany the messenger (bailiff) 
to the jail of ^yr The servant ,pf the law 
ha^ compassion for his prisoner, and offered 
to accept of this remarkable tree as of value 
adequate to the discharge ot the debt 
‘ What ’ ’ s-»*id the debtor, ‘ Sell the Dule tree 
of Auchindrane’ I will sooner die in the 
worst dungeon of your prison ’ In this luck 
less character the line of Auchindrane ended 
The family, blackened with the crimes of its 
predecessors, became extinct, and the estate 
passed mt^ other hands 
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